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INTRODUCTION

after you have read the novel which I am about to
nend to your attention, you turn away agitated, be-
sred and incredulous, murmuring that this 1s not life as
know and have experienced it, let me suggest that you
out the most recent biography of Gabriele d’Annunzio
ask yourself if the bizarre episodes of that extraordinary
ar are not infimtely more preposterous, unreal and n-
ible than the comparatively tranquil events herein re~
1 as fictton In “The Triumph of Death” we are asked
'ly to believe that a man sought consummation of his
for a woman by leaping from a precipice with her in
arms—a double act of suicide and murder; but in the
of Gabriele d’Annunzio, taking only that recent portion
it which 1s familiar to us through the cable dispatches,
are asked to believe that a bald-headed poet scarcely
re than five feet tall, who was once the tempestuous lover
Ida Rubinstein and who had long been exiled from his
wintry as much by reason of his sensual verses as by rea-
1 of his numerous debts, returned at an opportune moment
er the outbreak of the war, confounded the Italian premier
d his cabmet by sheer force of personality and, playing
Pied Piper of Hamelin to the able-bodied men of Italy,

i them across the Alps to their slaughter We are asked
believe that by the repetition of the catch-word, “Italia
redenta,” this ugly Ittle dandy, popularly believed to
e a Iife of indolence and sensuality, pillowed in sitk and
ented down, took greater hold upon the imagmation of
« people in time of war than all the generals, kings,
rincelings, Pope and cardnals 1n the capital of the churchly
npire  We are asked to believe that whichever way this
:line fellow leaped the bourgeois and prolétaire leaped with



his ecstacy with anguwsh, lashing him between love and hate,
until at last unable longer to endure the double sting of de-
sire and doubt he puts an end to them in death

The history of the love of Hippolyte and George in “ The
Triumph of Death” 1s the history of every love affair, how-
ever trivial It differs from all love affairs not in kind but
m mtensity The greater the degree of passion the greater
the degree of jealousy, the profounder the desire to possess
completely, fully, to the exclusion of all others George’s love
for Hippolyte 15 accompamed by a jealousy of her inner
thoughts, her past, her moods Enslaved by this terrific love,
he seeks vamnly to escape from the torture of 1t 1in reason*
“¢She 1s barren, her entrails have been wvisited by a curse!
In it the germs perish as in a fiery furnace She thus thwarts
and betrays the most profound mstinct of Iife’ The use-
lessness of his love appeared to him like a monstrous trans-
gression of the supreme law But since his love was an un-
easy sensuality only, why had he, then, this character of in-
eluctable fatality? Was not the imstinct of the perpetuation
of the race the unique and true motive of all sexual love?
Was not this blind and eternal instinct the source of desire,
and should not desire have as its object the manifest, the
generation prescribed by Nature? How was it, then, that so
strong a tie attached him to the barren woman? Why was
the terrible ‘will’ of the species so obstinate in demanding,
m exacting, the vital tribute of that organism ravaged by
disease and incapable of generating® What was lacking m
his love was the first reason of love—the affirmation and the
development of life beyond the limits of individual existence.
What was lacking in the woman he loved was the highest
mystery of her sex—the suffering of her who gives birth.
And what caused the misery of both was precisely that
persistent monstrosity ”

It 1s 1n the paragraph just cited, where d’Annunzio steps
out of s role as a novelist to jon in the philosophical
speculations of his hero that I think, d’Annunzio commits
his only serious crime against common sense Accepting his
passion as being as mntense as 1t 15, Hippolyte's barrenness had
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nothing to do with the case Had she been fecund enough
to bear him a dozen children his love would not have deviated
from its singilanty 1t would have been as fruitful of
anguish and ecstacy For though I whisper 1t in horrified ears
not the begetting of hfe but the expenditure of energy 1s
the prevaihing, the only recognizable aim of life

D’Annunzio 1s a romantic, his conception of love, ot art,
of life 1s romantic It 1s a concept in which the heart rules
rather than the imtellect, 1n which the serenity of the golden
mean 15 not known But 1t 15 dazzling and effective no less
It 1s perhaps not wise, but it 15 more human, truer to com-
mon experience., As an artist he achieves a serenity, for his
prose even as tt 15 glmpsed through the refractions of a
translation 1s limpid, hiquud, happy in imagery, precise mn
delineation One has but to compare his pages about the
mvalids seeking miracles of the Virgin with Zola's pages
on a simlar theme m “Lourdes” to observe the difference
between an instinctive artist and a conscientious photographer
D’Annunzio uses this spectacle of botched and maimed
humamity as a means of contrast with the voluptuousness
and joy of health enjoyed by Hippolyte and George and also
as a constant reminder of the shadow of death which hovers
over all ife This frequent shift of scene from one of sensual
delight to one of physical horror and suffering 1s something
more than a clever hterary device. It 1s a sound artist’s
method of unifying his theme as expressed in the sombre and
ironic title, “ The Triumph of Death,” that mortality of the
most exquisite moments in a life where the excess of pain
over pleasure 1s tolerable only because the pleasure 1s con-
sidered worth the pan.

BURTON RASCOE.
New York City, Feb, 13, 1923.
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L
THE PAST.

CHAPTER 1.

WueN she perceived a group of men leaning against the
parapet and looking down into the street below, Hippolyte
stopped and exclaimed - ‘¢ What has happened ? "

With a shight gesture, betraying fear, she placed her hand
mvoluntarily on George’s arm as 1if to restrain him.

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

She hesitated a few moments, wavering between curiosity
and fear, and then replied. ‘“ No. Let’s see what 1t 1s.”

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

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

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

“That's what 1t 15,”” said George. *‘ Someone has
killed himself.”

They stopped close to the crowd. All the spectators had
their gaze intently fixed upon the pavement below. Most
of them were workmen without occupation. Their faces.



each different, expressed neither compassion nor sorrow, and
the immobility of the gaze 1mparted a sort of bestial dul-
ness to their eyes

A young lad came up, eager to see, but scarcely had he
ensconced himself 1n a position satisfactory to himself than
he was hailed by one of the bystanders, 1n an indefinable
tone of jubilation and pleasantry, as 1f delighted that no
new arrival could enjoy the spectacle. “‘ You're too late,”’
he cried, ¢ they've taken him away '

“‘ Where to ? "’

“‘ To the Santa Mara del Popolo *’

“Dead ?”’

““Yes, dead ”’

Another individual, emaciated and of a greemish com-
plexion, with a large woollen muffler around his neck,
leaned half over, then, removing a pipe from his mouth,
he shouted ‘¢ What's that on the ground ? "’

His mouth was distorted on one side, seamed as 1f by a
burn, and convulsed as 1f by an endless flow of brtter saliva.
His voice was so deep that 1t sounded as if 1t emerged from
a cavern

“1Vhat's that on the ground ?' he repeated.

Down 1n the street below, a wagon-drver was squatting
close to the foot of the wall. So as to hear his answer the
better, the spectators became quiet and motionless. On the
pavement could be seen a little blackish mud

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

And with the point of a stick he continued his search 1n
the bloody mire

‘¢ Anything else ? "’ asked the man with the pipe.

The wagon-driver rose. On the end of his stick he held
something extended that could not be 1dentified from
above.



¢ Hair.”

‘¢ What color ?”’

‘¢ Blond.”

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

“ Let us go, George '"’ pleaded Hippolyte.

Disturbed and pale, she shook her lover's arm, as he
feaned against the parapet mear the group, fascinated by
the horror of the scene.

They silently left the tragicspot. Both were preoccupied
with painful thoughts of this death, and sadness was wisible
on therr features.

‘“ Happy are the dead!’ exclumed George at last.
‘¢ They have no more doubts.’’

“ That's true,’”’ replied his compamon.

The weary tones 1n which both spoke seemed to 1ndicate
boundless discouragement.

She bent her head and added, with a bitterness mixed with
regret ‘ Poor love!”’

“ What love ?'’ asked George, preoccupied.

“ Ours.”

‘‘ Do you feel that 1t 1s growing cold ?*’

‘“In me, no,”’ replied Hippolyte significantly.

“ But you think 1t 15 1n me ? "’ persisted George.

An 1ll-concealed irritation lent sharpness to his words.
Fixing his gaze on her, he repeated ‘‘ But you think 1t 1s
mme? Don’tyou?”

She remained silent, her head drooping still lower,

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

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

‘“ That 1s how the agony of love begins. You are not as



yet aware of 1t, but since your return I have studied you
ceaselessly and I daily discover 1n you a new symptom.*’

¢ \WVhat symptom ?’

““A bad symptom, Hippolyte.” Then, in a burst of
mental agony, he exclaimed ¢ Oh, how horrible 1t 1s to
love and yet not lose one’s keenness of perception '’

She shook her head with a gesture of anger, and her face
darkened. Once more, as on many previous occastons, hos-
tility had risen between the two lovers. Each felt hurt by
the 1njustice of suspicion, and secretly rebelled with that
restrained anger which breaks out, from time to time, 1n
brutal and irrevocable words, grave accusations and absurd
recriminations. An i1ndescribable fury seized them to tor-
ture themselves, to rend and martyrize their hearts.

Hippolyte became gloomy and silent Her brows were
knit 1n a frown and her lips were tightly pressed together.
George regarded her with an 1uritating smile.

““ Yes, that’s how 1t w1ll begin,”’ he repeated, still smil-
ing his disagreeable smile and fixing her with lus keen
glance. ““You find at the bottom of your soul an 1nquietude,
a sort of vague 1mpatience which you cannot repress. When
near me, you feel an 1nstinctive repugnance arise in your
breast against me—a repugnance which you cannot subdue.
And then you become taciturn, you're obliged to make an
enormous effort to speak to me at all, you misunderstand
everything I say, and, perhaps unconsciously, you speak
crossly even about the most trivial things

She did not nterrupt him cven by so much as a gesture.
Hurt by this indifference on her part, he continued to re-
proach her, spurred on to torment his compamon not only
by his sudden fit of temper, but also by a certain disinter-
ested taste for investigation rendered the keener and the
more literary by culture. He always tried to express him



self with the accuracy and demonstrative precision which
the works of the analysts had taught him, but, 1n the mono-
logues, the formule by which he interpreted his inner
mquiry exaggerated and modified the mental condition
under observation, while, 1n the dialogues, the preoccupa-
tion caused by being perspicacious often obscured the sin-
centy of his emotion and led him to err as to the secret
motives which he claimed to discover 1n others. His brain,
encumbered by a mass of psychological observations, per-
sonal or gathered from books, ended by confounding and
confusing everything both as regarded himself and others.

He continued

“ Mind you, I make no reproach. I know 1t 15 not your
fault. Every human soul has but a fixed quantity of sensi-
tiveness for passion It 1s inevitable that this quantity 1s
exhausted 1n time and that no power can prevent the cessa-
tion of passion. Now, you have already loved me fora long
time—almost two years ' It will be the second anniversary
of our love on the second of Aprnil. Had you thought of
it 2"

She nodded. He repeated, as i1f to himself. *Two
years ! "’

They approached a bench and sat down. Hippolyte sank
down with a weary sigh, as if overcome by an enenating
weakness The heavy black coach of a prelate passed by
on the road below, the wheels rattling on the uncven cobble-
stones. The faint sound of a bugle came from the Flamin-
12n Road, and then once more silence regained possession of
the surrounding groves A few drops of ran fell

¢ Our second anniversary will be dismal,” he went on,
without pity for his moody compamion ¢‘But we must
celebrate 1t all the same. I have a fondness for bitter
fruits.”’



Hippolyte revealed her sorrow by a painful smule, and
with unexpected gentleness smd ‘‘ Why all these unkind
words ? "’

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

¢ What a1ls you ? "’

The tenderness of her tone, for which he was unprepared,
threw him 1nto some confusion At this accent he knew
that she understood him and pitied him, and he felt a great
pity for lumself swell 1n his bosom. A profound emotion
stirred his whole being

““What ails you ?’’ repeated Hippolyte, touching his
hand as though to sensually augment the power of her ten-
derness

*“ What ails me ?°’ he echoed. ‘“Ilove!”

The aggressiveness had died away In thus expressing his
1ncurable weakness, he commiserated with himself on his
own malady. The vague rancor which had ravaged his soul
appeared to be dissipated. He recognized the injustice of
all resentment against this woman because he recognized a
supertor order of {atal necessities. No, no human creature
caused his misery It arose from the very essence of life.
He had to complain, not of the woman he loved, but of Love
itself  Love, towards which his whole being reached out
with invincible 1mpetuosity, was, he thought, the greatest
of human sorrows  And, until death possibly, be was con-
demned to this supreme musfortune

As he remained silent and thoughtful, Hippolyte asked -

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



‘1 believe that you love me now,’’ he answered. *¢ Bat
can you proive to me that to-morrow, or in a month, or 1 a
year, you will still be happy to be mine ? Can you prove
to me that to-day, even at this very moment, you are wholly
mine ? How much of you do I possess ?*’

¢‘ Everything,”” murmured Hippolyte

 No,” he went on, ‘‘ nothing, or almost nothing. And
I do not possess what I should like to possess. You are a
perfect stranger to me  Like every other human being, you
conceal within yourself a world which 1s impenetrable to me
and to which no depth of passion can give me access. Of
your sensations, your sentiments, your thoughts, I know but
asmall part Speech 1s at best an imperfect sign. The soul
1s incommunicable  You cannot show me yoursout. Esen
1n our most ecstatic moments we are two, always two—sepa-
rate, strangers, lonely at heart. I kiss your hrow, and
beneath that brow there evists possibly a thought that 15 not
of me I speak to you and what I say perhaps awakens 1n
you memories of other days, and not of my love. A man
passes, looks at you, and 1n your heart this shight fact gives
rise to an emotion which I am unoble to detect AndI
never know what reflections of vour past life may flash upon
you even when you show most affection for me Ah, I am
so afraid of that past life of vours! I am by your side, I
feel a delicious happiness imade mv being, a happiness
which at certain moments results from 1our presence alone,
I caress you I speak to vou, I listen to vou, I abandon my-
self entirely .\l at once, a thought c¢hulls me  If, without
being aware of 1t, I had evoked 1n your memory the phan-
tom of a former sensation, mclancholy 1tlic of by-gone
days ? Never can I describe my angmsh This ardor,
which 1nduces 1n me the 1illusory feeling of I know not
what communion between you and me, dies out all at once.



Vou escape me, you steal away, you become 1naccessible.
And I remain alone 1n frightful solitude. Ten, twenty
months of intimacy, are all as nothing. You seem to me as
much a stranger as before your love for me began. And I
—1I cease to caress you, I no longer speak, I retire within
myself, I avoid all external mamfestation, I dread that the
slightest shock should raise from the bottom of your soul
the obscure dregs deposited there by 1rrevocable ife. And
then there fall on us those long s1lences full of angwsh, m
which the energies of the heart are uselessly and miserably
consumed Task you fOf what are you thinking ?’ And
you reply ¢ Of what are you thinhing ?* I am 1gnorant of
your thoughts and you are ignorant of mine Eiery mo-
ment the distance between us widens, until finally 1t becomes
abysmal ”’

““ But,”” objccted Hippolyte, ‘‘I experience no such
feelings. I give you more of myself than ever. I think
my love 1s stronger *’

This affirmation of superiority wounded anew the invahd.

* You think too much,” she continued. ‘‘You pay too
much attention to your thoughts. Possibly I have less at-
traction for you than your thoughts, because your thoughts
are always different, always new, while now I have nothing
that 1< new to offer you In the beginning of our love vou
were less reflective and more spontaneous.  You had not yet
developed a taste for the bitter things 1mn life you were
more lavish with your hisses than with vour words. If, as
you sav, speech 1s an imperfect sign, 1t 1s not well to abuse
1t And you do abuse i1t and mm an almost always cruel
manner "’

Lhen, after an 1nterval of sileuce, prompted to speak by
something he said, she yielded to the temptation to express
herself
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¢ Only cadavers are dissected.’’

But scarcely had she spoken than she regretted 1t. Her
remark struck her as being vulgar, unfeminine, and acri-
montous  She was sorry she had not preserved that gentle
and indulgent tone which had moved her lover so strongly
a few moments before. Once more she had fatled 1n her
resolution to be to him the most patient and tender of
nurses

“You see,"’ she said repentantly, ‘‘ 1t 15 you who spoil
me.”’

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

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

‘“ Does she still love me?’’ George thought to himself
‘‘ Why 1s she so easily irnitated » It may be that she feels
that I speak the truth, or, at least, what will soon be the
truth. Trritation 1s a symptom. But am I not conscious of
a constant dull 1rritation mn myself also? I know well
the cause of my rrritation I am jealous. Of what? Of
everything  Of the objects reflected 1n her eyes "’

He looked at her. ‘‘She 1s very beautiful to-day. She
1s pale It would please me to see her always depressed,
always 11l. When her color returns 1t seems to me as 1f 1t
were no longer she  When she laughs I cannot repress a
vague hostility, almost anger, at her laugh. Not always,
though.””
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His thoughts died away 1n the shade of the twilight. He
noticed suddenly how much the appearance of the evening
reminded him of his beloved From beneath the pallor of
her dark face a light, violet-colored effusion shone through,
and the narrow ribbon, of an exquisite shade of yellow,
which she wore about her throat disclosed the brown marks
of two beauty spots.

‘¢ She 15 very beautiful,’’ he mused *‘ The expression of
her face 1s nearly always profound, expressive, passionate
Therein rests the secret of her charm  Her beauty never
tires me, it constantly suggests new dreams. W hat are the
elements of this beauty » I cannot say. Materially, she 1s
not beautiful Sometimes, when I look at her, I am pain-
fully surprised by a disillusion  That 1sbecause I then see
only her physical characteristics, her face 1s not transfig-
ured, 1llumined by the power of spiritual evpression. She
possesses, however, three divine elements of beauty the
brow, the eyes, and the mouth  Yes, divine.”’

Her laugh came to his mind.

““What did she tell me yesterday? I have forgotten
what 1t was, some humorous 1ncident that had happened at
Milan during her visit to her sister’s. ¢ How we laughed !’
So then, even when away from me, she can /augh, be happy!
Yet all her letters, which I have treasured, are full of sor-
row, of tears, of hopeless regrets

He feltas if he had received a wound, and then a great rest-
lessness came upon him, as 1f he were cognisant of a serious
and 1rreparable fact not entirely clear to im  The ordinary
phenomena of sentimental esaggeration manifested them-
selves 1n him by means of associated images This simple
laugh was transformed 1n his 1magination 1nto an 1ncessant
hilanity, ever-present, daily, hourly, during the entire period
of her absence. Hippolyte had led a gay, commonplace
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existence, with people unknown to him, among the com-
panions of her brother-in-law, 1n a circle of stupid admirers.
Her sad letters were only lies He remembered a passage
i one letter ¢ Life here 1s 1nsupportable, friends weary us
constantly and do not leave us a single peaceful howr  You
know how cordial the Milanese are.’’  In his imagination
arose a vision of Hippolyte surrounded by a crowd of com-
mon clerks, advocates, and tradesmen. She smiled on them
all, giving her hand to all, listening to witless conversations,
making stupid answers, sinking herself to the same ordinary
level.

And then there fell upon his heart all the weight of the
musery he had endured for the past two years at the thought
of the existence his mistress led and the unknown world 1n
which she passed the time not spent with him.

““\What does she do ®> Whom does she see ? To whom
does she speak ® What 1s her behavior towards people who
visit her, 1n whose life she 1s a factor ?'’ Ever-recurring,
unanswerable questions !

He thought, with anguish

“ Each one of these persons takes something from her,
and consequently takes something from me. I shall never
know what 1nfluence these people have over her, the emo-
tions and thoughts they arouse 1n her. Hippolyte's beauty
15 full of seductive power, the kind of beauty which tor-
ments men and arouses 1n them the passion of desire
Among that odious crowd, she must have been frequently
desired A man’s desire 15 discernible 1n hus look and the
look 15 free, and the woman 1s without defence against the
look of the man who desires her. What can be the impres-
sion of a woman who percenes that she 15 desired ? She
certainly cannot remain 1mpassive It must produce 11 her
a feeling of disquietude, certainly some kind of emotion, 1f
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only one of repugnance and disgust. And thus the first
man who comes along has the power to disturb the woman
who loves me! In what, then, consists my possession of
her?”’

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

‘1 love Hippolyte, I love her with a passion which I
should judge to be everlasting, did I not know that all hu-
man passion must cease at some time, I love her, and I can-
not 1magine keener voluptuous delights than those she gives
me More than once, however, at the sight of some passing
woman, I have been seized with a sudden desire, more
than once has the flash of a pair of feminine eyes thrown me
into a melancholy train of thought, more than once I have
dreamed of meeting some woman—a woman perceived 1n a
drawing-room, or the nustress of a friend. What can be
her way of loving ? Of what does 1ts voluptuous secret con-
sist? And for some time this woman has haunted my mind,
not, indeed, to the exclusion of all other thoughts, but at
intervals and persistently. Such phantasies suddenly pre-
sent themselves to my imagination even when I hold Hip-
polyte in my arms  Why should she not have been seized
by desire upon sight of some passing man? Had I the
gift of reading her soul and saw 1t traversed by such a
desire, 1f but for a moment, I should, without the slightest
doubt, consider my mistress sullied by an indelible stain and
1t seems to me that I should die of grief. This material
proof I can never have, because the soul of my mistress 1s
mvisible and impalpable, this, however, does not prevent
the soul from being as much or even more exposed to pro-
fanation than the body may be. But the analogy enlight-
ens me, the possibility 1s certain. Perhaps at this very
moment my mistress 15 cognisant of a recent stain upon her
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conscience and sees this stain expand beneath her contem-
plation.”

Stunned by his pain, he started violently.

“ What a1ls you—of what are you thinking?’* asked Hip-
polyte gently.

¢ Of you,” he rephed.

‘“ Good or bad ?

(14 Bad ”

She gave a sigh and then said ‘¢ Shail we go ?**

““ Yes—Ilet us go.”’

They rose and regained the road by which they had come.
Slowly and with tearful accents Hippolyte murmured:
“ What a sad evening, O my love!”’

And she stopped as if to recall and live over again the
sorrows scattered through the day that was about to close.
Around them, now, the Pincio was deserted, full of silence,
full of violet shadows in which the busts on therr pedestals
took on the appearance of funereal monuments. Below, the
city was covered with ashes. A few drops of rain were falling.

““ Where shall we go to-might ? What are you going to
do ?"' she asked.

He replied dejectedly. ¢ What I shall do? I do not
know.”’

They suffered, both of them, as they stood side by side,
and they thought with terror of a greater agony which awaited
them, well known and far more cruel—the hornble torture
with which their nocturnal 1maginations would rend their
defenceless souls

“If you like, I wmill remain with you to-mght,” said
Hippolyte tumidly.

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

But his heart protested ‘¢ Stay far from her to-might ?



You cannot  No, you cannot ’*  And 1n spite of lus blind,
hostile 1mpulses, the conviction of this impossibility, the
sure knowledge of this absolute impossibility, gave him a
kind of internad thnll, a stiange thnll of ewalted pride at
being contiolled by such a great passion  He repeated to
himsclf ¢ 7 coul? nof stiv wway from her to-nmight, no, I
could not ”’  \nd hc felt the indefinable sensation of being
dominated by an unknown power A tragic breath passed
over his being. ‘‘ George ' cried Hippolyte, frichtened
and clinging to hts arm

He started  He recognized the spot where they had
stopped to look at the bloods stain left by the sucide.
¢ Are vou afrud ®’’ he ashed

€.\ little,” she replied, still holding his arm

He disengaged himsclf from this restiaint and, approach-
ing the parapct, leaned over Darkness had already en-
shrouded the street below but he believed he could still
distinguish the blackish spot on the cobblestones, because
he st1ll had the recent picture before his mind The deep-
ening twilight seemed to suggest and create a phantom
corpse, the indefinite and bloody form of a blond young
man  ‘“ Who was this man > Why did he 1l himself ? "
In this phantom he seemed to recognize his own form.
Rapid, 1ncoherent thoughts coursed through hus brain. He
saw, as by a lightming flash, his poor uncle Demetrius, his
father's youngest brother, also a suicide—a face covered by
a black pall resting on a white pillow, a slender, pale, yet
virtle hand, and a small silver vessel containing holy water
suspended from the wall bv three small chains which, every
now and then, rattled as they were swung by the breeze.
“‘ Suppose I threw myself over ? A leap forward, a rapid
fall! Does one lose consciousness when falling through
space ?'' He imagined the shock of the body against the
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stones, and he shuddered. Then he feit in all his limbs a
violent, agonmizing repulsion, mingled with a feeling of
strange lassitude In his 1magination he conjmed up the
delights of the coming night to be lulled gradually into a
state of delicious languor, to awake with a supernbundance
of tendcrne.s mystenously accumulated during one’s sleep.

Fancies and 1deas followed one another with
extraordinary rapidity

When he tuined round, his eyes met those of Hippolyte.
Her eyes were widely dilated and fived upon him, and he
velieved he could read 1n then depths things which in-
creased his pain  He passed his arm beneath that of his
mistress with an affectionate gesture customary with him
And she pressed his arm firmly agamnst her heart, Both
felt a sudden desire to embrace, to dissolve one into the
other, distractedly

“All out ' All out !'”

The cry of the keepers resounded among the groves, dis-
turbing the silence.

“All out!”

After the cry, the silence seemed heavier and more dis-
mal than ever, and these few words, vociferated by men they
could not see, gave the two lovers an 1nsupportable shock.
To show that they had heard and were prepanng to leave,
they hastened themr step But here and there, in the
deserted paths, the voices obstinately repeated

““All out!”

¢ Curse their cries'”’ exclaimed Hippolyte, with a ges-
ture of 1mpatience and exasperation, and 1ncreasing the
rapidity of her pace

The clock of the Trinita-de Mont1 sounded the Angelus
Rome appeared, similar to an 1mmense, grayish, formless
cloud touching the earth. Already, mn the neighboring
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houses, several windows were lit up, their lights enlarged
by the fog. A few drops of rain were falling.

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

“‘ Yes, yes, I will come.”

‘“ Early »

‘¢ About eleven.”

‘¢ I should die 1f you did not come.’’

1 will come.”’

They gazed 1n each other’s eyes, exchanging an intoxi-
cating promise

Overcome by his emotion, George murmured ‘‘Am I
forginen ?

They looked at each other agamn, and their gaze was
charged with caresses

¢ Adored one !”’ he murmured

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

““ Addio!'”’

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

‘¢ Thus 1t 15,”” he thought ‘¢ She leaves me, slte enters
a house of which I know nothing, she reenters upon her
commonplace life, despoiled of all the 1deality 1n which I
have clothed her, she becomes another woman entirely. I
no longer know her  The gross necessities of life occupy
her, abso1b her, and degrade her . . .”

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

““ Ah' why 1s 1t not permitted us to conform our existence
according to our dreams, and to live forever in ourselves
alone ? "



CHAPTER 1II.

AT ten o'clock 1n the morming George was still buried
1n the profound and refreshing slumber which, 1in the
young, follows a might of voluptuousness, when his servant
entered to awaken him.

Turning tn his bed, he cried 11l-humoredly .

I am at home to no one  Let me be.”

But from the adjoining room he heard the importunate
visitor’s voice addressing him 1n beseeching accents -

¢ Excuse me, George , I must speak to you.”

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

This Exil1 was a college chum, a man of mediocre 1ntell-
gence, who, rmined by gambling and debauch, had become
a parasite and adventurer.

He st1ll appeared a handsome young man, 1n spite of his
face devastated by vice, yet in his person and manners
there was that indefinable cunning and 1gnobleness notice-
able 1n persons reduced to living by their wits.

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

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

2
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He threw this 1nsult at him with the most perfect sens-
géne. Not knowing how to break off all connection with
the parasite, he treated him with contempt, just as one
would use a stick to ward off a dirty animal.

Fatlt smiled

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

George burst 1into laughter He pulled the bell to sum-
mon the senant. The servant entered ¢ Get my bunch
of keys out of those clothes there, on the sofa '’ The ser-
vant found the keys. ¢ Open the second drawer. Gne
me the large card-case '’ ‘Lhe servant passed him the card-
case  ‘“Very well, you may go "’

¢ Couldn’t you let me have four hundred lira®"’ asked
Ex1il1, with a half-timd, half-convulsive smile when the ser-
vant had left the room

¢“ No, there’s three hundred 1t’s the last time Nowgo

Instead of handing him the bills, George laid them on
the edge of the bed Exili smiled, took them, and placed
them 1n his pocket, then, 1n an ambiguous tone, 1n which
irony was mixed with adulation, he smd  ‘‘ You have a
noble heart ”’

His gaze wandered around the chamber, and he added
‘ You have a delictous bedroom "’

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

“ Who 1s your present mistress? '’ he went on  ‘‘ What's
her name ? I believe 1t’s no longer the one you had last
year 1

“ Go away, Exili I want to sleep

““ What a splendid creature! She has the handsomest
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eyes 1n Rome. She’s away, I suppose I have not met
her for several days  She must be out of town  She has a
sister in Milan, I think "’

He refilled his pesrf verse and swallowed 1ts contents at a
single gulp  Possibly he gossiped only in order to gain
time enough to empty the bottle

¢¢ She’s separated from her husband, 1sn’t she ?’' he con-
tinued ‘I imagine that her finances must be at avery
low ebb, and yet she 1s always most elegantly dressed.
About two months ago I met her in the Via del Babuino.
You know your probable successor  But no, you can’t know
him  It's Mont1, the mercante div campagna, a great big
fellow, with dirty blond hair  That very day I saw her he
was close at her heels 1n the Via del Babuino You know
one can see at a glance when a man 1s following a woman.
Mont1 has money, too.”

He uttered these last words 1n a curious tone, an odious
tone of envy and cupidity. Then he drank for the third
time, noiselessly

‘¢ Are you asleep, George ? ”’

Instead of answering, George pretended to sleep. He
had heard everything, but he feared that Exil1 might see his
heart-beats through the bedclothes

“ George !’

He feigned to start Iike a man suddenly awakened.

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

‘I am gowng now—but look! A tortoise-shell pin!*’

He stooped to pick 1t up from the carpet, examined it
with curiosity, and laid 1t on the coverhid.

¢‘ Lucky fellow '’ he exclaimed 1n the same ambiguous
tone. ‘‘ And now, ta-ta—a thousand thanks **

He extended his hand, but George kept his beneath the
clothes. The chatterbox turned towards the door.
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‘“Your cognac is exqusite. I’ll take another pest
verre.”’

He drank, and then went away. George, 1n his bed,
could relish the poison at his lersure.



CHAPTER IIlL

THE second anmversary fell on the second of Aprl.

“ This time,”’ said Hippolyte, ‘“we will celebrate 1t
away from Rome. We must pass a great week of love;
all by ourselves, no matter where, but not here.”

‘““Do you remember the first anniversary,’” asked
George, ‘‘ that of last year 2"

‘“ Yes, I remember.”’

¢ It was a Sunday, Easter Sunday. And I came to your
rooms at ten o'clock 1n the morning. And you wore that
Iittle English jacket that pleased me so. You had brought
your prayer-book."’

““Oh! that morning, I had not been to mass.”’

¢ You were 1 such a hurry.”’

““My departure from the house was Like a flght,”
answered Hippolyte. ‘‘ You know, on holy days, I could
not call a moment my own Yet, for all that, I found a
way to remain with you until noon. And we had guests for
lunch that day.”

“‘ Then, the rest of the day we could not see each other.
It was a sad anniversary.”’

‘ Yes, 1t was,”’ murmured Hippolyte.

‘“ And that sun!”’

* And that forest of flowers in your room,”’ she laughed.

¢ 1, too, on that morning, had gone out for 2 moment, I
bought up almost the entire flower market.’’

‘“ You threw hands full of rose-leaves at me. You put a
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number of the leaves down my neck, i1n my sleeves. Do
you remember ?*’

““Yes, I remember.”’

““ And then, at the house, I found them all when I dis-
robed "’

She smiled.

“ And on my return my husband found leaves on my hat,
in the folds of my dress.”’

‘“ Yes, you told me "’

“ 1 did not go out again that day. I did not care to go
out again. I thought, and rethought Ves, 1t was a sad
anniversary '’

After an interval of silent revery, she spoke again.

“Did you believe, 1n your heart, that we should reach
our second anniversary 2"’

¢ I—no,” he replied.

“Norl”
““What love'’’ thought George, ‘‘that which carries
within 1tself the presentiment of 1its end.” He then

thought of the husband, without hate and even with a sort
of compassionate benevolence ‘‘ Now she 1s free. Why,
then, am I more uneasy now than formerly ? The hus-
band was a sort of guarantee for me, I looked on him as
a guardian who shielded my mustress from all danger.
Maybe these are 1llusions, because at that time, also, I
suffered much. But the suffering which 1s passed seems
always less severe than the present pawn.”” Following his
own reflections, he no longer listened to Hippolyte's
words

““ Well,’” she said, *‘ where shall we go? We must de-
cide. To-morrow 1s the first of April I have already said
to my mother ‘You know, mamma, one of these days I
am going on a short journey ’° I must prepare her for my
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departure. Do not worry. I will 1nvent a plausible pre-
text. Leave it to me.”’

She spoke gayly, she smiled Andin the smile which
1lluminated her closing remarks he believed he discovered
the nstinctive coutentment which a woman feels when con
cocting some deception  The facility with which Hip-
polyte succeeded 1n deceiving her mother displeased him.
He thought once more, and not without regret, of the marital
vigilance  *‘ Why suffer so cruelly on account of this lib-
erty,”” he reflected, ‘“ when 1t 15 1n the service of my pleas-
ure® 1 donot hnow what I would give could I get away from
mjy fined 1dea, from my suspicions which do her 1njustice.
I love her, and I wrong her, I love her, and I believe her
capable of an unworthy action!”’

“‘We must not go too far,”’ she said. “‘ You ought t
know of some peaceful spot, secluded, full of trees, inter-
esttng Not Tivoli, nor Irascati.”

‘¢ Take the Baedekcs—1t's there on the table—and look *’

‘¢ Let us look together.”’

She took the red book, knelt close to the couch on which
he was seated, and with pretty gestures and 1nfantile grace
she began to turn over the pages. Every few moments she
read a few lines 1n a low tone

He sat watching her, fascinated by the finesse of the nape
of her neck, from which the little brown curls mounted
towards the crown of her head, twisted into a sort of coil.
He looked at the two little brown spots, beauty spots, the
Twins placed one by the s:de of the other on the whiteness
of the velvety neck to which they gave an 1neffable charm.
He remarked that she wore no earrings. In fact, for two
or three days she had not worn her sapphire eamings.
‘¢ Has she sacrificed them on account of some money embaz-
rassment > Who knows ? She may be suffering silently from
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the cares of hard, daily necessities ’’ He had to forcibly
compel himself to consider seriously the thought which
hauntedd him  This thought was as follows ‘‘\When she
becomes tired of me (and that will not be very long), she
will f1ll into the hands of the first comer who will offer her
an ¢ ~v Iife, and who, 1n exchange for sensual pleasure, w1ll
Leep her from want  Lhis man may even be the mescante of
who u 1 ath spoke  Disgusted with petty miseries, she will
triumph over the otlLer disgust, she will adapt herself It
15 even possible that she will pot have to overcome any
rcpugnance ’

He remembered the nustress of one of her friends, the
Countess Albertini. This woman, separated from her hus-
band, left free without fortune, had dcscended progress-
1vely to lucrative @mouzs, having enough cleverness to save
appearances He remembered a second eaample, which
1llustrated even more truly the possibility of what he
feared And confronted with this possibility, which emerged
from the unfathomable future, he felt an 1nexpressible pain.
Henceforth his apprehensions would give him no truce
Sooner or later, he was fated to witness the fall of the crea-
ture he had placed so high Iife was full of such forfeit-
ures

‘I have found nothing,’” she said 1n a disappointed
tone

¢ Gubbio, Narm, Viterbo, Orvieto' Look at the map of
Orvieto the Monastery of Saint Peter, the Monastery of
Saint Paul, the Monastery of Jesus, the Monastery of Saint
Bernardin, the Monastery of Saint Louis, the Convent of
Saint Dominique, the Convent of Saint Francis, the Con-
vent of the Servants of Mary.

She read in a sing-song tone, as 1if she were reciting a
litany. All at once she began to laugh, threw back her
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head, and offered her beautiful forehead to the lips of her
lover She was in one of those moments of expanding
kindness which gave her the a1 of 110112 111l

‘¢ What a number of monasterics ! How manv convents’
It must be a strange place. Shall we go to Orvieto?’?

George experienced a sensation as 1f his soul had been
overvhelmed by a sudden wave of freshness Ile abandoned
himself with gratitude to this comforting sign. And, as he
pressed his lips to Hippolyte’s brow, he gathered there the
souvenir of the city of the Guelphs, of the deserted city
which 15 silent 1n mute adoration of 1ts marvellous Duomo.

““ Orvieto ! were you never there ? Imagine to yoursely,
at the top of a rock of tufa, overlooking a melancholy val
ley, a city so perfectly silent as to seem without inhabitants,
shutters closed, gray lanes mn which the grass grows, a
capuchin monk crossing a public square , a bishop descend-
mg fromn a black carriage in front of some hospital, with
a decrepit domestic at the carmage-door, a tower against a
white and rainy sky, a clock slowly tolling the hours, and
all at once, at the bottom of a street, a miracle—the
Duomo ”’

‘¢ What peace!”’ murmured Hippolyte, rather dreamily,
as 1f she had before her eyes the vision of this silent city.

¢ 1 have seen Orvieto 1n February,”” he went on, ‘‘ when
the weather was lhike to-day, uncertain—a few drops of
rain, a few beams of sunshine. I stayed there one day, and
I was sorry to leave. I brought away with me a feeling of
nostalgia for that peace. Oh! what peace! I had no
other companion than myself, and I 1ndulged in this
dream ¢ To have a mistress, or, to express 1t better, a sis-
ter-lover, who would be full of devotion, and to come here,
to live here for a month, a long April month, a rather rainy
Apnl, ashen but mild, with showers of sunshine, to pass
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hours and hours 1n, or before, or about the cathedral; to
gather roses 1n the coments’ gardens, to visit the houses of
the sisters to get preserves. to drink delicions perfumed
liquewts from small Etruscan cups, to love a great deal,
anl sicep a grect deal in a soft bed all verled 11 virginal
white ' "’

This dream made Hippoly.e sm.le with happine~s  Put-
ting on an nnocent expresston, she sard ‘I am pious,
you know  Will you tike me to Orvieto 7’

And huddling at her lover’s feet, she took hoth s hands
in hers. An 1mmense joy 1nvaded her whole being, she
had already a foretaste ¢f the promised repose, idleness,
melancholy

“Tcll me again

He kissed her forehead, lingering over 1t with chaste
emotion. Then fora long time he regarded her caressingly.

“f Your forehearl 15 so beautiful,’”” he sarl, with a httle
thnll

At that moment the real Hippolyte corresponded with
the 1deal Hippolyte which lived 1n s heart He beheld
her beautiful, tender, submissive, breathing a noble and
sweet pocty  According to the motto he had invested
her with, she was grave and suave—graws dum suaois.

““Tell me again,” she murmured.

A soft light entered from the balcony. From time to time
the windows rattled gently under the breeze, and the rain-
drops pattered almost noiselessly on the panes.



CHAPTER 1IV.

‘““Sivce we have already enjoyed 1n imagination the
essence of pleasure, since we have tasted all that our sen-
sations and sentiments could expertence of what 1s rarest
and most delicate, I would advise that we renounce the
experience of reality Don’t let us go to Orvieto.”” And
he chose another place* Albano-Lazale,

George was not acquainted with Albano, nor Arncaa,
nor the Lake of Nenmu Hippolyte. during her infancy,
had been taken to Albano to the house of an aunt, now
dead  For him this trip would huwe the chanm of the un-
known, and for her 1t would evoke the sonvenir of davs long
distant. Does 1t not seem as 1f a new vision of beauty
renews and purnifies love > Do not the memones of the
virginal age embalm the heart with a perfume always fresh
and soothing ?

They decided to leave on the second of Aprmil, at noon,
by train  Both were punctual at the rendezvous at the sta-
tion, and when they found themselves amidst the crowd
they felt a restless joy penetrate their souls.

‘“ Shan't we be seen® Tell me, shan’t we be seen?’’
asked Hippolyte, half-laughing and half-trembling, and
imagining that all eyes were fixed on her ‘‘ How much
longer before we start? Dio Mio! How afraid I
am!”

They hoped to have a compartment to themselves, but,
to their great regret, they were forced to resign themselves



23 THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH,

to having three travelling companions. George saluted a
gentleman and lady.

““ Who 1s that ?** asked Hippolyte, leaning towards her
lover’s ear

€T will tell you.”

She examined the couple with curiosity. The gentleman
was an old man with a long, venerable beard, a broad, bald,
yellowish head, marked 1n the centre by a deep depression,
a sort of enormous and deformed navel, like the 1mprint
which would be caused by a large finger pressed 1nto a soft
substance. The lady, wrapped 1n a Persian shawl, showed,
under a bonnet fashioned like a lamp-shade, an emaciated
and meditative face , and 1n her dress as 1n her physiog-
nomy could be found something of the English cancatures
of the blue-stocking  The watery eyes of the elderly man
had, however, a singular vivacity, they seemed 1llumined
by an internal fire, like those of an ecstatic. He had
acknowledged George’s bow by a very amiable smile.

Hippolyte racked her memory Where could she have
met these two persons ? She could not succeed 1n refresh-
1ng her memory, but she had a confused feeling that these
strange old people had been i1nvolved 1n one of her love-
dreams.

““Who 1s 1t? Tell me,”” she repeated 1n a whisper.

¢ The Martlets—Mr. Martlet and his wife They wlil
bring us good luck Do you know where we first met
them ? "

‘“No, but I am sure that I have seen them some-
where "’

‘¢ It was 1n the chapel 1n the Via Belsiana, on April the
2d, when I first knew you "’

““ Ah! yes. I remember!'”

Her eyes lighted up, the coincidence seemed marvellous
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to her. She examined anew the two old people, and felt
a kind of emotion.

“‘ What a good augury !’

A delicious melancholy came over her. She leaned her
head against the back of the seat,and thought once more
of bygone days She saw again the little church in the
Via Belsiana, mysterious, shrouded 1n a bluish penumbra ,
the gallery, which had a curve like a balcony, the posy of
young girls chanting 1n the choir. Below, the group of mu-
sicians with their string instruments, standing 1n front of
white-pine pulpits  Roundabout, 1n the stalls of oak, the
seated auditors, few 1n number, almost all gray or bald
1he chapel-master beat the time. A pious perfume of 1n-
cense and violets mingled with the music of Sebasttan Bach.

Overcome by the suavity of her recollections, she leaned
over more towards her lover, and murmured ‘‘ Are you
thinking of the old days too ?”*

She would have liked to be able to communicate her emo-
tions, 1n order to prove to him that she had forgotten noth-
1ng, not even the slightest circumstance of that solemn
event He, with a furtive gesture, sought Hippolyte’s hand
beneath the large folds of their travelling rug, and kept 1t
slightly pressed in his own. Both felt in their souls a thrill
which recalled to them certain delicate sensations of the
first days of their love  And they remained in this atti-
tude, pensive, somewhat exalted, somewhat lethargic from
the warmth, soothed by the even and continuous movement
of the train, at times seeing a green-clad landscape 1n the
haze through the carnage windows. The sky was clouded,
1t was raiming. Mr Martlet dozed 1n a corner, Mrs. Mart-
let was reading a review—the Zycewm:. The third traveller
slept soundly, his cap down over his eyes.

¢ If the choir missed the Zmpo, Mr. Martlet beat time



30 THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH,

with energy, like the chapel-master. At a certain mo-
ment, all the old men beat time, as 1f moved by the spirit
of the music. There was 1n the air an evaporated perfume
of 1ncense and violets.” George abandoned himself with
delight to the capricrous workings of his memory. *‘ Could
I have dreamed of a stranger or more poetic prelude to my
love ? It seems like a recollection of some romantic tale,
yet, on the contrary, 1t 1s a souvenir of my actual Iife. I
constantly retain the smallest details of 1t before the eyes
of my soul The poetry of this beginning shed, later on,
tt . shadow of a dream over my entire love’ In the
drowsiness of a light torpor, he dwelt on certain confused
1mages which exerted a species of musical fascination over
his mind. ‘A few grains of incense—a little bouquet
of violets !’

‘ Look how Mr. Martlet sleeps!’’ said Hippolyte 1n a
whisper. ‘¢ As peacefully as an infant "’

Then she added, smiling ‘‘You, too, are sleepy, are
you not ? It 1s still raining. What a strange languor!
My eyelids feel so heavy.”’

Her eyes half-shut, she looked at him from between her
long eyelashes.

George thought to himself - ‘‘ Her eyelashes pleased me
at once. She was in the centre of the chapel, seated on a
high-backed bench  Her profile was delineated in the
light streaming from the window hen the clouds outside
cleared away, the light suddenly grew stronger. She made
a slight movement, and 1n the light T saw the real length of
her eyelashes—a prodigious length.’’

‘“ Tell me,” said Hippolyte, ‘ will 1t be long before we
arnve ? "’

The shnll whistle of the locomotive announced the prox-
imity of a station.
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¢ I'll wager,” she added, * that we have gone beyond
our station.”’

" Oh] no ”

¢ Very well, inquire

¢¢ Segni-Paliano,’’ cried a hoarse voice on the platform.

George, somewhat startled, stretched out his head, and
asked ‘‘Is this Albano ?”’

‘¢ No, sir, this 1s Segni-Paliano,’’ answered the man with
a smile. ‘‘ Are you going to Albano? Then you should
have alighted at Cecchina.”

Hippolyte burst mto such a loud peal of laughter that
Mr. and Mrs. Martlet looked at her with amazement.
George 1mmediately joined 1n the contagious hilarity.

‘¢ What shall we do "’

¢ First of all, we must get out of this train.’’

George handed their hand-bags to a porter, while Hippo-
Iyte continued to laugh—her fresh, hearty laugh—amused at
thus misadventure, which she considered capital fun. Mr.
Martlet looked startled at this outburst of youth, which
seemed to him like a wave of sunshine, but he smiled with
benevolent condescension and bowed to Hippolyte, who at
heart felt a vague regret at leaving the train

¢ Poor Mr. Martlet !’ she said, half 1n earnest, half 1n
jest, as she watched the train moving away through the bieak
and deserted country. ‘‘I am sorry to part with him.
Who knows 1f I shall ever meet him again »’

Then, turning towards George, she added, ‘‘ What now? '’

A railway employee gave them information.

“¢ The train for Cecchina passes here at half-past four "’

¢‘ We can manage, then,’’ continued Hippolyte ‘‘Itis
now half-past tvo  Now, from this moment, I declare that
I will assume the management of this journey. You will
simply permit yourself to be conducted. Come, my little
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George. Keep close to me, and take good caie that you
don't lose yourself.”!

She spoke to him as to a baby, 1n jest. They both felt
full of gayety.

“Where 1s Segn1 » Where 1s Paliano ? "’

No village could be seen in the neighborhood. The
low hills spread their uncertain verdure beneath a gray sky.
Near the road, a single little tree, knotted and gnarled,
swayed 1n the humid atmosphere.

As 1t st1ll poured, the two wanderers sought shelter at the
station, 1n a small room, with a chimney-piece without a
fire. On a wall hung an old map 1n tatters, its surface a
network of black lines On another wall hung a square of
pasteboard advertising an elixir.  Oppostte to the chimney,
which had not even the memory of a fire, a couch, covered
with a waxed cloth, was losing its species of stuffing by a
thousand wounds.

“Look'"” cried Hippolyte, who was reading the Bae-
deker  ““ At Segni there 15 the Gaetanino Hostelry.”’

This designation made them laugh.

‘‘ Suppose we smoke a cigarette ?”' said George. ‘It
1s three o'clock. It was at this time that I entered the
church, two years ago.’’

And, once more, the memory of the great day occupied
his mind. During several minutes they smoked without
speaking, listening to the rain, which had increased in
force  Through the drenched window-panes they saw the
frail Iittle tree, twisting and bending under the squall.

‘““My love 1s of older date than yours,’”’ said George.
¢ It was born before that day.”’

She protested

He, fascinated by the profound charm of the days 1rrev-
ocably passed, continued tenderly. ‘“I can see you again as
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you passed the first time. What an 1neffaceable impression !
It was towards evening, when the lights begin to be Iit,
when waves of azure fall on the streets

¢ I was alone before the windows of Alinart. I was look-
1ng at the figures, but distingmished them with difficulty. It
was an 1ndefinable sensation—some lassitude, much sad-
ness, with I know not what vague desire for ideality.
That evening I had an ardent thirst for poetry, elevation,
refined and spiritual things. Was 1t a presentiment ? *’

He made a long pause, but Hippolyte said nothing,
waiting for him to continue, engrossed in the exquisite
pleasure of listening to him among the light smoke of the
cigarettes, which seemed to envelop the veiled memones
1n st1ll another veil.

““ It was 1n February I was paying a visit to Orvieto at
that very time. I even believe that 1f I was then at Ali-
nar1’s, 1t was to ask him for a photograph of the reliquary.
And you passed ! Since then, on two or three other occa-
sions—two or three, not more—1I ha\e seen you as pale, that
singular pallor You cannot 1magine, Hippolyte, how pale
you were Never have I seen 1its equal. I thought °‘How
can that woman keep up ?» She cannot have a single drop
of blood in her veins * It was a supernatural pallor, which
in the flood of azure falling from the sky to the pavement
gave you the appearance of a creature withoul a body. I
paid no attention to the man who accompanied you, I did
not wish to follow you, I did not receive even as much
as a look from you. I recall another detail. You stopped
a few steps farther on, because a lamp-lighter blocked the
pavement Ah! Istill see 1n the air the scintillation of
the small flame at the summut of the staff, I see the sud-
den highting of the gas which bathed you in light *

Hippolyte smiled, but somewhat sadly, with that sadness

3
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which oppresses the heart of women when they regard therr
portraits taken 1n former days.

““Yes, I was pale,’’ she sard. ‘“I had only quitted my
bed a few weeks before, after a three months’ 1llness. I
had been at death’s door ™’

A gust of rain dashed against the window-panes The
little tree could be seen Dbending and twisting under the
wind 1n an almost circular movement, as 1f some hand were
attempting to uproot 1t For several minutes they both
watched the fury of the elements, which, 1n the bleakness,
nakedness, and 1nert torpor of the surrounding country, took
on a strange appearance of comscious life. Hippolyte felt
almost compassion. The imaginary suffering of the tree
placed them {ace to face with their own sufferings  They
mentally considered the great solitude which lay all around
the station, a miserable hut before which passed from time
to time a train-load of divers travellers, each of whom
carried 1n his own bosom a different inquietude  Sad
1mages rapidly succecded one another 1n their thoughts,
suggested by the same things they had seen an hour before
with joyous eyes  And when the 1mages faded away, when
their consciences, ceasing to be impressed, returned to
themselves again, they both found, at the bottom of their
being, a unique and 1nexpressible anguish—a regret for days
1rrevocably lost

Their love had behind it a long pass It dragged behind
1t, through the years, an 1mmense and obscure net, {ull of
dead things

‘“What's the matter?’’ asked Hippolyte, her voice
shghtly changed

““What's the matter with you?'’ asked George, looking
fixedly at her

Neither replied to the question. They remained silent,
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and renewed their gaze through the windows The heavens
seemed to smile tearfully A faint glimmer Iit up a hil-
lock, bathed 1t 1n a fugitive golden glow, died away
Other sun-rays tried to pierce the moisture-laden cloud-
banks, then disappeared.

‘“ Hippolyte Sanmzio!'’ said George, pronouncing the
name slowly, as 1f to enmjoy its charm. *‘ How my heart
beat when I finally learned that was your name'! How
many things have I seen and felt in that name ! It was the
name of one of my sisters, who 1s dead That beautiful
name was familiar to me With profound emotion, I 1m-
mediately thought, ¢ Oh ! i1f my lips could only resume their
dear custom * That day, from morming unt:l might, the
recollections of my dead sister mingled exquisitely with my
secret dream I did not go 1n search of you, I forbade
myself such pursuit, I would never be importunate, yet, at
heart, I had an 1nexplicable confidence. I was sure that,
sooner or later, you would know me and love me. What
delicious sensations were mine! I lived outside of the
reality , mysoul fed only on music and exalting books. One
day 1t happened that I saw you at a concert given by Gian
Sgambat1, but I saw you only just as you were about to leave
the hall You gave me a glance Another time, again, you
looked at me—maybe you remember ? It was when we met
at the entrance to the V1a del Babuino, opposite the Piale
Library "

“* Yes, I remember.”’

““You had a Iittle girl with you "

¢ Yes, Cecilia—one of my nieces.”

“¢ I stopped on the sidewalk—so as to allow you to pass.
I noticed that we were both of the same height. You were
less pale than usual. A momentary feeling of pride flashed
through me.”’
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“ You had guessed correctly,’” said Hippolyte.

““You remember ? It was towards the end of March.
I waited with growing confidence. 1Ilived from day to day
absorbed 1n thoughts of the great passtion which I felt
approaching. As I had seen you twice with a small bouquet
of violets, I filled all my house with violets. Oh!' that
beginning of spring I shall never forget! And the morning
slumbers, so light, so transparent! And those slow, drearay
awakenings, 1n which, while my eyes were becoming used to
the light, my mind still delayed before resuming the senti-
ment of reality! I recall that certain childish artifices
sutficed to throw me 1nto a species of 1llusionary 1ntoxica-
tion I remember, one day, at a concert, while listening to
a Beethoven sonata, 1n which a frequent and periodic return
of a sublime and passionate phrase recurred, I exalted my-
self almost to a state of madness by the interior repetition
of a poetical phrase 1n which your name occurred *’

Hippolyte smiled, but, hearing him speak with an evi-
dent preference for all the first mamifestations of his love,
at the bottom of her heart she felt displeased. Did those
days seem sweeter to him than the present—uwere those dis-
tant recollections his dearest recollections ?

George went on  ‘‘.\ll the disdain which I have for a
commonplace ewistence would never have sufficed to 1n-
spire me with the dream of an asylum as fantastic and mys-
terious as the abandoned oratory of the Via Belsiana. Do
you recall 1t > The door at the head of the steps, open-
'ng on the strect, was shut, and had been for years perhaps
One passed through a side alley which recked of wine, and
1 which there was the red sign of a cabaret, with a large
corh Do vou remember 1t? The entrance was at the rear,
and one had to pass through a sacristy scarcely large enough
tohold a priest and sacristan. It was the entrance to the
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sanctuary of Wisdom. What curious-looking old men, and
women, on all sides, 1n the worm-eaten stalls! Where had
Alexander Memm been, to procure his audience? Doubtless
you did not know, dear one, that you personified Beauty 1n
this council of the music-mad. Mr, Martlet, you see, 1s one
of the most confirmed Buddhists of our epoch, and his wife
has wnitten a book on the Phlosophy of Music. The lady
seated near you was Margherita Traube Boll, a celebrated
doctor who 1s carrying on her defunct husband’s 1nvestiga-
tions 1nto the visual functions The necromancer, in the
long greenish cloak, who entered on tiptoe, was a Jew—a
German physician, Dr Fleichl, a superb pianist, a fanatic
on Bach. The priest seated beneath the cross was Count
Castracane, an 1mmortal botanist  Another botams«t, a
bacteriologist, a microscopist, named Cuboni, was sitting
mn front of him. And there was also Jacopo Moleschott,
that unforgettable old man, frank, enormous, also Blaserna,
the collaborator of Helmholtz in the theory of sound, and
Mr. Davys, a philosophical painter, a Preraphaehite plunged
into Brahmanism. The others, less numerous, were all
superior people, rare nunds given to the highest specula-
tions of modern science, cold investigators of life and pas-
sionate adorers of dreams.”’

He 1nterrupted himself 1in order to conjure up the
picture, and then went on

‘¢ These savants listened to the music with religious en-
thusiasm, one assumed an inspired attitude, others made
unconscious gestures, in 1mitation of the chapel-master,
others, 1n low tones, joined in chant with the choir The
choir, of men and women, occupted the rostrum, the
pamnted wood of which still showed traces of gilding.
In front the young girls formed a group, with their parti-
tions kept on a level with their faces. Below, on the
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roughly made stands of the violinists, burned candles, spots
of gold on a dark blue background Here and there their
small flames were reflected by the varnished body of an
instrument, put a luminous point on the tip of a bow.
Alexander Memmi, somewhat stiff, bald, with a short black
beard and gold spectacles, kept time with severe and sober
gestures At the close of every piece a murmur arose
in the chapel, and laughs, badly suppressed, descended
from the gallery, amidst the rustling of music-pages being
turned When the shy brightened, the candle flames grew
pale, and a cross very high up, which had figured in former
years 1n solemn processions, a cross all ornamented with
golden olives and foliage, seemed as 1f detached from the
wall, 1n a burst of light The white and bald heads of
the auditors shone on the oaken backs. Then all at once,
by a new change 1n the shy, the shadow again began to
creep among these things, like a light mist. A scarcely per-
ceptible wave of some subtle odor—incense or benzoin>—
mvaded the nave

““On the single altar, 1n glass vases, two bouquets of
violets, somewhat faded, exhaled the breath of spring, and
this double-fading perfume was Iike the poesy of dreams
which the music evoked 1n the souls of the old men, while
close by, 1n quite difterent souls, there deseloped another
dream like an aurora on melting snows.”’

It pleased him to reconstruct this scene, to render i1t poet-
1cal—to warm 1t again with lyrnic breath

¢ Is 1t not preposterous, unbelievable®’” he cnied ¢ At
Rome, 1n the a1ty of intellectual 1nertia, a master of music,
a Buddhist who has published two volumes of essays on the
philosophy of Schopenhauer, indulges 1n the luvury of hav-
1ng a mass by Sebastian Bach executed for his own pleasure,
1n a mysterious chapel before an audience of great music-



THE PAST, 39

mad savants, whose daughters sing in the chorus  Is 1t not
a page from Hoffmann ? On an afternoon of a somewhat
" gray but warm spring—these old philosophers quit their
laboratomes, where they have obstinately striven to wrest
from life one of 1ts secrets, and they assemble 1n a hidden
oratory 1n order to satisfy, almost to intoxication, the pas-
sion that has drawn together their hearts, to leave their
earthly bodies, and live 1deally in dreams. And, in the
nmidst of this old men’s gathering, an exqusite musical
1dyll unfolds between the cousin of the Buddhist and the
friend of the Buddhist, 1deally speaking. And when the
mass 1s finished, the Buddhist, suspecting nothing, presents
the future lover to the divine Hippolyte Sanzio.’’

He began to laugh, and then arose. ‘I have made, 1t
seems to me, a commemoration according to rule ”’

For an instant Hippolyte remained somewhat absorbed,
then she smid  “* Do you remember, 1t was on a Saturday,
the eve of Palm Sunday ?"’

She also arose, approached George, and kissed his cheek.

‘¢ Shall we go now > It 1s no longer raimng.”

They went out and strolled along the wet pavement, which
refiected the subdued sunlight The cold air made them
shiver  Roundabout, the undulating hills were covered
with verdure and furrowed with luminous streaks, here and
there large pools of water reflected the pale image of a
sky whose deep azure spread out between the flaky clouds.
The little tree, dripping with rain, was 1llumined at intervals.

‘“That Iittle tree will remain as one of our remem-
brances,’” smd Hippolyte, stopping to look at 1t. ““It1s
so lonely, so lonely "’

The bell announced the approach of the tramn. It wasa
quarter past four. A railway employee offered to get their
tickets. ‘“ When shall we arrive at Albano ? '’ George asked.
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‘¢ About seven o’clock.”’

¢ It will be night,”’ said Hippolyte.

As she felt rather cold, she took George's arm, and
she was pleased to think that they would arrive at a strange
hotel this chilly evening, and that they would dine alone
before a bright fire.

George perceived that she trembled, and asked. ‘‘ Do
you wish to go 1 again ? ”’

‘“No,” she replied “‘ You see, the sun’s coming out
I shall warm up *’

An indefinable desire for intimacy had seized her. She
pressed closely to him, became suddenly caressing, and her
voice, look, contact, gestures—and all her being—were full
of seduction She wished to shed over the loved one the
most feminine of her charms, she wished to intoxicate him,
to dazzle him with a display of present happiness capable
of eclhipsing the reflection of bygone happiness. She
wished to appear to him more amiable, more adorable,
more desirable than ever before A fear assailed her—an
atrocious fear—that he might regret the woman of long ago,
sigh for the vanished delights, believe that then only had
he attained the height of intowication ‘¢ His recollec-
tions,’”’ she thought, ¢ have filled mv soul with so much
melancholy ' I heve restramned mv tears with difficulty.
And he too, perhaps, 1s sad at heart How heavily the
past hangs over our love! Perhaps he 1s tired of me?
Perhaps he 15 untwaie of this weariness, and does not avow
1t to himself, willing to live under the 1llusion ? Dut he 1s
perhaps 1ncapable now of finding any happiness 1n me. If
I am st1]l dear to him, 11 1s perhaps only because he recog-
nizes 1n me an object for s dear sorrows. Alas! I too,
when with him, taste true happiness only at rare intervals,
1 suffer too, and yet I love him, and I love my suffering,
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and my only desire 15 to please him, and I cannot imagine
life without this love. Why then are we so sad, since we
love one another ?’

She leaned heavily on herlover’s arm, gazing at him with
eyes to which the shadow of her thoughts imparted an ex-
pression of profound tenderness

¢ Iwo years ago, about the same hour, we left the chapel
together, and he spole to me of things 1n no wav con-
nected with love, 1n a voice which moved my heart, which
touched my soul as if with a caress of the lips, and this
1deal caress I enjoyed like a long kiss I tiembled, I
trembled 1ncessantly, because I felt an unknown feeling
born in me  Oh' 1t was 1 divine hour! We have reiched
our second anniversary to-day, and we still love one another.
Just now he spoke, and 1f his voice aftected me ditferently
than 1t used to do, 1t still moves me to the bottom of my
soul Ve have before us a delightful evening. VWhy re-
gret the days that are gone > Our liberty, our present inti-
macy, are they not worth the incertitude and hesitations of
that time » Lven our memories, so numerous, do they not
add a new charm to our love » I love him—I give myself
up to him entirely , 1n the presence of his desire I no longer
know modesty. In two yjears he has transformed me, he
has made of me another woman, he has ginen me new
senses, a new soul, a new ntclligence I am his creation
He can ntoxicate himself through me as he would through
one of his own thoughts I belong entirely to him, now
and forever.'’

Then, passionately pressing her form against his, she
asked, ‘¢ Are you not happy ?”’

The tone 1n which she spoke moved him, and, as if sud-
denly enveloped by a warm breath, he experienced a thnll
of real happiness.
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*‘ Yes, I am happy,'’ he answered

And when the locomotive whistle was heard, their hearts
bad the same palpitation.

At last they were alone 1n their compartment. She closed
all the windows, waited until the train was again 1n motion,
they fell into each other’s arms, kissed each other, and
repeated all the caressing names which their tenderness of
the last two years had used.

Then they sat st:l], side by side, a vague smile on their
lips and 1n their eyes, and with the sensation that, little by
little, the rapid coursing of their blood was abating.
Through the windows they watched the monotonous country
as 1t rushed by and disappeared 1nto the violet-colored fog.

‘¢ Rest your head on my knees, and lie down,’’ said Hip-
polyte

He laid his head on her knee. She said. * The wind
has disarranged your mustache.”’ With her finger-tips she
raised several of the light hairs which had fallen on his
mouth. He kissed her finger-tips. She passed her hand
through his hair. She said *‘ You, too, have very long
eyelashes.”’

To admure his lashes, she closed his eyes Then she
caressed his brow and temples, she made him kiss once
more each one of her fingers, one after the other, her head
bent over George And from beneath, George saw her
mouth open with 1nfinite slowness, saw unfold the snowy
whiteness of her teeth. She closed her mouth, then again
slowly opened 1t, with an almost 1nsensible movement—
like a flower with two petals, and a pearly whiteness shone
from within  This delightful sport threw them 1nto a state
of languor, they forgot everything—they were happy. The
monotonous motion of the train soothed them. In low
tones they exchanged terms of adoration,
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¢“This 15 our first journey together,’’ she said, smiling.
** It 1s the first time we are alone 1n a train.”’

She took delight 1n repeating that this was a new exper-
ence for them.

George, who had already felt the spur of desire, became
more amimated He raised himself up, he kissed her on the
neck, just on the Twins, he whispered something 1n her
ear. An inexpressible light lit up Hippolyte’s eyes, but
she answered with vivacity ‘‘ No, no, we must be good
until this evening. We must wait.”’

Once more she saw a vision of the silent hotel, of the fur-
nished chamber, of the large bed hidden beneath a white
mosquito curtain.

¢ At this season of the year,’’ she said, in order to dis-
tract her losver’s attention, ‘‘ there will scarcely be anyone
at Albano. How nice 1t will be, all alone 1n an empty
hotel ~ We shall be taken for a young couple.”

She wrapped herself in her mantle with a thrill, and
leaned against George's shoulder.

It 15 cold to-day, 15n’t 1t » When we arnve we'll light
a big fire, and we’ll take a cup of tea.”

For them 1t was an acute pleasure to imagine the ap-
proaching intoxication. They spoke 1n low tones, com-
municating the ardor of their blood, exchanging burning
promises. But, as they talked of future voluptuousness,
their present desire grew, became 1rresistible. They lapsed
mto silence, they united their lips, they heard nothing
more but the tumultuous beating of their artenes.

Afterwards, 1t seemed to them both as if a veil had been
torn from before their eyes, that an 1nternal mist was being
dissipated—that the enchantment was broken. The fire 1n
the 1maginary chamber went out, the bed seemed 1cy, and



44 THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH.,

the silence of the empty hotel became heavy  Hippolyte
leaned her head against the back of the seat, watching
the vast, monotonous country disappearing in the dark-
ness.

At her side, George had again fallen beneath the empire
of lus perfidious thoughts A horrible vision tortured him,
agatnst which 1t ws impossible for him to contend, because
he saw 1t with the eves of his soul, those eyes, pupil-less,
that no force of will can shut

¢ Of what arc you thinking ?*' ashed Hippolyte, uneasy.

“Of you "’

He thought of her, of her wedding-trip—of the ways 1n
which the newlv marned generally act ¢ Without the
least doubt, she found herself alone with her husband just
as she 1s now with me And 1t 1» perhaps this remem-
brance which causes her sadness *’  He thought also of the
rapid adventures between two stations, of the sudden dis-
quietude caused by a looh—of the serzures of sensuality
during the suffocating length of an afternoon during the
dog-days ‘‘VWhat horror! What horror!” He started
violently, a particular kind of start that Hippolyte knew too
well to be a sure ssmptom of the malady which afflicted her
lover. She took his hand in hers and asked

¢ Are you 1n pamn ? "’

He nodded, looking at her with an unhappy smle. But
she had not the courage to push her questioning further, be-
cause she feared a bitter and heart-breaking answer. She
preferred to remain silent, but she kissed him on his fore-
head—a long kiss, as usual, 1n the hope of unloosening the
tangle of cruel reflections.

‘“ Here we are at Cecchina!’’ she cried with relief, as
she heard the whistle announcing their arnval. ‘¢ Quick—
quick, love, we must get down.”
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In order to amuse him, she affected gayety. She lowered
the window and looked out

“The evening 1s cold, but beautiful Make haste,
lose This 1s our anmversary  We must be happy '

The sound of her strong and tender voice drove away his
gloominess On alighting 1n the fresh air, he felt himself
restored to serenity

A sky, limpid as a diamond, curved hike a vault over the
country drenched with water In the transparent atmos-
phere there still flitted beams of crepuscular light The
stars came out one by one, as 1f shaken on the staffs of 1nvis-
1ble lamp-bearers

““We must be happy ' George hecard internally the
echo of Hippolyte's remark, and his soul swelled with
indefinite aspirations  On this solemn and pure night the
quiet chamber, the flaming hearth, the bed with 1ts white-
gauze draperies, appeared to him to be elements too humble
for happiness. *‘ It 1s our anmiversary—we must be happy.*’
Of what had he thought—what was he doing, at this same
hour two years ago ? He had wandered aimlessly through
the streets, pressed on by an instinctive desire to seek more
deserted spots, yet attracted nevertheless towards the popu-
lous quarters, where his pride and joy seemed to grow by con-
trast with the common life, where the ambient noises of
the city sounded 1n hus cars only like a distant murmur.
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Tue old hotel of Ludovico Tognt, with the walls of 1ts
iong vestibule done 1n stucco and pamnted to imitate
marble, with 1ts landing-places with green doors, decorated
all over with commemorative stones, gave an rmmediate
impression of quasi~comentional peace  All the furmiture
had an aspect of being heirlooms The heds, the chairs,
the sofas, the couches, the chests of drawers, had the style of
another age, now fallen into disuse.  The delicately colored
cerlings, bright vellow and sky-blue, were decorated at their
centres with garlands of roses or other wsual symbols, such
as a lyre, a torch, or a quiver. On the paper-hangings and
woollen carpet the bouquets of flowers had faded, and had
become almost 1nvisible, the window curtains, white and
modest, hung from poles from which the gilt had worn
off, the 70coco mirrors, while reflecting these antique 1mages
1n a dull mist, imparted to them that air of melancholy, and
almost of unreality, which solitary pools sometimes give at
their edges

““ How pleased I am to be here!’ cried H:ppolite,
penetrated by the charm of this peaceful spot ¢ I wish I
could stay here forever ”’

And she drew herself up 1n the great armchair, her head
leaning against the back, which was decorated with a
crescent, a modest crachet-work 1n white cotton

She thought once more of her dead aunt Jane and of
her distant 1nfancy.
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¢ Poor aunt !’ she smid, *‘ she had, I recall, a house like
this—a house 1n which, for a century, the furniture had
not been moied from 1ts place T always recollect her un-
happiness when I broke one of those glass globes heneath
which artrficial flowers are preserved, you knon I remem-
ber she cried overit  Poorold aunt' I can see “er black-
lace cap, with her white curls which hung down her
cheeks ”’

She spoke slowly, pausing from time to time, her gaze
fixerd on the fire which flamed 1 the fireplice and, every
noa and then, ~o as to smile at George, she raised her eyes,
which were somewhat dowacast and suriounded by dark vio-
let nings, while [rom the street arose the monotonous anl
regular noise of pavers beating the pavement.

“ In the house, I can 1ecall, there was a large hay-lort
with two or three windows, where we kept the pigeons
You reached the loft by means of a small, straight stairway,
against the wall of whic 1 hunz, heaven knows since when,
skins of hares, hanless and dried, stretched from two ends
of crossed reeds Every day I carried food to the pigeons
As soon as they heard me coming, they clustered around
the door When I entered, 1t was a venitable assault  Then
T would sit on the floor and scatter the barley all around
me  The pigeons surrounded me, they were all white, and
T watched them peching up the'r food  The sound of a
flute stole 1n fiom a nerghboring house, clways the same
air at the same hour  lhis music seemed lelicious to
me I listened, my head ratsed to the window, my
mouth wide open, a, 1f to drink 1n the notes which
showered  From tume to time a belated pigeon arrved,
beating her wings on my head, and filling my hair with
white feathers And the invisible flute went on playing
The air still rings in my ears, I could hum 1t That 1s
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how I acquired a passion for music, 1n a dovecote, when a
child.”

And she repeated mentally the air of the ancient flute of
Albano, she enjoyed 1ts sweetness with a melancholy com-
parable to that of the wife who, after many years, discovers
a forgotten sugar-plum at the bottom of her wedding-box.
There was an interval of silence A bell sounded 1n the
corridor of the peaceful residence

‘“ I remember. A lame turtle-dove hopped into the room,
and 1t was one of my aunt’s greatest favorites.

¢ One day a little girl of the neighborhood came to play
with me—a pretty little blond girl named Clansse. My
aunt was confined to bed by a cold We amused ourselves
on the terrace, to the great damage of the vases of pinks.
The turtle-dove appeared on the sill, Jooked at us without
suspicion, and squatted down 1n a corner to enjoy the sun-
shine. Scarcely had Clarisse perceived 1t, however, when
she started forward to seize1t. The poor little creature tried
to escape by hopping away, but 1t imped so comtcally that
we could not control our laughter  Clarisse caught 1t, she
was a cruel child. From laughing, we were both as drunk.
The turtle-dove trembled with fear 1n our hands

“‘ Clanisse plucked one of 1ts feathers, then (I shudder
still when I think of 1t) she plucked the dove almost en-
tirely, before my eyes, with peals of laughter which made
me laugh too. One could have believed that she was
mtoxicated. The poor creature, despoiled of 1its feathers,
bleeding, escaped 1nto the house as soon as 1t was liber-
ated. We started to pursue 1t, but, almost at the same
moment, we heard the tinkle of the bell, and the calls of
my aunt who was coughing in her bed. Clansse escaped
rapidly by the stairway, I hid myself behind the curtains.
The turtle-dove died that same night. My aunt sent me to
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Rome, convinced that I was guilty of this barbarity  Alas!
I never saw Aunt Jane again. How I have wept! My
remorse will last forever.”

She spoke slowly, pausing from time to time, fixing her
dilated eyes on the flaming hearth, which almost magnetized
her, which began to overcome her with a hypnotic torpor,
while from the stree. arose the monotonous and regular
noise of pavers beating the pavement.
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OxE day the lovers came back from Lake Nem; somewhat
fatigued They had dined at the Cesarimt Vilia, beneath
showy camellias 1 bloom. Alone, with the emotion felt
only by him who contemplates the most secret of secret
things, they had contemplated the Mirror of Diana, as cold,
as impenetrable to the view as the deep blue of a glacier

As usual, they ordered tea  Hippolyte, who was look-
g for something 1 a valise, turmmed suddenly towards
George, showing him a packet tied with a ribbon

“ You see, these are your letters They never leave me ™

George, with visible satisfaction, cried *“ All? have
you kept all 7’

‘‘ Yes, all. I have even the notes—even the telegrams
The only one missing 1s the little note wiich I threw into
the fire to prevent 1its falling into my husband’s hands.
But I saved the burnt fragments, you can still read a few
words '’

‘¢ Let me see, will you? "' said George.

But, with a jealous movement, she hid the package.
Then, as George advanced towards her with a smile, she
fled 1nto the adjoiming room

‘“ No, no, you shall see nothing I won’t let you.”

She refused, partly in jest, partly too because, having
always guarded them preciously as a hidden treasure, with
pride and fear, it was repugnant to her to show them even
to him who had wntten them.
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¢ Let me see them, I beg of you I am so curious te
reread my letters of two years ago. hat did I wnte
you P 2

¢ Words of fire.”’

‘¢ Please let me see them *’

She finally consented, laughing, vanquished by her friend’s
persuasive caresses

¢ Let us wait at Jeast until the tea is brought, then we
will reread them together. Shall I light a fire for you ?

“ No,”” he replied, ““ 1t 1s almost hot to-day.”’

It was a cloundless day, with silvery reflections diffused
through the inert atmosphere. The waning day was soft-
ened 1n 1ts passage through the gauze curtains. Fragrant
violets, gathered at the Villa Cesarini, had already perfumed
the entire chamber  Someone knocked at the door.

“ Here s Pancrazio,”’ said Hippolyte.

The worthy domestic, ancrazio, brought in his 1nex-
haustible tea, and his 1neatinguishable smile, He placed
the tea-things on the table, promised something good for
dinner, and withdrew with light and elastic steps All
bald as he was, he presenned a juvenile air. Extraordinarily
obliging, he had, like certain Japanese gods, eyes that were
laughing, long, narrow, and somewhat oblique.

‘¢ Pancracio 15 more amusing than his tea,’’ said George.

In fact, the tea had no aroma, but the accessories lentit
a strange taste  The sugar-bowl and cups had a form and
capacity never before seen, the tea-service was decorated
with the history of an amorous pastoral , the plate, garnished
with small slices of lemon, bore on 1ts centre a rhymed
enigma, done 1n black letters

Hippolyte poured out the tea, and the cups steamed like
censers. Then she untied the package! The letters ap-
peared, properly classified, divided 1nto small bundles.
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‘¢ What a quantity ' '’ cried George.

“‘ There are not so many , only two hundred and ninety-
four. And in two years, dear one, there are seven hundred
and thirty days

They both smiled, sat down side by side near a table,
and began to read  In the presence of these documents of
his 1ove, George felt come over him a strange emotion—
an emotion delicate yet strong  The first letters perplexed
him

Such or such an extreme state of mind, of which the let-
ters bore the imprint, at first seemed to him 1ncomprehen-
sible  The lyric flight of such and such a phrase filled him
almost with stupor. The violence and tumult of his early
passion caused 1n hun a sort of terror, by contrast with the
calm which possessed him now, 1in this modest and quiet
house

One of the letters said ‘‘ How my heart sighed for you
that might! A gloomy anguish overwhelmed me, even dur-
ing the short intervals of slumber, and I reopened my
eyes 1n order to escape the phantoms which rose from the
depths of my soul I have now but one thought—only
onc thought, which tortures me—that you might go far
away from me. Never, no, never, has this possibility
prerced my soul with a more maddening pamn and terror.
At this moment I have the cerézude, the positive, clear,
evident certitude, that without you life for me 1s an 1mpos-
sibihty When I think that T might lose you, the day
becomes suddenly dark—the sunlight becomes odious to
me, the earth appears to me like a bottomless tomb, I enter
a state of death ' Another letter, written after Hippo-
lyte’'s departure, read ‘‘ I make an enormous effort to hold
my pen 1 have no more energy, no will. I succumb to
such discouragement that the only sensation which remains
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to me of my external existence 1s an insupportable loath-
g of Iife. The day 1s gray, suffocating, heavy as lead, a
day to kill in, so to speak The hours pass with inevo-
rable slowness, and my nusery grows, sccond by second,
always more horrible and more savage. It seems to me
that at the bottom of my being ate pools of stagnant water,
dead, and deadly. Is this a physical or moral suffering ?
I do not know. I live on, stupid and 1nert beneath a
burden which crushes me, without killing me ** Another
letter read « ** At last, to-day, at four o’clock, when almost
hopeless, I have recerved your reply. I have read and
reread 1t a thousand times, to find between your words the
nepressible—what jou could not express—your soul’s
secret, something more alive and sweeter than the words
written on the soulless paper. I am possessed with a
terrible desire for you."’

So the love-letters cried and groaned, on the table covered
with a table-cloth, and loaded with rustic cups 1n which an
1nnocent 1nfusion peacefully steamed

‘“ You remember,” said Hippolyte. ‘It was the first
time that I left Rome, and only for fifteen days *’

George was absorbed 1n the memories of his mad infatua-
tion, he sought to revive 1t within him, and to understand
1t But the environing comfort was unfavorable for his
1nternal effort.

The sensation of this comfort imprisoned his soul, en-
veloping 1t loosely. The veiled sunhlight, the hot dnnk,
the perfume of the wiolets, the contact of Hippolyte,
benumbed him. ‘“Am I, then, so far from the ardor of
former days ? '’ he thought ¢f No, because during her last
absence my anguish was not less cruel.” But he did not
succeed 1n filling the interval between the / of long age
and the 7 of to-day



In spite of all, he could no longer 1dentify himself with
the same man of whom those wrntten phrases attested such
consternation and despair, he felt that these effusions of his
love had become strangeis to him, and he also felt all the
emptiness of the words. Tlhese letters resembled the epi-
taphs which one reads 1n cemeteries  Just as the epitaphs
giie a coarse, false 1den of the dead, so these letters
represented 1naccurately the divers conditions of the soul
through which his love had passed He knew well the
singular feier which seizes a lover when writing a love-letter.
In the heat of this fever, all the different wav es of sentiment
are agitatcd and mixed 1n a confused turmoil. lhe lover
docs not hnow precisely what he wishes to express, and he
15 embarrassed by the matenial insufficiency of the terms of
endearment, so he gives up tiying to describe his 1nternal
passion such as 1t 15, and attempts to express 1ts 1ntensity
by the exagseration of the phrases and by the employment
of vulgar rhetorical effects  This 1s the reason why all
amotous correspondences resemble each other, and why the
language of the most exalted passion 1s almost as poor as
jargon.

“In these letters,’”’ thought George, ‘‘all 1s violence,
excess, comulsion But where are mv delicate feelinags?
Where my exquisite and complex melwncholies ?  VWhere
my profound and sinuous sorrows, 1n which my soul went
astiay as 1n an mextriceble labyrinth ?’*  He now had the
regret to percenve that his letters 1nched the rarest qualities
of his mind—thcse which he had always cultivated with tne
greatest cate. In the course of his reading, he began to
ship the long passages of pure eloquence, and sought 1n-
stead the indication of particulars—the details of events
that had occurred—the allusions to memorable episodes.

He found 1n one letter ¢ Towards six o’clock I er
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tered mechanically the usual place, the Morteo Garden,
where I had seen you so many evenings. The thirty-five
minutes that preceded the exact hour of your departure were
a torture for me. You left, yes, you left without my hav-
ing been able to bid you good-by, to cover your face with
kisses, to repeat to you once more, ‘ Don’t forget! don’t
forget !’ Towards eleven o’clock a kind of instinct made
me turn round. Your husband entered with his friend,
and the lady who usually accompanies them. ithout any
doubt, they had come back from seeing you home. I had
then such a cruel spasm of pain that I was soon forced to
rnise and go out. The presence of these three persons, who
spoke and laughed as on other evenings, as 1f nothing new
had happened, exasperated me. Therr presence was for me
the wisible and indubitable proof that you were gone,
1rremissibly gone.”’

He thought over more of the summer evenings, when he
had seen Hippolyte seated at a table, between her husband
and a captain of 1nfantry, opposite to a little, 1nsignificant
woman. He did not know any of these three persons, but
he suffered at each of their gestures, at each of their atti-
tudes, and at all that was vulgar 1n their appearance, and
m 1magination he pictured to himself the imbecility of
the talk to which his refined mistress appeared to pay
sustained attention.

In another letter he found. ‘I am 1n doubt. To-day I
feel hostile towards you, I am filled with a dull anger.”’

¢ That,”” said Hippolyte, ‘“ was the time when I was at
Rimnt. August and September—what tempestuous months
they were! Do you remember when you finally arrived
on the Don Juan 2’

“ Here 15 a letter written on board ship: ‘To-day at
two o'clock we have anchored at Ancona, having sailed
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from Porto San Giorgio. Your prayers and wishes have
sent us a favorable wind. Marvellous sailing, which I will
recount to you. At the break of day we shall again make
the offing. The Don Juan 1s the hing of coasters. Your
flag floats from the nast-head.  \ddio—mavbe till to-
morrow. September 2d.’

¢ 1Ve saw one another again, but what days of suffer-
ing! Do you remember » We were waiched incessantly.
Oh, that good sister! Do you recall our visit to the
Temple of the VMalatestas ? Do you remember our pil-
grimage to the Church of San Gruliano, the evening before
your departure ? "’

‘¢ Here 1s another from Venice.’’

They read 1t together, with equal palpitation.

‘“Since the ninth, I am at Venice, sadder than ever.
Venice stupefies me. The most radiant of dreams does not
equal 1n magnificence this dream of marble which emerges
from the waves and blossoms 1n an illusionary shy. I
am dymng of melancholy and desire. Why are you not
here? Oh! 1f you had come! If you had only executed
your former project! Maybe we should have been able to
steal one hour from espionage, and in the treasury of our
souvenirs we should have counted one more, the most divine
amongst them all ’’ On another leaf they read again “1
have a strange thought, which, from time to time, pierces my
soul like a lightning flash, and disturbs my whole being, a
foolish thought—a dream. I think that you could come here,
suddenly, alone, to be entirely mine !”’ Further on again
‘‘ The beauty of Venice 1s the natural frame of your beauty.
The colors of your complexion, so rich and warm—all pale
amber and dull gold, 1n which are mxed possibly several
shades of drooping rose—are the 1deal colors which har-
monize the most happily with the Venetian air. I do not
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know how Catherine Cornaro, Queen of Cyprus, looked,
but, I do not know why, I 1magine she resembled you "’

““ You see,”’ said Hippolyte, *“ 1t was a continual seduc-
tion, refined and irresistible I suffered more than you can
mmagine. Instead of sleeping, I passed nights 1n seeking a
means of going out alone, without awakening the suspicions
of my guests. I wasa prodigy of cleverness. I no longer
know what I did When I found myself alone with you in
the gondola, on the Grand Canal, that September dawn, I
did not believe that 1t was real Do you recollect? I
burst into sobs, unable to say a word to you.’’

‘ But I—I was waiting for you. I was sure that you
would come, at any cost ”’

‘ And that was the first of our great imprudences "’

“It1s true ”’

* What does 1t matter "’ murmured the young woman.
‘¢ Was 1t not better so ? Was 1t not better so, now that I
belong to you entirely ? For my part, I regret nothing.”

George hissed her on the temple  She spoke for a long
time of this episode, which was one of the most pleasant
and extraordinary among their souvemirs  They lived over
again, minute by minute, the two days of their secret stay
at the Hotel Dameli—two days of oblivion, supieme 1ntoxi-
cation, 1n which 1t seemed as if they had both lost all notion
of the world, and all consciousness of their previous being.

Those days had marked the commencement of Hippolyte's
ruin. ‘The letters which followed alluded to her first
trials.  ‘“ When I think that I am the 1mtial cause of your
sufferings and of all your domestic troubles, an 1nexpressi-
ble remorse torments me, and 1n order to obtain pardon
for the 1ll of which I am the cause, I want you to know
the entire depth of my passion. Do you know my passion *
Are you suie that my love will be able to repay you for your
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long anguish ? Are you sure of 1t—certain—deeply con-
vinced of 1t ?'* The ardor went on 1increasing page by
page. Then, from Aprnl to July, there was an obscure
interval without documents. It was during these four
months that the catastrophe happened. The husband, too
weak, not having found any means of conquering Hippo-
lyte’s open and obstinate rebellion, had, so to say, taken
flight, and left belund him very much 1nvolved business
affairs, 1n which he had sunk the greater part of his for-
tune. Hippolyte had sought refuge with her mother, then
with her sister at Caronno, 1na country house. And then a
terrible malady from which she had already suffered 1n her
infancy—a nervous malady analogous to epilepsy—seized
upon her. The letters dated 1n August spoke of 1t ¢“ No,
you could never conceive the fright that my mind 1s 1n.
What tortures me above all 1s the implacable lucidity of
my 1magmnary vision. I see you wrnithing—I sez your face
become distorted and pallid—1I see your eyes roll hopelessly
beneath their nds , I see your hands shrivelled and shrunk,
and between your fingers the curl of torn-out hair, and,
whatever effort I make, I cannot succeed 1n dispelling the
terrible vision. And then, I %eas you call me, I have
actually 1n my ears the sound of your voice—a hoarse and
lamentable sound—the voice of a person who calls for help
without the hope of being helped ** A little way further
on ‘You write me °If this illness should seize me when
I am 1n your arms! No, no, I will not see you again! I
do not wish to see you again!’ Were you mad when you
wrote that ? Did you think of what you wrote ? It 1s as 1if
you had taken my life, as 1f I could no longer breathe.
Quick, another letter ! Tell me you will recover, that
you still hope, that you want to see me again. You must
recover. Do you hear, Hippolyte ? You must recover.'’



THE PAST. 59

During the convalescence, the letters were gentle and
playful. ““I send you a flower gathered on the sands It
15 a species of wild lily, marvellous when growing, and of
an odor so penetrating that I often find at the bottom of
the chalice an insect 1n a swoon of intoxication. The
whole coast 1s covered with these passionate lilies, which,
beneath the torrid sun, on the broiling sand, flower 1n one
minute, and only live a few hours. See how charming this
flower 1s, even when dead! See how delicate 1t 1s, and
fine, and femimine !’

Up to the month of November the letters followed one
another without interruption, but, little by little, they
became bitter, full of suspicions, doubts, reproaches.

‘“ How far you have gone from me! I am tortured by
something else than the chagrin of mere material separa-
tion. It seems to me that your soul has also left and
abandoned me. Your fragrance makes others happy To
look at you, to hear you, 1s not that—to enjoy you? Wnte
to me, tell me that you belong entirely to me, 1n all your
acts, 1n all your thoughts, and that you desire me, and that
you regret me, and that, separated from me, you find no
beauty 1n any instant of life '’ Further on ‘I think, I
think, and my thought goads me, and the sting of this
thought causes 1n me an abonunable suffering At times I
am seized with a frenzied desire to piuck from my throbbing
temples this impalpable thing, which 1s, however, stronger
and more 1nflexible than a dart To breathe 1s an 1nsup-
portable fatigue for me, and the throbbing of my arteries
goes through me as would the sound of hammer blows that I
might be condemned to hear. Is that love? Oh, no It
1s a kind of monstrous infirmity which can blossom only
me, for my joy and my martyrdom. I please myself by
believing that no other human creature has ever felt as
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do ” Furtheron ‘¢ Never, no, never, shall I have complete
peace and complete security. I could be content only on
one condition—that I absorbed all, all your being, that
you 1nd I no longer were more than a single being that I
Lived your life, that I thought your thouzhts. Or, at least,
I would wish that your senses were closed to all sensations
that did not originate 1n me I am a poor, 11l patient.
My days are but a long agony. I have rarely desired them
to end, as much as I desne and pray for it now The sun
1s about to set, and the night which descends on my soul
envelops me 1n a thousand horrors. The shadows issue
fiom every corner of my room and advance towards me as
would a live person whose footsteps and breathing I could
hear, whose hostile attitude I ¢ could see ' "’

To await Hippolyte’s return, George had returned to
Rome 1n the first davs of November, and the letters dated
at that time alluded to a very unhappv and dismal episode.
““Youwrote me ‘I have had great difficulty in remaining
true to you'’ Yhat do you mean by that > What were the
ter11ble cvents which have upset you? My God'! How you
are changed ! It makes me suffer ineapressibly, and my
pride 1s irritated at my suffering. Between my eyebrows 1s
a furrow, deep as the cleft of a wound, 1n which 1s heaped
my repressed anger, 1n which gathers all the brtterness of
my doubts, my suspicions, my disgusts. I believe that even
your kisses would not suffice to rid me of 1t. Your letters,
trembliag with desires, disturb me I am not grateful to
you for them. For two or three days, I have something
aganst jon 10 my heart I do not know what 1t 1s.  Per-
haps a presentiment ? Perhaps a divination ?*’

While he read, George suffered as from a wound re-
opened. Hippolyte would have lihed to stop him from
continuing. Sne remembered that evening when her hus-
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band had called unexpectedly at the house in Caronno,
with a cold, calm face, but with the look of a madman,
declaring that he had come to take her back, she recalled
the moment when she was alone with him, face to face, 1n
an out-of-the-way room, the window curtains of which were
blown about by the wind—in which the light abruptly flared
up and then decreased—to which the moaning of the trees
was borne up from below, she remembered the silent,
savage fight sustained then against that man who had sud-
denly clasped her— horror!—1n order to take her by
force.

‘“ Enough ! enough!’ she said, drawing George’s head
to her ‘‘Enough!' Don't let us read any more.”’

But he wanted to continue. ‘‘I cannot understand the
reappearance of that man, and I cannot prevent a feeling of
anger which 1s directed even at you, too. But, to spare you
pain, I will abstain from writing you my thoughts on this
subject They are bitter and gloomy thoughts. I feel that
my affection 15 poisoned for some time. It were better, I
think, 1f you never saw me agun. If you wish to avoid
useless pamn, do not return now Now I am not i1n a good
frame of mind. My soul loves you to adoration, but my
thought rends and sullies you. It 1s a contrast which
recommences 1ncessantly, and which will never end.” In
the next day’s letter he wrote. ‘‘ A pain, an atrocious pain,
intolerable, never felt before! O Hippolyte, come back !
come back! I want to see you, to spe.k to you, to caress
you. I love you more than ever. Yet, spare me the sight
of your bruises. I am incapable of thinking of them with-
out fear and without anger. I feel that, 1f I saw the marks
1mpressed 1n your flesh by the hands of that man, my heart
would break. It 1s hormble !’’

‘¢ Enough, George ! don’t let us read any more |’ begged

-~



Hippolyte again, taking the loved one's head between her
hands, and kissing his eyes. ‘¢ Please, George !’

She succeeded 1n drawing him away from the table. He
smiled that indefinable smile, which sometimes invalids
have when they yield to the entreaties of others, knowing
full well that the remedy 1s late and useless.



CHAPTER VII.

O~ Good Friday evening they started on their retumn to
Rome.

Before their departure, about five o’clock, they took tea.
They were taciturn. The simple existence they had led
m this old house appeared extraordinanly beautiful and
desirable to them, now 1t was about to end. The 1ntimacy
of the modest lodging seemed sweeter and more profound to
them. The places where they had promenaded their mel-
anchoy and their tenderness were 1lluminated by 1deal lights.
It was, then, st1ll another fragment of therr love and of
their being that fell, anmilated, 1nto the abyss of time,

¢ That, too, 1s past,’”’ said George.

¢ What can I do ?* sard Hippolyte. ‘It seems to me
as if I could no longer sleep anywhere than on your heart !’

They looked 1nto each other’s eyes, communicating each
other’s emotion, feeling the rising wave choking their throats.
They remained silent, they listened to the regular and
monotonous sound made by the pavers beating the pavement,
But the 1rritating noise augmented their uneasiness.

¢! That 1s 1nsupportable,”” said George, nising

The measured blows revived 1n him the sentiment of the
flight of time, which he had already so strongly felt; they
inspired 1n him that sort of anxious terror which he had
already often experienced when listening to the oscillations
of a pendulum And yet, on the preceding days, had not
the same noise lulled him 1nto a vague state of comfort ?
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He thought: *‘ In two or three hours we shall separate. I
shall recommence my usual life, which 1s only a series of
petty miseries. My habitual 1llness will inevitably serze
upon me again. Moreover, I know the troubles that Spring
revives in me. I shall suffer without cease. And I have
already a premonition that one of my most pitiless tor-
mentors will be the 1dea that Exil1 has put 1n my head. If
Hippolyte wished to cure me, could she ? Maybe, at least
partly. Why should she not come with me to some lonely
place, not for a week, but for a very long time ? She 1s
adorable 1n 1ntimacy, full of trifiing kind attentions and
of childish graces. Maybe, by her constant presence, she
would succeed 1n curing me, or at least 1n making me take
life more lightly.”’

He stopped before Hippolyte, took her two hands 1n his,
and asked . ‘“ Have you been very happy during these few
days ? Answer me.”’

His voice was agitated and persuasive. ‘‘ I was never so
happy before,’’ she replied.

Feeling a deep sincerity in this answer, George pressed
her hands with force, and continued ‘¢ Will 1t be possible
for you to go back to your every-day existence ?’’

¢ 1 do not know,’’ she answered, ‘I do not look before
me. You know all 1s lost.””

She lowered her eyes. George seized her in his arms,
passionately.

“ You love me, do you not ? I am the only aim of your
existence, you see only me 1n your future,’”

With an unexpected smile, which raised her long eye-
lashes, she said  “* Yes, you know 1t."’

He added once more 1n a low voice, his face bowed
down: ‘‘ You know my malady *’

She seemed to have guessed her lover's thought. Asif
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in confidence, in a whispering voice which seemed to draw
closer the circle in which they breathed and palpitated
together, she asked, *“ What can I do to cure you ? "’

They were silent, clasped 1n each other’s arms. Butin
the silence their two souls dwelt and decided upon the
same thing.

‘¢ Come with me,”” he cried, at length. ¢ Let us go to
some unknown country, let us stay there all Spring, all
Summer, as long as we can—that will cure me.”’

Without hesitation she replied ‘I am ready. I be-
long to you.”’

They disengaged themselves, comforted. The hour of
departure had come, they strapped the last valise, Hip-
polyte gathered all her flowers, already withered in the
glasses . the violets of the Villa Cesarini, the cyclamens,
the anemones, and the periwinkles of the Chigi Park, the
simple roses of the Castel-Gandolfo, a branch of an almond-
tree gathered 1n the neighborhood of Diana’s Baths, on their
way home from the Emussary. These flowers could have
told all their 1dylls, Oh, the frolicsome course 1n the
park, 1n descending a steep incline, on the dry leaves n
which their feet sank to the ankles! She shouted and
laughed, pricked on the legs by the sharp nettles through
the fine stockings, and then, before her, George beat down
the sharp stems with blows of his cane, so that she could
trample upon them without danger. Very green and 1nnu-
merable nettles adomned the Diana’s Baths, the mysterious
cave 1n which favorable echoes were transformed into the
music of slowly dropping water. And, from the depths of
the humid shadow, they saw the country all covered with
almond-trees and silver-and-pink peach trees, infinitely de-
lightful beneath the light-green pallor of the limpid waters.
So many flowers, so many souvenirs |

5
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¢ See,’ she said, showing George a ticket, **it is the
ticket for Segni-Paliano! I shall keep 1t."”

Pancrazio knocked at the door. He brought George the
receipted bill  In the emotion produced by the signor’s
generosity, he was all confused 1n his expressions of thanks
and good wishes. Finally, he drew two visiting-cards from
his pocket, and offered them to the signor and signora to
recall to them his humble name, begging to be excused for
his boldness.

Scarcely had he retired than the false newly wed couple
began to laugh. The cards bore, 1n pompous letters, PaN-
CRAZIO PrIRELLA.

¢ 1 will keep them too as a remembrance,”’ said Hippo-
Iyte.

Pancrazio knocked a second time at the door. He
brought signora a gift—four or five magnificent oranges.
His eyes sparkled 1n his rubicund visage. He warned them,
¢ It 1s time to go down.”

In descending the staircase the two lovers felt a certain
sadness and a sort of fear fall upon them, as if on leaving
this peaceful asylum they were about to face some unknown
peril.  The old hotel-keeper took leave of them at the door,
saying with regret, ‘‘I had such beautiful larks for this
evening.’’

George answered, with a contraction of his lips+ ‘“ We
will come again soon—we will come agamn soon.”’

While they proceeded to the station the sun sank below
the sea, at the extreme horizon of the Roman campagna
fiery-colored amdst the thick mists. At Cecchina 1t began
to dnizzle. When they separated, Rome, on that Good
Friday evening, humid and foggy, appeared to them like a
city 1o which one could only die,



In
THE PATERNAL ROOF.

CHAPTER I

ABouT the end of April, Hippolyte left for Milan, where
her sister, whose mother-in-law was dying, had called her.
George Aurispa had arranged to leave also, 1n search of a
new and unfrequented place. Towards the middle of
May they were to meet again.

But, just at that time, George recerved an alarming let.
ter from his mother. She was unhappy, almost 1n despair.
In consequence, he could no longer defer his return to the
paternal house.

When he became convinced that his duty urged him to
hasten at once where there was real sorrow, he was scized by
feelings of anguish which overcame by degrees his first
sentiment of filial piety, and he felt rise within him a
sharp 1rmtation which ncreased 1n acuteness as the scenes
of the coming conflict, clearer and more numerous, surged
through his conscience. And this irritation soon became
so acute that 1t dominated him entirely, persistently nour-
1shed by the material annoyances of the departure, by the
heart-breaking farewells

The separation was more cruel than ever. George passed
through a period of the most intense senstbility, the ex-
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asperation of all his nerves kept him 1n a constant state of
uneasiness. He appeared to no longer believe in the
promised happiness, the future peace. When Hippolyte
bade him good-by, he asked.

‘¢ Shall we meet agamn ? "’

When he kissed her lips for the last time, as she passed
through the door, he noticed that she lowered a black veil
over the kiss, and this insignificant tnfle caused him pro-
found distress, assumed 1n his 1magination the importance
of a sinister presentiment.

On arnving at Guardiagrele, at his birthplace, under the
paternal roof, he was so exhausted that, when he embraced
his mother, he began to cry like a cluld. But neither
the embrace nor his tears comforted him. It seemed to
‘1m that he was a stranger in his own home—that he was
sisiting a family which was not his own. This singular sen-
sation of 1solation, already experienced under other cir-
cumstances connected with his kin, returned now more
vivid and more importunate than ever A thousand little
particulars of the family life irntated him, hurt him. Dur-
ing lunch, during dinner, certain silences, during which
only the sounds of the forks were heard, made him feel
horribly uncomfortable. Certain refinements, to which he
was accustomed, received every moment a sudden and pain-
ful shock. The air of discord, hostility, and open warfare
which weighed heawily on this household almost choked
him

The very eveming of his arrival, ms mother had taken
him aside to recount her troubles and her ailments, to tell
him about the bad behavior and dissoluteness of her hus-
band. In a voice trembling with anger, looking at him
with tears 1n ber eyes, she had said to him:

¢‘ Your father is an infamous man "’
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Her eyelids were somewhat swollen, reddened by the
large tears; her cheeks were hollow, her whole person bore
the signs of long-endured suffering.

 He 1s an 1infamous man'! A wretch!'”’

As he went upstairs to his bedroom, George still had
the sound of her voice 1n his ears, he saw before him his
mother’s attitude, he continued to hear the ignominious
accusations against the man whose blood ran in his veins.
And his heart was so heavy that he believed he could carry
1t no longer. But, suddenly, a furious rapture created a
diversion, carried his thoughts back to his absent mistress,
and he felt that he owed his mother no thanks for reciting
to him all those woes—he felt he would have liked much
better not to know of, or 1n any way to occupy himself
with, anything but his love, to suffer from nothing but his
love.

He entered his room, and locked himself in. The May
moon 1lluminated the windows of the balcomies. Thirsty
for the mght air, he opened the windows, leaned on the
balustrade, drank 1n with deep breaths the cool air of the
night An infinite peace reigned below 1n the valley; and
the Majella, st1ll all white with snow, seemed to deepen
the azure by the solemn simplicity of 1ts outlines. Guardi-
agrele, like a flock of sheep, slept around the Santa Maria
Maggiore A single window lit up, 1n the house opposite,
made a spot of yellowish light

He forgot his recent wound. Before the splendor of the
night he had but one single thought—*‘ This 15 a night
lost to happiness'”’

He began to listen. Amidst the silence, he heard the
stamping of a horse 1n a neighboring stable, then a
feeble tinkling of small bells His eyes wandered to the
highted window, and 1n the rectangle of light he saw
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shadows flit, as of persons in active motion within. He
Listened 1ntently. He believed he heard a light knock at
his door. He went to open 1t, although not sure.

It was his aunt Joconda. She entered.

‘¢ Have you forgotten me ?’’ she said, kissing him.

In fact, not having seen her when he arnived, he had not
thought of her. He excused himself, took her hand, made
her sit down, spoke to her 1n an affectionate tone.

Aunt Joconda, his father’s eldest sister, was almost sixty.
She limped as the result of a fall, and she was rather short,
but an unhealthy stoutness, flabby, pallid. Given entirely
to religious practices, she lived by herself in her room, on
the top floor of the house, without having almost any con-
nection with the family, neglected, but httle loved, consid-
ered as being weak-minded. Her little world was full of
consecrated 1mages, relics, emblems, symbols, she did
nothing else but follow religious exercises, doze 1n the mo-
notony of her prayers, endure the cruel tortures caused by
her gormandizing. She had a greedy passion for confection-
ery, and all other nourishment she had no taste for But
often she lacked sweets, and George was her favorite, be-
cause, each time he came to Guardiagrele, he brought her a
box of bon-bons and a box of rossols.

¢ S0,”’ she said 1n a mumbling voice from between her
almost empty gums, ‘“so you have come back—eh! eh!
You have come back »?

She regarded him with a sort of timidity, finding nothing
else to say,, but a manifest expectancy showed 1n her eyes.
And George felt his heart contract with anxious pity
¢¢ This miserable creature,”’ thought he, ‘‘ has sunk to the
lowest degradations of human nature, I am bound to this
poor bigoted gormand by ties of blood; I am of her
racel”’
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A visible uneasiness had taken possession of Aunt Joconda,
a look that was almost impudent came 1nto her eyes. She
repeated .

¢ So—so0."’

‘“Oh! forgive me, Aunt Joconda,”’ he said at last, with
a painful effort “‘I forgot to bring you some candy.”

The old woman changed countenance, as if she were on
the point of fainting, her eyes became dim ; she stuttered :
¢ It doesn’t matter ??

¢ But to-morrow I will get you some,’’ added George
consolingly, yet with a sinking heart. “‘ I will write——""

The old woman became livelier. She said very rapidly.
“You know, at the Ursulines . . . 1t’s to be had.”

A silence followed, during which Aunt Joconda had,
without doubt, a foretaste of the morrow’s delicacies,
because her toothless mouth gave forth the little sound that
one makes 1n re-swallowing the superabundant saliva.

¢ My poor George! Ah'! 1f I had not my George! “fou
see, what has occurred 1n this house 1s a pumshment from
heaven. But go, boy, go out on the balcony and look at the
vases. I—I am the only one who waters them, I always
think of George, formerly, I had Demetrius, but now I have
no one but you.”

She rose, took her nephew by the hand, and led him fo
one of the balconies. She showed him the flowering vases;
she plucked a bergamot leaf and held 1t out to him. She
stooped down to feel 1f the earth were dry.

““Wait !’ she said.

“ Where are you going, Aunt Joconda ?”’

(13 W'a.lt T

She went off with her limping gait, left the room, re-
turned a minute later with a pitcher full of water which she
could scarcely carry.
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‘¢ But, aunt, why do you do this work ? Why give your-
self this trouble ? '

‘¢ The vases require to be watered If I did not think of
them, who would ?

She sprinkled the vases. Her respiration was heavy, and
the hoarse panting of her senile chest distressed the young
man.

““That will do! That will do!’”" he said, taking the
pitcher from her hands.

They stayed on the balcony, while the water from the
vases dropped 1nto the street with a light splash.

¢¢ WWhat 1s that lighted window ?’’ asked George, to break
the silence.

““Oh,’ rephed the old woman. ¢‘It1s Don Defendente
Sciol, who 1s dymng *’

And both watched the moving shadows 1n the rectangle
of yellow light. The old woman began to shiver in the cold
mght air.

““Come! Go to bed, Aunt Joconda.”

He wanted to escort her to her room, on the floor above.
While following a lobby, they met something which was
dragging 1tself heavily along the floor. It was a tortorse.
The old woman stopped to say ‘It 1s as old as you are—
twenty-five, and 1t has become lame like myself. Your
father, with a blow of his heel "

He remembered the plucked turtle-dove and Aunt Jane,
and certain hours spent at Albano.

They arnved at the threshold of her chamber. A dis-
gusting odor of sickness emanated from the interior. By
the feeble light of a lamp, one could see the walls covered
with madonnas and crosses, a torn screem, an arm-chair
showing the stuffing and the springs.

‘ W1ll you come 1n 2’
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¢ No, thanks, Aunt Joconda, go to bed.”’

She entered quickly, then came back to the door with a
paper packet, which she opened before George, and emptied
a little sugar on the palm of her hand.

““Yousee ? Itisall I have left.”

‘¢ To-morrow, aunt, come, go to bed. Good mght!"

And he left her, his courage exhausted, his stomach upset,
his heart saddened.

He returned to his balcony.

The full moon was suspended 1n the middle of the sky.
The Majella, 1nert and glacial, resembled one of those sele-
nious promontories which the telescope has brought close to
the earth. Guardiagrele slumbered at the foot of the moun-
tain. The bergamots filled the air with fragrance.

““ Hippolyte ! Hippolyte 1"’

At that hour of supreme angwsh, all his soul went out
towards the loved one, demanding assistance.

Suddenly, from the lighted window, a cry arose in the
silence, the cry of a woman. Other cries followed, then
there was a continued sobbing, which rose and fell like a
thythmic chant. The agony had ended, 2 soul had dis-
solved 1tself into the serene and funereal mght.



CHAPTER 1L

“You must help me,” said his mother. *You must
speak to him, you must make him listen to you. You are
hus first-born.  Yes, George, 1t 1s essential.”

She continued to enumerate her husband’s faults, to
lay bare before the son the shame of the father This
father had for a concubine a chamber-maid, formerly 1n
the service of the family, a degraded and very mercenary
woman , 1t was for her and the children born in adultery that
he dissipated all his fortune, without regard for anybody—
careless of his affairs, neglecting s property, selling his
crops at a sacrifice to the first comer, 1n order to obtam
money. And he went so far that, sometimes, through his
fault, the house lacked necessities, and he refused to give
a dowry to his younger sister, although she had been engaged
for a long time, and if any observation was made to him,
he responded by cries, nsults, sometimes even by the most
brutal violence.

““You Iive far from us, and do not know in what a hell
we Iive.  You cannot even 1magine the smallest part of our
sufferings. But you are the eldest. You must speak to
him  VYes, George, you must.”’

His eyes cast down, George remained silent; and to
repress the exasperation of all his nerves in the presence of
this unhappiness, which disclosed 1tself to him 1n so brutal
a manner, he required a prodigious effort. What? Was
this his mother ? That contorted mouth, so full of bitter-
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ness, which was contracted so sharply when she uttered
coarse words, was that his mother’s mouth ? Had misery
and anger changed her so much ? He raised his eyes and
looked at her, to see 1f traces of the old-time gentleness
st1]]l lingered on the maternal visage. How gentle he had
always known this mother to be formerly! What a beaut1-
ful and tender creature she always was! And how tenderly
he had loved her 1n his childhood, 1n his adolescence. In
those days Donna Silveria was tall and svelte, pale and
delicate , her hair was almost blond, her eyes black, all
her person bore the stamp of a noble race, for she descended
from that Spina family which, like the Aurnspas, has 1ts
armornial bearings sculptured beneath the portal of the
Santa Maria Maggiore. What an affectionate being she used
to be! Why, therefore, this great change ? The son was
distressed by all his mother’s abrupt gestures, at the bitter-
ness of her words, at all the ravages which a rancorous hate
had made 1n her features, and he was distressed also to
see his father covered with so much 1gnominy, to find such
a terrible abyss yawning between the two beings to whom
he owed his existence. And what an existence !

‘“ You understand, George ! '’ 1nsisted his mother. “‘ You
must be energetic. When will you speak to him ? Make
up your mund."”’

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

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

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

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

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

“ What a day this has been'”

Guardiagrele, the city of stone, shone resplendent in the
serenity of May. A fresh breeze agitated the grasses on the
gargoyles. In every crevice, from the base to the summat, '
Santa Maria Maggiore was adorned with minute, delicate
plants, bloomed with innumerable violet flowers, and as the
old cathedral reared its head 1n the azure sky 1t seemed
clad in a double mantle of marble flowers and of living
flowers.

‘1 will not see Hippolyte again,’’ thought George. ‘1
have dark forebodings. I know that, 1n five or six days, I
shall go to seek the hermitage of our dreams, but, at the
same time, I know that 1t will be 1n vain, that I shall
achieve nothing, that I shall hurl myself against an unknown
obstacle! How strange and indefinable are my feelings!
Tt 1s not 7 who know, but some one 1n me knows that all is
about to end.”

He thought ‘She does not write to me any more.
Since I am here 1 have recerved from her only two short
telegrams—one from Pallanza, the other from Bellagio.
I never felt so far away from her. Perhaps at this moment




THE PATERNAL ROOF. 77

another man pleases her. Is it possible that love falls out
of a woman’s heart a// at once? Why not? Her heart 15
tired, at Albano, warmed anew by buried memones, 1t
palpitated for perhaps the last time I was mistaken.
But certain incidents, for him who knows how to consider
them under their 1deal forms, bear in themselves secret
significance, precise and 1ndependent of appearances.
Well ' when I examine 1n thought all the little incidents con-
stituting our life at Albano, they assume an unquestionable
significance and an evident character, they are fina/. On
the evening of Good Friday, when we arrived at the station
at Rome, and when we said good-by, and the cab carned
her off 1n the fog, did 1t not seem to me that I had just lost
her forever ? Had I not the 1nnate conviction that all was
atan end ?’ His imagination presented to him the ges-
ture with which Hippolyte had lowered her black veil after
the last kiss  And the sun, the azure, the flowers, the gen-
eral joyousness of nature, suggested to him only this reflec-
tion: ‘ Without her, ife for me 1s 1mpossible.’’

At this moment his mother leaned over the balustrade,
looked towards the porch of the cathedral, and said :

¢¢ The procession 1s leaving the church.”

The funereal brotherhood left the porch with its insignia.
Four men 1n cowled robes carried the coffin on their shoul-
ders. Two long files of men, also 1n cowled robes, marched
behind with lighted tapers, only their eyes being wisible
through the two holes 1n their hoods. From time to time
the breeze made the tiny and almost 1nvisible flames
flicker, and even extinguished some of them, and the
candles consumed themselves 1n tears. Each cowled man
had at his side a barefooted child, who collected the
melted wax 1n the hollow of his two hands.

When the whole cortége had spread out in the street,
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musicians dressed in red with white facings struck up a
funeral march. The undertaker’s assistants regulated their
steps to the time of the music, the brass instruments
ghittered 1n the sun.

 What sadness and nidicule 1n the honors rendered to
the dead !’ thought George He saw himself 1n a coffin,
imprisoned between the boards, carried by that masquerade
of people, escorted by those candles and that hornble noise
of trumpets, and the idea filled him with disgust. Then
his attention was attracted to the ragged urchins who strove
to collect the waxen tears, walking unevenly, painfully, the
body bent, their eyes fixed on the flickering flames.

“ Poor Don Defendente!’’ murmured the mother,
watching the cortége as 1t disappeared 1n the distance.

Then, 1mmediately, as 1f she were addressing herself and
not her son, she added weanly -

““Why poor ? He 1s at peace now, 1t 1s we who are to
be pitied.”

George looked at her. Their eyes met; and she smiled
at him, but a smile so faint that not a Iine of her face was
moved. It was like a very light ve1l, scarcely visible, which
had spread over this face ever stamped with sorrow, But
the imperceptible gleam of this smile had the same effect
on George as some sudden great 1llumuination, and then,
for the first time, he saw distinctly on the maternal face the
wrremediable work of a great grief.

Confronted with the termble revelation which came to
him from this smile, an i1mpetuous wave of tenderness
welled up 1n his bosom. His mother, his own mother,
could no longer smile but 1n that way—only 1n that way.
Henceforth the stigmas of suffering would be indelible on
the dear face which he had seen bent over him so often,
and with such affection, in sickness and 1n affliction!
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His mother, his own mother, was killing herself little by
hittle, was wearing herself out day by day, was dnfting
slowly to the inevitable tomb! And what caused his own
suffering just now, while his mother was breathing out her
distress, was not the maternal sorrow so much as the wound
inflicted on his egotism, the shock given his unstrung nerves
by the unvarnished expression of this sorrow.

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

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

‘‘ What’s the matter, George ? What's the matter, my
child ?’’ asked the mother, frightened at seeing his face
all bathed 1n tears.

‘“What’s the matter? Tell me.”

Ah, now he had found the dear voice again, that unique,
unforgettable voice, which touched huis soul to 1ts very bot-
tom, that voice of comsolation, of forgiveness, of good
advice, of infinite goodness, which he had heard in his
darkest days—he had found 1t again, he had found 1t! In
short, he recogmized the tender creature of long ago, the
adored one

‘“Oh! mother, mother!”’

And he pressed her in his arms, sobbing, wetting her with
burning tears; kissing her cheeks, her eyes, her forehead,
1n a wild transport.

‘“ My poor mother !’

He made her sit down, knelt before her, and looked at
her He looked at her for a long time, as if 1t were the first
time he had seen her after a long separation. She, her
mouth contracted, with a sob but badly concealed which
choked her, asked

¢ Have I pained you very much ? "’

She dried her son's tears and caressed his hair. Then,
1n a voice 1nterspersed with convulsive starts, she said.
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¢ No, George. No'! It 1s not for you to suffer. God
has kept you far away from this house. It 1s not for you to
suffer. All my life, since your birth, all my life, always,
always, I have sought to spare you a single pain, a mo-
ment’s unhappiness Oh'! why did I not have the strength
to remain silent this time ? I should have said nothing, I
should not have told you Forgive me, George 1 did not
think I should cause you so much unhappiness. Don't cry
any more, I entreat you. George, I entreat you, don’t cry
any more. I cannot bear to see you cry ”’

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

‘¢ See,’’ he said, ‘‘ I am not crying now.’’

He leaned his head on his mother’s knees, and beneath
the caress of the maternal fingers soon became calm.
From time to time a sob shook his body. Through his
mind, 1n the form of vague sensations, passed once more the
distant afflictions of his adolescence He heard the twit-
tering of the swallows, the grating of the scissors grinder’s
wheel, the shrill cries on the streets—familiar sounds, heard
in the afternoons of long ago, which used to make his heart
grow faint. After the cnisis, his soul found 1tself 1n a state
of indefinable fluctuation  But the image of Hippolyte
reappeared, and he felt within him a new upheaval, so
tumultuous that the young man gave vent to a sigh on his
mother’s knees.

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

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

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

Of the recent emotion nothing remained , his mother had
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once more become a stranger to him. “‘ What could he do
for her? Save her? Restore peace to her? Restore
to her health and happiness ? But was not the disaster
irreparable ?  Henceforth, was not this woman’s existence
forever poisoned ? His mother could no longer be a
refuge for him as 1n the days of his childhood, 1n the
bygone years. She could neither understand, comnsole,
nor cure him. Their souls, their lives, were too differ-
ent. She could only offer him the spectacle of his own
torture !’

He arose, embraced her, disengaged himself, went out,
ascended to his room, and leaned on the balcony. He saw
the Majella all pink 1n the twilight, enormous and delicate,
against a greemsh sky. The deafening cries of the swallows
which were whirling around drove him 1n. He went to lie
down on his bed.

As he lay on his back, he thought to himself. “ Good,
I live, I breathe. But what 1s the substance of my life ?
To what forces 1s 1t subjected ? What laws governit? I
do not belong to myself—1I escape from myself. The sen-
sation I have of my being resembles that of a man who,
condemned to hold himself upright on a surface constantly
in oscillation and never 1n equiibrium, feels support con-
stantly lacking, no matter where he places his foot. I am
in a perpetual anguish, and even this anguish 1s not well
defined. Is 1t the anguish of the fugitive who feels some-
one at his heels ? Is 1t the angwssh of the follower who can
never reach his aim ? Perhaps 1t 1s both.”

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

‘“What do I lack? What 1s the lacuna of my moral
being ? What is the cause of my impotency ? I have the

6
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most ardent destre to live, to give all my faculties a rhythmie
development, to feel myself complete and harmonious.
And, on the contrary, I secretly destroy myself every day,
each day my life goes out by invisible and innumerable
fissures , I am like a half-emptied bladder, which becomes
misshapen 1n a thousand different ways at every agitation
of the liquid it contains. All my strength does not serve
me more than to enable me to drag, with immense fatigue,
a little grain of dust to which my imagination gives the
weight of a gigantic rock A perpetual conflict confuses
all my thoughts and renders them sterile. VWhat 1s1t I
lack ®» Who 1s 1t holds in his power that portion of my
being which eludes my consciousness and yet which, I feel
sure, 15 mdispensable for the continuance of my life ? Or
rather, is not this portion of my existence already dead, so
that only death will enable me to regain 1t ? Ves, that is
1it. In fact, death attracts me "’

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

These children greatly preoccupied him. Later, when
he wrote to his mistress, he developed the secret allegory
which his mind, 1nterested in such studies, had confusedly
percerved

““ One of them, sickly, yellowish, leaning with one arm
on a crutch and collecting the wax 1n the hollow of his dis-
engaged hand, dragged himself along by the side of a species
of giant with a hood, whose enormous fist brutally grasped
the taper. I st1ll see them both, and I shall not forget
them. Perhaps there 1s something 1n myself which makes
me resemble that child. My real life 1s 1n the power of



I =Y IE"FA L EKNAL KOOF, 87

some one, a mysterious and unknowable being who holds it in
a grasp of iron, and I see 1t being consumed, and I drag
myself after 1t, and I tire myself trying to collect at least
a few drops, and every drop that falls burns my poo:
hand.”



CHAPTER IIIL

On the table, 1n a vase, there was a bunch of fresh
toses, May roses, which Camille, his younger sister, had
gathered 1n the garden. Around the table were seated the
father, the mother, the brother Diego, Albert—Camulle's
fiancé, invited to dinner—and the elder sister Christine,
with her husband and child, a blond boy with a snowy-
white complexion, fragile as a blooming hly.

George was seated between his father and mother,

Chnistine’s husband, Don Bartolomeo Celaia, Baron of
Palleaura, was speaking of munmicipal intrigues 1n an 1m-
tating tone He was a man approaching fifty, dried up,
bald at the top of his head, as 1f tonsured, his face clean
shaven. The almost insolent acrimony of his gestures and
manners contrasted strangely with his ecclesiastic aspect.

As George listened to him, and observed him, he
thought ‘‘ Can Christine be happy with that man? Can
she love him ? Dear Christine, the affectionate, melan-
choly creature, whom I have so often seen weep from
sudden effusions of tenderness, to be tied for life to that
heartless creature, almost an old man, soured by the silly
wrangles of provincial politics! And she has not even the
consolation of finding comfort 1n matermty, she must be
tacked with worry and anguish for her child—sickly,
anz:mic, always pensive  Poor creature !’

He gave his sister a look full of sympathetic kindness.
Christine smled at him over the roses, 1nclining her head
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her.

Seeing Diego by her side, he thought. ‘ Who would
believe they were of the same race > Chnistine has largely
inherited the amiability of her mother, she has her mother’s
eyes, and, above all, has her ways and gestures But
Diego!” He observed his brother with that instinctive
repulsion that every being feels 1n the presence of an uncon-
genial, contradictory, absolutely opposite being  Diego
ate voraciously, without once raising his head from above
his plate, wholly absorbed 1n lis work. He was not yet
twenty, but he was thick-set, already heavy on account of a
commencing embonpoint, and his face was congested His
eyes, small and grayish, beneath a low forehead, did not
reveal the shghtest intellectual light, a yellow down cov-
ered his cheeks and strong jaws, and cast a shadow on s
projecting, sensual mouth, the same down was noticeable
also on his hands, the badly kept nails of which attested a
disdain for personal cleanliness.

““Can I love im? "’ thought George. *‘ Even to address
a single 1nsignificant word to him—even to respond to his
simple greeting, I have to surmount an almost physical re-
pugnance. When he speaks to me, his eyes never meet
mine, and 1if by chance our eyes do mest, he averts his
immediately with a strange precipitation. He reddens
before me almost continually, and without apparent cause.
How curious I am to know his sentiments regarding me
Without a doubt, he hates me.”’

By a spontaneous transition, his attention was transferred
to his father, to the man whose tratts Diego most truly
inherited.

Stout, sanguine, powerful, the man seemed to exhale from
his whole body an inexhaustible warmth of carnal witality,
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His jaws were heavy, his mouth thick-lipped, impenous,
full of a vehement respiration, his eyes restless and malig-
nant-looking , his nose was swollen, frechled, and twitched
spasmodically every feature of his face bore the impress
of a violent and cruel nature. Every gesture, every attitude,
had the abruptness of an effort, as 1f the whole muscular
system of his massive body was 1n continual struggle with
the encumbering fat. His flesh, that coarse stuff full of
veins, nerves, tendons, glands, and bones, full of instincts
and necessities , the flesh that sweats and stinks, flesh which
deforms and sickens, ulcerates and 15 covered with wrinkles,
pumples, warts, and hairs, that bestial stuff, flesh, flour-
1shed 1n him with a species of 1mpudence, and 1nspired 1n
the refined visitor an unconquerable repulsion. ¢‘ No,
no,” said George to himself “‘ Ten or fifteen years ago
he was not like that. I remember distinctly that he was not
like that This growth of latent and unsuspected brutality
appears to have occurred slowly, progressively. And I—I
am that man’s son!*’

He observed his father. He noticed that at the angle of
his eves, on his temples, the man had a number of wrinkles,
and beneath each eve a swelling, or species of iolet-
colored pouch He noted the short neck, swollen, con-
gested, apoplectic. He percerved that the mustache and
hair bore traces of dye. The beginmng of old age in the
voluptuary, the implacable work of vice and time, the vain
and clumsy artifice to hide the senile grayness, the menace
of a sudden death—all these sad, miserable, and tragic
tnings of human hife filled the son’s heart with profound dis-
tress An ummense pity entered into his heart, even for his
father. *‘ Blame him ® But he suffers, too. All this flesh,
wnich 1nspires such a strong aversion in me, all this heavy
mass of flesh, 1s inhabited by a soul. What angumsh he may
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have felt, and what weariness! He certainly has a ternble
fear of death.’” Suddenly, he had a mental vision of his
father 1n his death agony  An attack had overthrown him,
stricken him mortally, he panted, still alive, l1vid, mute,
unrecognizable, his eyes full of the horror of death, then,
as 1if stricken to earth by a second blow of the invisible
sledge-hammer, he lay motionless, a mass of inert flesh.
““\WVould my mother weep ?'’

“ You are not eating anything,’’ his mother said to him.
““You do not drink. You have eaten almost nothing,
Perhaps you are not well ?”’

“ No, mother,”” he replied. ‘‘I have no appetite this
morning ’

The sound of something dragging itself aloug near the
table caused him to turn. He perceived the decrepit tor-
toise, and remembered the words of Aunt Joconda ¢‘ She
became lame Iike me. Ycur father, with a blow of s
heel ”

While he was locking at the tortoise, his mother said to
him, with the glimmer of a smile.

‘¢ She 1s as old as you are. 1 was carrying you when it
was given to me *’

With the same imperceptible smile, she added *She
was quite small. The shell was almost transparent; she
resembled a toy. She has lived 1n our house ever since,
growing bigger every year ”’

She took an apple panng and offered 1t to the tortoise.
She looked for a moment at the poor animal, which moved
1ts yellowish, old, serpent-like head with a kind of dazed
trembling  Then dreamily she began to peel an orange for
George

‘¢ She remembers,’’ thought George, seeing his mother so
absorbed. He guessed the inexpressible sadness which,
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without any doubt, entered her soul at the recollection of
the happy days, now that the ruin was complete, now that,
after so many treasons, after so many infamies, all was
ureparably lost.  ““ She was loved &1 Zum formerls |, she was
young perhaps she had not yet suffered ! How her heart
must s1gh ’ W hat regret, what hopelessness must well up
from her entratls '’ The son suftered from the maternal
suficting—reproduced 1m himself his mother’s angwsh,
-\nd he dwelt so long, savoring the supreme delicacy of his
emotion, that his eyes became veiled 1n tears. He repressed
the tears by an effort, and felt them fall, very softly, within
himself. ‘¢ Oh! mother, if you only knew.’’

On turning round, he saw that Christine was smiling at
him over the roses.

Camulle’s fiance was just saying

¢ 'That 1s what one might call being ignorant of the first
word of the Code. When one claims to "

The baron approved the young doctor’s arguments, and
repeated after each sentence:

¢ Assuredly, assuredly.”

They were demolishing the mayor.

Young Albert was seated beside Camille, his fiancée.
He was dressed foppishly and his complexion was pink and
white, like a wax figure, he wore a little pointed beard, his
hair was parted 1n a straight line, a few curls were coquet-
tishly arranged around his forehead, and a pair of gold-
mounted glasses were on his nose. ‘‘That 1s Camlle’s
1deal,”” thought George. ‘‘ For several years they have
loved one another with an all-powerful love. They be-
heve 1n their future happiness. They have long sighed
for that happiness. Without doubt, Albert has promenaded
with this poor girl on hus arm through all the commonplaces
of the 1dyll. Camulle 1s not robust ; she suffers 1imaginary
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ailments; she does nothing from momning to night but
weary her confidant, the piano, with wecternes. They will
get marrted. What will be therr lot ? A young man vain
and empty, a sentimental young girl, 1n the petty provincial
world—'" An instant longer he followed in 1magination
the development of these two mediocre existences, and he
felt moved by pity for his sister He looked at her.

Physically, she resembled him somewhat She was tall
and slim, with beautiful chestnut-colored hair. Her eyes
were bright but changing, green, blue, or ashen 1n turn. A
light application of poudre de 715 rendered her still paler.
She wore two roses on her bosom.

‘¢ Perhaps she, too, resembles me otherwise than 1n her
features  Perhaps, unknown to her, her soul bears some of
the fatal germs which have developed i1n my consclousness
with such might. Her heart must be full of mediocre
anxieties and melancholies. She 1s 1ll, without knowing
what her trouble 1s.”’

At this moment his mother rose  They all followed her,
excepting the father and Don Bartolomeo Celaia, who
remained at the table to chat, which rendered them both
more od:ous to George. He had put one arm around his
mother’'s waist and the other around Chnstine’s wast,
affectionately, and so they passed 1nto the adjoining room,
he almost dragging them He felt his heart swollen by
extraordinary tenderness and compassion. At the first notes
of the nocfurne which Camille commenced to play, he said
to Christine

““ Will you come down 1into the garden ?”’

The mother remained near the engaged couple. Christ-
me and George went down, accompanted by the silent
child.

At first they walked side by side, without speaking.
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George had taken his sister’s arm, as he was accustomed to
do with Hippolyte. Christine stopped, murmuring .

‘¢ Poor, neglected garden! Do you remember our games
when we were hittle ? "’

And she looked at her son Luke.

“ Go, my Luchino, run and play a little.”

But the child did not move from his mother’s side; on
the contrary, he seized her hand. She sighed, looking at
George.

‘““You see! It 1s always the same'! He never runs,
he never plays, he never laughs. He never leaves me,
never wishes to be away from me. He’s afraid of every-
thing ! "*

Absorbed 1n thoughts of his absent mistress, George did
not hear what Chnistine was saying.

The garden, half 1n the sun, half 1n the shade, was girt
by a wall on the top of which glittered fragments of broken
glass fixed in the cement. Along one side ran a wvine.
Along the other side, at equal distances, reared tall
cypresses, slim and straight as candles, with a meagre tuft
of sombre foliage, almost black, shaped like a lance-head,
at the summit of their trunks. In the part exposed to the
south, on a sunny strip of ground, flourished several rows of
orange and lemon trees, just then in bloom. The rest of
the ground was strewn with rose-bushes, lilacs, and aromatic
herbs. Here and there could be seen several small myrtle-
bushes planted at regular intervals, and which had served
to line the now ruined borders. In one corner there was
a handsome cherry-tree , 1n the centre there was a round
basin, filled with gloomy-looking water in which were
growing lentuls.

““ Tell me,’’ said Chrnistine, ¢ do you remember the day
you fell into the basin, and how poor Uncle Demetnus
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dragged you out ? How you frightened us that day! It
was a muracle that you were taken out alive.”

At the name of Demetrius, George started It was a well-
beloved name, the name which always made his heart pal-
pitate when he heard 1t mentioned. He listened to his
sister, he watched the water, over which long-legged 1nsects
made rapid flights. An anxious desire came to him to
speak of the dead, to speak of him freely, to revive all his
memories, but he checked himself, feeling that selfish pride
which prompts one to conceal a secret, in order that the
soul may feed upon 1t 1n solitude. He experienced a sen-
sation almost akin to jealousy at the thought that his sister
should have been touched and moved at the memory of the
dead man. That memory was his own property exclusively.
He guarded 1t, 1n the intimacy of s soul, with a grnieved
and profound cult, forever Demetnus had been his veri-
table father, he was his only and unique parent.

And he reappeared to s mind, a mild, meditative man,
with a face full of a virile melancholy, and a single whate
curl 1n the centre of his forehead, among the black haur,
giving him an odd appearance.

‘“ Do you remember,’’ said Christine, ‘¢ the evening that
you hid yourself and passed the whole night out of doors
without show:ng yourself unt:l morming » How frightened
we were that time, too! How we looked for you'! How
we cried !’

George smiled He remembered having hid himself,
not out of fun, but from a cruel curiosity, to make his
people believe he was lost, and to make them weep for
him. Durng the evening—a humid, calm evening—he had
heard the voices calling him, he had listened eagerly for
the slightest sounds which came from the house 1 an
uproar, he had held his breath with a joy mixed with terror
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on seeing the persons who were seeking him pass near his
hiding-place. After the entire garden had been ransacked
without result, he still lay crouching 1n s hiding-place.
And then, at the sight of the household in confusion,
which could be seen by the quick gomng and coming of
shadows before the lighted windows, he was seized by an
extraordinary emotion, acute to the point of tears, he felt
sorry for his parents and for himself, just as though he were
really lost, but, in spite of all, he obstinately persisted 1n
concealing himself. And then the morning came, and the
slow diffusion of the light i1n the silent immensity had
swept from his brain as if a mist of folly, had given him
the consciousness of the reality, had awakened in him
remorse, He had thought of his father and the punishment
with terror and despair, and the basin had fascinated him.
He felt himself attracted by that pale and gentle piece of
water which reflected the sky—the water in which a few
months before he had almost perished.

‘¢ It was duning Demetnus’s absence,’’ he remembered
agan,

‘¢ Do you smell that perfume, George ?*’ said Chnstine.
¢ I w11l gather a bouquet.’”

The air, impregnated with a warm humidity, and charged
with heavy perfumes, disposed one to indolence. The
bunches of lilac, the orange-blossom, the roses, thyme,
marjoram, sweet basil, myrtle—all their essences com-
bined to form one single essence, delicate yet power-
ful.

All at once, Christine asked :

‘‘ Why are you so thoughtful ?’

The perfume had just aroused in George a great tumult,
a furious resurrection of all his passion, a desire for Hippo-
_lyte which had routed every other sentiment, a thousand



recollections of sensual delights which coursed through his
velns.

Smiling and hesitating, Christine added :

“ You are thinking—aof her 2’

‘“Ah! 1t 15 true, you know,” said George, reddening
suddenly under s sister’s indulgent gaze.

He remembered he had spoken to her of Hippolyte the
previous autumn, 1n September, at the time he stayed at her
house at Torncelle di Sarsa, on the seacoast.

Still smiling, still hesitating, Christine again asked :

*“ Do you—still love her as much as you did ?”’

Sl M

Without further speech, they directed their steps towards
the orange and lemon trees, both disturbed, but 1n a differ-
ent manner. George felt his regrets augmented by having
confided in his sister, Christine felt a confused revival of
her smothered aspirations, as she thought of the unknown
woman whom her brother adored. Their eyes met and they
smiled, and the smile seemed to diminish their pain,

She made a few rapid steps towards the orange-trees,
exclaiming

* Goodness ! what a quantity of flowers!'”

She began to pluck the flowers, her arms rased, shaking
the boughs to break off the small branches. The corollas fell
on her head, shoulders, and bosom  All around, the ground
was strewn with the fallen petals, as 1f with a fragrant snow.
She was charming 1n this attitude, with her oval face and
long, white neck. The effort animated her visage. All at
once her arms dropped, she grew pale, and tottered as if
overcome by vertigo.

“ What's the matter, Chnstine ? Are you 11l 2"’ cried
George, frightened, as he supported her with his arm

But a violent nausea choked her, and she was unable to



or

answer. She motioned that she wished to be taken away
from the trees, and, supported by her brother, she made a
few uncertain steps forward, while Luke watched her with
terrified eyes. Then she stopped, gave a sigh, regained her
color little by hittle, and 1n a voice that was still weak
said

‘Do not be alarmed, George It 1s nothing. I am
encetnte. The strong odor made me feel 1ll. It 1s gone
now. I am all nght now.”

¢¢ Shall we go back to the house ?”’

‘“ No. Let us stay in the garden. Let us sit down.,”

They sat under the vine, on an old stone bench Noti-
cing the child’s grave and absorbed look, George called him
to rouse him from his stupor.

¢ Luchino !’

The child leaned his heavy head on his mother’s knees.
He was frail as a lily-stem, he seemed to have difficulty 1n
carrying his head upright on his shoulders. His skin was
so delicate that every vein was visible, delineated as i1f
threads of blue silk. His hair was so blond that 1t was
almost white. His eyes, gentle and humid, like those of a
lamb, showed their pale azure from between long, fair eye-
lashes.

His mother caressed him, pressing her lips together to
Testrain a sob. But two tears welled up, and rolled down
her cheeks.

¢ Oh, Chnistine ! **

Her brother’s affectionate tone only increased her emo-
tion. Other tears welled up, and rolled down her cheeks

‘‘ You see, George! I have never claimed anything, I
have always accepted everything, I have always been
resigned to everything, I have never complained—never
rebelled. You know that George. But now this—now



this! Oh' Not even to be able to find a little consola-
tion 1n my son'”’

She spoke tearfully, and in a desolate tone

““Oh! George, you see, you see how 1t 15, He does not
speak, or laugh, or play, he 1s never merry, and he never
does what other children do. And 1t seems to me that he
loves me so much, that he adores me ! He never leaves
my side, never I begin to believe that he only lives from
my breath Oh! George, 1f I were to tell you of certan
days, long, long days, which seem endless I work near
the window, I raise my eyes, and I meet his eyes gazing,
gazing at me. It 1s a slow torture, a pumishment that I
cannot describe. It 1s as 1f I felt my blood flowing drop
by drop from my heart."

She stopped, choked by anguish. Drying her tears, she
went on *

‘“If at least the one I am bearing 15 born, I will not say
beautiful, but with health ! If, for this once, God will
come to my aid '’

She became silent, attentive, as if to draw an omen from
the trembling of the new life which she carried in her
womb. George took her hand. And for several minutes
the brother and sister sat mute and motionless on the bench,
overwhelmed by existence.

Before them stretched out the solitary and abandoned
garden. The cypress-trees, straight and motionless, reared
their tall trunks religiously towards the sky, like votive
candles. The rare zephyrs which passed over the neighbor-
1ng rose-trees had scarcely enough strength to cause the fall
of the leaves of the few faded roses. From time to time,
after 1ntervals of silence, came sounds of a piano from the
distant house.



CHAPTER 1V.

“WHeN ? When? The action they wish to force on
me becomes 1nevitable then ? I shall be obliged, then, to
face that brute ?’’ George saw the hour approach with
ungovernable dread. An 1nsurmountable repugnance arose
from the roots of his being at the very thought that he was
going to find himself alone, 1n a closed room, 1n a #s-a-#t,
with that man.

As the days passed, he felt mncrease his anxiety and hu-
miliation, caused by culpable inertia. He felt that his
mother, that his sister, that all the victims, expected from
him, the first-born, some energetic action, some kind of
protest—protection. Why, 1n fact, had he been summoned?
Why had he come » From now on, 1t no longer seemed pos-
sible for him to leave without having done his duty. With-
put doubt, at the last minute, he could have escaped without
saying good-by, and then written a letter justifying his
conduct by any plausible pretext. When his distress was
at 1ts height, he ventured to think of this ignominious re-
source, he stopped to consider a way, to arrange the most
trifling details, to picture the results. But, in the scenes
conjured up, the unhappy and ravaged face of his mother
awoke 1n him an intolerable remorse. The reflections
which he made on his egotism and his weakness revolted
him against humself and he sought with puenle fury to
find some particle of energy which he could excite and effi-
caciously employ against the greater part of his being, and
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which would permit him to triumph over 1t as over a cow-
ardly brute. But this false energy did not last, did not
serve 1n the least to press him to a manly resolution.
Then he undertook to calmly examine his situation, and he
deluded himself by the very vigor of his reasoming. He
thought - *“ What good could I do? What evils could my
intervention remedy ? Will this unhappy effort which my
mother and the rest demand from me yield any real advan-
tage ? And what advantage ?’' As he had not found 1n
himself the energy necessary for the execution of the act,
as he had not succeeded 1n provoking in himself a satisfac-
tory revolt, he had recourse to the opposite method—he
attempted to demonstrate to his own satisfaction the use-
lessness of the effort ‘‘ What would be the result of the
interview ? It would certainly have none. According to
my father’s humor or according to the trend of his conver-
sation he would be either violent or persuasive In the
first case, his violence and insults would take me by sur-
pnse. In the second case, my father would find a mass of
arguments to prove to me either his 1nnocence or the neces-
sity of his faults, and I should be taken equally by sur-
prise. The facts are wrreparable  YWhen vice 1s rooted 1n
the intimate substance of a man, 1t becomes indestructible.
Now, my father 15 at the age when vice can no longer be
rooted out, when habits can no longer be changed. For
years he has been associated with that woman and those
children  Have I the slightest chance to convince him
that he ought to break off all those ties > Yesterday, I saw
the woman It sufficed to see her, to guess that she will
never let go her hold on the man whose flesh she holds 1n
her clutches She will dominate him unti: his death. The
thing 1s now 1rremediable.  .And then, there are those chil-
dren and those children’s rights. Besides, after all that

7
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has occurred, would a reconciliation be possible between
my father and mother ? Never. All my attempts would
then be fruitless. And then? There still remains the
question of material damage, of money squandered, of dilap-
1dation  But does 1t fall on me to put all this in order,
since [ hve far away from the house ? It would require
constant vigilance to do that, and only Diego could do 1t.
I will speak to Diego, I will arrange with him  In short,
the most urgent matter just now 1s Camille’s dowry. Albert
frequently brings the subject up, and 1s even the most an-
noying of all my solicitors. Perhaps I shall be able to
make some arrangement without difficulty.”

He 1ntended to favor his sister by contnibuting towards
her dowry, for, the heir of all his uncle Demetrius’s for-
tune, he was rich, and already in possession of his property.
The 1ntention to perform this generous act raised him
once more 1mn his own conscience He believed himself
freed from all other duties, from any other disagreeable
step, by the sacmfice which he consented to make of lus
money.

When he turned his steps towards his mother’s room he
felt less uneasy, lighter, more comfortable. Moreover, he
had learned that since morning his father had returned to
the country place where he usually went 1in order to have
more freedom 1n s actions And 1t relieved hum greatly
to think that in the eveming, at table, a certain place
would be vacant.

‘“ Ah' George, you have come just in time,’’ cried his
mother, directly she saw him enter.

The angry voice gave him such a rude and unexpected
shock that he stopped, and he looked at his mother with
stupor, so transfigured by the transport of anger as to be
almost unrecognizable. He also looked at Diego, not



THE PATERNAL ROOF. 99

understanding ; he looked at Camille, who stood still, mute
and hostile.

¢ What 1s the matter ?'’ stammered George, fixing his
eyes once more on his brother, attracted by the bad expres-
ston which he saw for the first time on the young man’s face

‘¢ The strong box 1n which the silverware 1s kept 1s no
longer 1n 1ts place,’” said Diego, without raising his eyes,
contracting his eyebrows and mumbling. ¢‘ They charge
me with having made away with 1t "’

A flood of litter words fell from the unhappy woman’s
mouth.

““Yes, you—in league with your father. You are your
father’'s accomplice Oh! what infamy. And now this
frightful thing! Now this frightful thing! The child who
has nursed at my breast to turn against me' But you are
the only one who resembles him. God has been more mer-
ciful with the others. O God, blessed be thy name,
blessed forever, for having spared me that supreme misfor-
tune' You are the only one who resembles him, the only
one —'’

She turned towards George, who stood paralyzed, motion-
less, voiceless. Her chin trembled spasmodically, and she
was so convulsed that one would have believed that she
was going to sink down on the floor at any moment

““ Do you see now the life that we lead® ‘Tell me, do
you see 1t now * ILvery day, some new infamy Every day,
the same struggle to prevent the pillage of this unfortunate
house Are you convinced now that, 1f your father could,
he would turn us 1nto the streets, snatch the bread from our
mouths? And 1t mill come to that, we shall end by seeing
that. You will see, you will see.”

She continued, panting, with a choking sob 1n her throat
at every pause, giving vent at times to hoarse shrieks, which
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expressed an almost savage hate, a hate inconceivable mn a
creature apparently so delicate. And once more accusa-
tions fell from her lips. The man had no longer the
slightest consideration, the slightest shame. He would
stop at nothing and for nobody to make money. He had
become 1nsane, he seemed a prey to uncontrollable mad-
ness. He had ruined his real estate, cut down his woods,
sold his herds at hazard, blindly, to the first comer, to the
one who offered most. Now he began to despoil the house
1 which his children were born. For a long time he had
had designs upon the silver, family silver, old and heredi-
tar, prously guarded as a relic of the house of Aurspa,
preserved intact until now. Hiding it had proved useless.
Diego was 1n league with his father, and the two confed-
erates, eluding the keenest vigilance, had taken 1t, to do
vith 1t God only knows what.

* Have you no shame ?’’ she went on, turning towards
1M1ego, who restrained with difficulty an explosion of his
violence ‘‘ Are you not ashamed to take part with your
father against me-—against me, who have never refused
you anything, who have always done as you wished ? And
yet you know, you know perfectly well, where the silier has
gone. And you are not ashamed ? You've nothing to say ?
Won't you answer » Look, there's your brother  Tell me
where the box has gone I must know, do you hear * "

‘1 have already said that I don’t know, that I haven’t
seen the bow, and that I did not take 1t," cried Diego,
unable to longer contain himself, with an explosion of
brutalitv, and shaking his head, and the sombre flame
which Lit up his face made him resemble the absentee.
“ Do you understand ?”

The mother, pale as death, looked at George, to whom
the look seemed to 1mpart a similar color
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Seized with a fit of trembling impossible to hide, the
elder brother said to the younger.

““ Diego, leave the room.’’

“TI'll leave when 1t pleases me,”’ replied Diego 1mso-
lently, shrugging his shoulders, without, however, looking
his brother 1n the face,

Then a sudden exasperation seized George, one of those
extreme exasperations which, 1n feeble and irresolute men,
have such an excessive vehemence that they cannot manifest
themselves Dy any external act, but cause to pass before
the thwarted will flashes of crimunal visions. The hatred
between brothers, that odious hate which, since the crea-
tion, breeds secretly at the bottom of human nature to
break out at the first discord, more ferocious than every
other hate—that 1nexplicable hostility which exists, latent,
between the males of the same blood, even though the cus-
toms and peace of the birthplace have created between them
affectionate bonds, and, also, that horror which accompa-
nies the execution or the thought of a crime, and which 1s
perhaps only the vague sentiment of the law ipscribed by
secular heredity 1n the Chmstian conscience—all this
surged confusedly 1n a sort of vertiginous whirl which, for
a second, superseded all other sentiment in his soul, and
gave him an aggressive impulse. The very aspect of
Diego, his thick-set and sanguine body, his fallow head on
the bull-like neck, the evident physical superiortty of this
robust, muscular fellow, the offence against his authonty
as the elder—all contnbuted to augment lis fury. He
would like to have had a prompt means of dominating,
subjugating, felling this brute, without resistance and
without a struggle Instinctively he looked at his fists,
those large, powerful fists, covered with a reddish down,
which at dinner, employed 1n the service of a voracious
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appetite, had already caused him such a strong repul.
sion.

¢¢ Leave the room! Leave the room immediately!’’ he
repeated 1n a higher and more commanding key,  or else
ask my mother's pardon immediately "’

He advanced towards Diego, his hand extended as if to
grasp an arm.

‘I do not permit anyone to give me orders,” cried
Diego, at last looking his elder brother 1n the face

And, beneath his low forehead, his little gray eyes ex-
pressed a resentment which had been brooding for years.

‘¢ Take care, Diego !’

‘“ You don’t frighten me."”’

¢ Take care!”

““Who are you, I'd like to know ? What business have
You here ? '’ shouted Diego angrily. ‘¢ You have no right to
interfere. You are a stranger. I do not want to know you.
What has been your r6le up to now ? You have never done
anything for anybody, you have always thought only of
your comfort, and your interest. The caresses, the prefer-
ences, the adorations, have all been for you. What do you
want now ? Go back to Rome and squander your heritage
as you choose , but don’t meddle 1n what does not concern
you ”’

So he breathed out all his rancor, all his jealousy, all his
envious hate against the fortunate brother who, 1n the great
city yonder, lived a life of unknown pleasures, a stranger to
his famly, as though a being of another race, favored by a
thousand privileges

‘¢ Hold your tongue ! Hold your tongue !*’

And the mother, beside herself, and throwing herself
between them, slapped Diego’s face.

Leave theroom! Notanother word! Get out of here!



THE PATERNAL ROUK. —~o

Go to your father! I don’t want to hear you any more!
Idon't cven want to sec vou agan!”

Diezo hesitated, shaken by the quiverning of fury, perhaps
only waiting for a gesture from hus brother to fing himself
on him.

““Go '’ repeated the mwother, at the end of her energy.

And she fell fanting into Camille’s arms, extended to
recetve her.

Then Diego went out, lnvid with rage, muttering between
his teeth a word which George did not understand, and
they heard his heavy steps grow fainter as he passed through
the gloomy enfilade of rooms in which the daylight was
already dying.



CHAPTER V.

IT was a rainy evenming  Stretched out on his bed,
George felt himself so broken physically, and so sad, that
he had given up thinking, so to speak. His thoughts
wavered, 1ague and incoherent, but his sadness was modi-
fied and exasperated by the 1nfluence of the slightest sensa-
tions—occasional words pronounced 1n the street by pass-
ersby, the tick-tick of the clock on the wall. the tinkling
of a distant bell, the stamping of a horse, a whistle, the
banging of a door He felt alone, 1solated from the rest
of the world, separated from his own anterior existence by
the abyss of incalculable time  His 1magtnation repre-
sented to him, 1n an 1ndistinct vision, the gesture with which
his mistress had lowered her black veil after the last kiss;
1t represented to him the child with the crutch collecting
the waxen tears. He thought °‘There 1s nothing more
left to me but to dre.” Without defimite cause, his angmsh
increased all at once, and became unbearable  The palpi-
tations of his heart choked him, as if 1n a nightmare He
threw himself from his bed and paced up and down his
room, distracted, agitated, incapable of contaiming his
anguish  .And his steps resounded 1n his brain.

#Who 15 there * Someone calling me ?*’ The sound
of avoice rang 1n lus ear He strained his ear to listen.
He heard nothing more. He opened the door, walked 1n
the corndor, and listened. All was silent. His aunt's
room was open, and lit up. A strange fear seized him, a
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sort of panicky terror, as he thought that he might all at once
see that old woman, with the mask of a cadaver, appear on
the threshold. One doubt crossed his mind, she was per-
haps dead, seated over there in her easy-chajr, motionless,
her chin on her bosom—dead. This vision had the clear-
ness of reality, and froze him with veritable fright. He did
not stir, no longer dared make a movement, standing still
with a band of 1ron around his head, a band which, hike
some cold and elastic substance, expanded and contracted
according to the pulsation of his arteries. His nerves
tyrannized him, 1mposing on him the disorder, the excess,
of their sensations. The old woman commenced to cough,
and that made him start Then he retired softly, quietly,
on tiptoe, so as not to be heard.

‘“ What 1s the matter with me this evening ? I cannot stay
any longer alone 1n this room. I must go down.'’ Besides,
he foresaw that, after the atrocious scene, 1t would be
equally 1mpossible for him to bear his mother’s unhappy
appearance. ‘‘I will go out. I will go to Christine’s.”
What prompted him to make this visit nas the recollection
of the touching and sad hour spent with his sweet sister 1n
the garden.

It was a ramny eveming. In the streets, already almost
deserted, the few gas-jets threw out a dull glow. From a
closed bakery came the voices of the bakers at work, and an
odor of bread, from a cabaret came the sounds of a gurtar
and the refrain of a popular air. A band of wandering
dogs ran by and was lost in the sombre alleys. The hour
struck 1n the belfry.

By degrees, the walk 1n the open air calmed his exalta-
tion. He seemed to have freed himself from the phantasies
which encumbered his conscience His attention was
attracted to all he saw and heard. He stopped to listen to
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the sounds of the guitar, to smell the odor of the bread.
Someone passed 1n the shadow on the other side of the
street, and he thought he recognmized Diego. Meeting
him caused him agitation, but he felt that all his rancor
was gone, that no violence remained at the bottom of s
sorrow. Certain of his brother’'s words came back to his
memory. He thought ¢ YWho knows i1f he did not speak
the truth? I have never done anything for anybody, I have
always lived for myself alone  Here I am a stranger.
Everyone here judges me perhaps 1n the same way. My
mother said ‘ Yousee now the life we lead ?  You see now,
don’t you ?’ I might see all her tears flow, and still
should not have the strength to save her.”” . . .

He arrived at the gate of the Celala palace. He entered,
and crossed the vestibule. As he traversed the court, he
raised his eyes. Not a light was visible at any of the high
windows , there was 1n the air an odor of rotten straw, the
tap of a water-fountain dripped 1n an obscure angle, be-
neath the portico, beneath an 1mage of the Virgin covered
with a grating, a little lantern was burming, and through
the grating, at the feet of the Virgin, could be seen a bou-
quet of artificial roses, the steps of the large stairway were
hollowed 1n the centre by usage, like those of an antique
altar, and every hollow 1n the stone shone with yellowish
reflections. Everything expressed the melancholy of the
old, hereditary house to which Don Bartolomeo Celaia, left
to solitude, and arrived at the threshold of old age, had
conducted his bride and 1n which he had begotten his heir.

As he went upstairs, George saw with the eyes of his soul
the young, pensive wife and the an®mic child, he saw them
1n the distance, at a chimencal distance, at the end of an
out-of-the-way room to which nobody could penetrate. Fora
moment he had the 1dea to turn back, and he stopped, per-
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plexed, 1n the middle of the high and silent white staircase.
He was 1n a state of indefinable uneasiness. Once more he
had lost the sense of the present reality, he felt himself
once more under the 1nfluence of a vague terror, like a short
time before 1n the corridor, when he had percerved the door
open and the room empty. But, suddenly, he heard a
noise, and a voice as 1f someone were chasing something ;
and a gray dog, a gaunt and dirty-looking mongrel, doubt-
less driven to enter the house by hunger, came flying down
the stairway half a dozen steps at a time, and brushed by
him. A servant, noisily chasing the fugitive, appeared on
the landing.

‘ What 1s the matter 2"’ asked George, visibly agitated
by the surprise.

‘¢ Oh, nothing, sir. I am chasing a dog, an ugly, dirty
beast, that gets i1nto the house every night, no one knows
how, just like a ghost.””

This trfling, 1nsignificant fact, combined with the servant’s
words, aroused 1n him that 1nexplicable uneasiness which
resembled the confused anguish of a superstitious presenti-
ment. It was this angwsh which prompted the question:

‘¢ Is Luchino well ?*’

¢“ Yes, sir, thanks to God.”

¢ Is he asleep ?”’

““ No, sir, he has not yet gone to bed.”

Preceded by the domestic, he crossed the large rooms,
which seemed almost empty, and 1n which the furmiture, old-
fashioned 1n design, was placed symmetrically. Nothing
mdicated the presence of inhabitants, as 1f the rooms had
remained closed up to then And he said to himself that
Chrstine could not love this dwelling, since she had not
shed over 1t the grace of her soul. Everything had re-
mained there just as 1t was, 1n the same order 1n which the
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br:de found it on entering on her wedding-day, in the same
order left by the last of the wives of the house of Celaia.

George's unexpected visit delighted his sister, who was
alone and preparing to put the child to bed.

““Oh! George, how good you are to have come!’’ she
exclaimed, with an effusion of sincere joy, pressing him 1n
her arms, and kissing his forehead , and this tenderness had
the immediate effect of dilating her brother’s depressed
heart. ¢ Look, Luchino, look, there’s your uncle George.
Have you nothing to say to him ? Come, give him a kiss.”

A feeble smile appeared upon the child’s pale mouth;
and as he had lowered his head, his long, blond eyelashes
were it up from above and threw their trembling shadow on
his blanched cheeks

George took him 1n his arms, unable to prevent a sensa-
tion of profound emotion 1n feeling beneath his hands the
leanness of the child’s chest, 1n which beat so debilitated
a heart. And he was almost afraid, as 1f his slight pressure
were sufficient to extinguish the pitiful little hife. He felt
both fear and pity, as he used to do 1n his boyhood when he
held a little scared bird prisoner 1 his hand.

“ Laght as a feather !’ he said.

The emotion which trembled 1n his voice did not escape
Chrnistine.

He seated the child on his knees, caressed his head, an
asked him ‘

‘ Do you love me very much ? "’

His heart was filled with unusual tenderness., He felt a
melancholy desire to see the poor, sickly child smile, to
see his cheeks tinted at least once a fleeting rouge, to see a
Iight effusion of blood beneath the diaphanous skin.

‘‘ What have you here? '’ he asked, seeing a finger wrapped
up 1n linen.
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“ He cut himself the other day,” said Chnstine, whose
attentive eves followed her brother s slightest gestures ¢ A
shight cut, but 1t 1s obstinate 1n healing

‘“ Let me see, Luchino, ' said George, prompted by a
panful curiosity, but smuhing to call forth a smle. 1
will cuare 1t by blowing on 1t '

The child, surpnsed, permitted the bandage to be re-
moved from his finger Watched anxiously by his sister,
George took infinite precautions 1n untying it.  The end of
the linen had adhered to the slight wound, and he had not
the heart to detach 1t, but at the edge exposed to view he
saw appear a whitish drop, resembling whey His lips
trembled  He raised his eyes, he saw that the face of
his sister, intent on his every movement, had undergone a
change and was contracted by grief. He felt that at that
moment the poor woman’s soul was wholly concentrated 1n
that little hand

‘¢ It 1s nothing,”’ he said. And he forced a smile, as he
breathed on the cut, to give the 1llusion to the child, who
was waiting for the miracle Then he rebound the finger
with infimte care  He thought once more of the strange
angwssh which had seized lum on the deserted staircase, of
the chase after the dog, of the servant’s words, of the ques-
tions which a superstitious fear had suggested to him, of all
his baseless aniety

Noticing how absorbed he was, Chnistine said to him:

““What are you thinking of ?"’

¢ Nothing "

Then, all at once, without thinking, without having any
other intention than to say something which would arouse
the attention of the already sleepy child, he said:

Do you know, I met a dog on the staircase.”

The child opened wide his eyes.
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‘¢ A dog which comes every might *’

““ Yes,” said Christine, ‘° Gian spoke to me about it.”

But she stopped at the appearance of the dilated and
terrified eyes of the child, who was on the point of bursting
1nto sobs.

‘“ No, no, Luchino, no, no, 1t’s not true,’”’ she cried,
hiting him from George's knees, and pressing him to her
bosom. “‘No, 1t’s not true. Your uncle said that for
fun.”

“It's not true, 1t's not true,”’ repeated George, rising
1n consternation at these tears, which no other child would
weep, for they seemed to ravage the poor creature.

¢ Come, come,” said the mother in a coaxing tone;
¢¢ Luchino’s going to bed now, 1sn’t he ?”’

She passed into the adjoining room, still caressing and
rocking her weeping child.

‘¢ Come, too, George."”’

While she undressed the child, George watched her. She
undressed him slowly, with infinite precautions, as 1if she
were afraid to break him, and each of his gestures showed
sadly the wretchedness of his slender limbs, which already
began to show the deformities of an incurable rachitis.
The neck was long and flexible, lihe a withered stem, the
breastplate, the ribs, the shoulder-blades, almost wvisible
through the skin, making a projection which the shadows
cast 1n the hollowed parts accentuated even more strongly,
the enlarged knees appeared to be knotted, the abdomen
somewhat swollen, the navel projecting, rendering still
more prominent the angular leanness of the hips. When
the child raised its arms while the mother changed 1its
chemise, George felt a painful pity, almost an anguish, on
perceiving the fragile little arm-pits, which, 1n this stmple
gct, appeared to express the difficulty of an effort required
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to overcome the deathly languor in which this feeble life
was on the point of being extinguished.

¢¢ Kiss him,”’ said Christine to George. And she held
the child out to him, before putting him beneath the bed-
clothes. Then she took the child’s hands, carried that
having the bandaged finger from the face to the chest, then
from the left to the right shoulder, to make the sign of the
cross, and then she joined them, saying Amen.

In all this there was a funereal solemnness. The child,
1n his long white night-shirt, had already the appearance
of a Iittle corpse.

¢ Sleep, now, sleep, my love. We will stay near you. ’

The brother and sister, united once more 1n the same
sorrow, sat down one on each side of his bed.

They spoke no more. The odor of the medicines heaped
together on a table near the bed pervaded the room. A
fly detached itself from the wall, flew with a loud buzz
towards the flame of the lamp, and alighted on the coverhid.
A piece of furmture creaked in the heavy silence.

¢ He 15 falling asleep,”’ said George 1n a low voice.

Both were absorbed 1n the contemplation of the child’s
slumber, which suggested to both the image of death. A
species of oppressive stupor dominated them, without therr
being able to distract their thoughts from the picture.

An 1ndefinite time passed.

Suddenly the child gave a frightful cry, opened wide his
eyes, raised himself on s pillow as if termfied by some
horrible viston.

“Mamma! Mamma!'’’

¢ What 1s 1t, what 1s 1t, my love ? "’

¢ Mamma'*"’

‘“ What 15 1t, my love ? I am here.”

¢ Chase 1t away' Chase 1t away!”’



CHAPTEKR VL.

AT supper, at which Diego had abstained from showing
mmself, had not Camlle repeated the accusation 1n a
veiled form when she said, ‘ When the eyes do not see
the heart does not suffer’’ » And, 1n his mother's words,
—oh, how quickly his mother had forgotten the tears with
which the conversation at the window had ended,—even
10 tus mother’s words, had the accusation not cropped up
several times ?

George thought, not without bitterness *‘ Everybody
here judges me 1n the same way. In short, nobody forgives
me erther for my voluntary renunciation of my rights as the
eldest, or for the 1nhenitance left me by my uncle Deme-
trius. I ought to bave stayed at home to look after the
conduct of my father and my brother, to defend the do-
mestic happiness! According to them, nothing would have
happened 1f I had remained here. Consequently, I am the
guilty one, and ths 15 the expiation.”” The farther he
advanced 1n the direction of the suburban villa to which the
enemy had retired and towards which he had been pushed by
extreme measures, by merciless cudgel blows, so to speak,
the more he felt the weight of a kind of vexatious oppres-
sion, the indignation provoked by an unjust compulsion.

He was, 1n fact, 1n his own eyes the victim of cruel and
umplacable persons, who were unwilling to spare him any
kind of torture  And the recollection of certain phrases
uttered by his mother 1n the embrasure of the window on
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the day of the funeral, amid their joint tears, augmented
his bitterness, soured his irony ‘“ No, George, no' It is
not for you to suffer! I ought to have said nothing I
shouldn’t have told you. Don’t cry any more I can't
bear to see you cry '’ And, nevertheless, since that day
no kind of torture had been spared him. That little scene
had not made any change in his mother’s attitude towards
him. The following day, and ever since, she had been just
as angry and violent, she had insisted on his listening
over and over again to old and new accusations, aggravated
by a thousand odious particulars, she had morally forced
him to count on her face, one by one, the marks of the
suffering endured , she had almost said to him ¢ See how
my eyes are scorched by tears, how deep my wrinkles have
become , how white my hair has grown at the temples. And
what would 1t be could I show youmy heart ?*’ What had
been the good, therefore, of the grief of the other day?
Was 1t necessary for his mother to see burning tears shed
to be moved to pity ? Then she did not appreciate the
cruelty of the pain she inflicted uselessly on her son ?
¢ Oh, how rare on earth are those beings who know how to
suffer 1n silence and accept the sacrifice with a smile!”
Still disturbed and exasperated by the recent excesses of
which he had been an involuntary witness, already per-
vaded by the horror of the decisive act which he was pre-
paring to accomplish, he had thus come to despise his
mother to the point of complaining that she did not know
how to suffer with sufficient perfection.

The farther he advanced on his way (he had not wished
to take the carriage, and had started on foot, so as to be free
to lengthen at his will the time of the journey, and perhaps,
also, to have the possibility, at the last moment, of retracing
his steps, or to lose himself on the country roads)—the

8
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farther he advanced, he felt grow that indomitable horror ;
so much so, that finally 1t surmounted every other sentiment
and masked every other thought. The one 1mage of his
father occupied his mind, and with the relief of an actual
figure. And he began to imagine the scene which would
take place soon—he studied the countenance which he
would assume, prepared his first sentences, lost himself 1n
1mprobable hypotheses, explored the most distant memories
of his childhood and adolescence, tried to represent the
successive attitudes of his soul towards his father during
the successive periods of his past life. He thought *¢ Per-
haps I have never loved im *’ And, 1n fact, 1n not one of
his clearest recollections did he find a spontaneous move-
ment of confidence, or a warm effusion of tenderncss, or an
intimate and agreeable emotion. What he did find, 1n
the memories of his early childhood, was a continual fear
which oppressed all affection—the fear of corporal punish-
ment, of cross words followed by blows ‘I have never
loved him.”” Demetrius had been his real father, he was
his sole and only parent

And he appeared to his mind, a mild, meditative man,
with a face full of a virile melancholy, and a single white
curl 1n the centre of his forehead among the black har,
grving him an odd appearance

As always, the image of the dead man solaced him 1mme-
diately and bamished from his mind the things which had
just preoccupied him. His uneasiness became composed,
his bitterness disappeared, and his repugnance gave place
to a new sensation of tranqul securtty What had he to
fear » Why did his imagination exaggerate so childishly the
suffering which awaited him and which henceforth was 1n-
evitable » And once more he had the intimate conscious-
ness that he had radically transported himself from his
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present life, from the present state of his being, from the
contingencies which had most troubled him Once more,
under the 1nfluence that his uncle exercised on him from the
depth of his tomb, he felt himself enveloped by a sort of
1solating atmosphere, and lost the precise notion of what
had occurred and what was still going to occur, the real
events seemed to be divested of all sigmificance as far as he
was concerned, and to have but a momentary 1mportance.
It was like the resignation of a man whom fatality obliged to
submit to a trial 1n order to attain the future deliverance of
which his soul had already had the prevision and certitude.

This interruption of internal care, this singular respite
which he had obtained without effort and which did not
surprise him, permitted his eyes to be opened finally to the
spectacle of the solitary and magnificent landscape. The
attention he gave to 1t was calm and serene. In the aspect
of the country he believed he recogmzed a symbol of his
own sentiments and a visible impnint of his thoughts.

It was the afternoon. A clear and liquid sky bathed all
the terrestrial objects 1n 1ts own color, and appeared to
subtilize all matter by an 1infinitely slow penetration The
various forms of vegetation, distinct close by, became
effaced 1n the distance, lost by degrees their contours, ap-
peared to evaporate at the top, tended to become combined
to a single form, immense and confused, which a single
rhythmic respiration would animate. Little by little, be-
neath a deluge of azure, the hills became equal i1n size,
and the depths of the valley took on the appearance of a
peaceful gulf which reflected the sky. From this unrted
gulf the 1solated mass of the mountain soared up, opposing
to the liqud space the immovable solidity of its ridges,
which the whiteness of the snows 1llumined with an almost
supernatural light.



CHAPTER VIL

AT last the villa appeared, between the trees, close by,
with 1ts two broad lateral terraces provided with balus-
trades supported by little stone pilasters, and ornamented
with terra-cotta vases m the shape of busts representing
kings and queens upon whose heads the sharp points of the
aloes formed living crowns.

The wview of these coarse reddish figures, several of
which stood out clearly outlined against the luminous azure,
suddenly awakened 1n George new memortes of lus dis-
tant childhood, confused recollections of tural recreations,
of sports, of races, of romances 1magined concerming these
motionless and deaf kings, 1n whose hearts of clay the tena-
cious plants had fastened their roots. He even recalled
that he had long had a predilection for a queen whose thick
and long hair was formed by the hanging foliage of a fertile
plant, which, 1n Spring, dotted 1t wrth innumerable golden
flowerets. He looked for her with curnosity, while 1n his
mind he multiplied the images of the obscure and intense
Iife with which his childish phantasy had animated her  As
he recognized her on a comer pilaster, he smiled as if he
had recogmzed a friend, and, for several seconds, all his
soul 1nclined towards the irrevocable past with an agitation
which was not without sweetness. Thanks to the final res-
olutton which had assumed shape in him since his unex-
pected calmness 1n the midst of the pale green and silent
country, he found now 1n his sensattons a forgotten savor
and took pleasure 1n tracing, to its most remote sinuosities
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the course of his own existence, so close, thenceforth, to
the end determined upon  This curiosity for the manifes-
tations, even the most fugitive, that his being had dispersed
1n the past, this agitated sympathy for the things with
which he had formerly been 1n affinity, tended to change
1nto a languishing, tearful, and almost feminine tenderness
But, when he heard voices near the ruling, be shook off this
languor, and when he percerved an open window at which
the cage of a canarv-bird hung between the white curtains,
he came back to the sentiment of the present 1eality, and
felt anew his previous anguish  The surroundings were calm,
and one could distinctly hear the singing of the imprisoned
bird

¢ My visit 15 unexpected,’’ he said to humself, his heart
sinking  *“ If that woman should be with him ?”’ Near
the railing he saw the children playing 1n the sand, and,
without having time to obserie them, he guessed they were
his adulterine biothers, the sons of the concubine He
advanced , and the two children turned round, began to gaze
at him with astonishment, but without intimidation.
Healthy, robust, flourishing, with cheehs crimson with
health, they bore the manifest imprint of their ortgin. The
sight of them upset him , an irresistible terror assailed him,
he had the 1dea of hiding himself, to turn back, to flee,
and he raised his eyes to the window, with the fcar of per-
celving between the curtains the face of his father or that
of the odious woman of whose perfidies, covetousness, tur-
pttudes, he had so often been told.

‘¢ Ah, you here, sir?”’

It was the voice of a domestic, who came to meet him.
At the same time his father cried to him from the window.

“Is that you, George ? \Vhat a surprise!”’

He resummoned his courage, composed his face mto a



smile, and tried to assume an air of unconcern. He had
felt that already, between his father and himself, had
just been reestablished those artificial relations, almost
ceremonious 1n form, which they had used for several years
tonards one another 1n order to hide their embarrassment
when they found themselves 1n 1mmediate and 1nevitable
contact And he had felt, besides, that his will had just
totally left him, and that he would necver be capable to
expose frankly the true motive of his unexpected visit.

“ Aren’t you coming up *’’ said his father to him, from
the window.

““Yes, I am coming up *’

He would have lhiked to make believe that he had not
noticed the two children. He started to go up by the
open-air stairway leading to one of the large terraces His
father came to meet him. They embraced  There always
was 1n his father’s manner a manifest ostentation of affec-
tion

¢ So you finally decided to come 2’

‘T wanted a walk, and 1t landed me here. 1 have not
seen the place for so long' It's just as it always was, 1t
seems.”’

His eyes wandered over the asphalt-covered terrace, he
examined the busts, one after the other, with more curiosity
than was natural,

‘“ You're almost always here now, aren’t you ? '’ he said,
1 order to say something, to escape the embarrassing inter-
vals of silence which he foresaw would grow longer and
more {requent.

““Yes, I come here often now, and stay here,” replied
his father, with a shade of sadness 1n his voice which sur-
pnsed his son. ‘I believe the air does me good—since ray
heart began to trouble me.”’
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‘¢ Is your heart affected ?*’ cried George, turning towards
him with sincere emotion, struck by the unexpectedness of
the news *‘How ? Since when ® I never knew anything
of 1t—nobody has ever breathed a word of 1t to me *

He looked now at his father’s face, in the strong light
shed by the sun’s oblique rays and reflected by the wall,
and fancied he could detect the symptoms of the mortal
malady. And 1t was with sympathetic compassion that he
remarked the deep wrinkles, the swollen, worried-looking
eyes, the white hairs that bristled on the unshaven cheeks
and chin, his mustache and hair to which the dye gave
an 1ndefimte color between a greemish and a violet, the
thick lhips through which the respiration came like the gasp-
1ng of asthma, the short neck which appeared to be colored
by an extravasation of blood.

‘“ Since when ?”’ he repeated, without concealing his
anxiety

And he felt his repugnance to this man diminish as a
rapid succession of 1images, clear almost as the reality
might be, represented him beneath the menace of death,
disfigured by the death agony

““ Does one ever know when 1t begins ?’’ answered his
father, who, 1n the presence of his son’s sincere emotion,
exaggerated his suffering 1n order to sustain and increase a
pity by which he might succeed perhaps 1n profiting. ‘‘ Can
one ever tell when 1t begins ? These kind of maladies
breed for years, and then, one fine day, suddenly make
their presence felt  Then there 15 no remedy. One must
be resigned, await the end from one minute to another——"’

Speaking 1n this strain, in a changed voice, he seemed
to lose his hardness and massive brutality, to become
older, more feeble, more of a physical and moral wreck
It was like a sudden dissolution of his entire person, yet
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with an artifictality, exaggeration, and theatricalism which
did not escape George’'s perspicacity. And the joung
man thought instantly of those comedians who on the
stage, have the facilitv of instantly undergoing a metamor-
phosis, as they take off and replace a mask He had
even a sudden intartion of what was about to folloy  With-
out doubt, his father had divined the motiie of this unex-
pected visit, and now ne -ought to obtain some useful
effect by the exhibition of his malady. Doubtless. too, he
purposed to attain some definite object  What was that
object » George felt no indignation, no 1nternal anger, he
made no preparation, citner, to defend himself sgainst the
ambush which he fore-aw with such certitude, on the con-
trary, his 1nertia increased in proporuon to s lucidity.
And he waited for the comedy to follow 1ts course, ready to
accept all that might happen, sad and resigned

““W1ll you come 1n ?’’ said his father.

“If you like.”’

““Very well. Let us go 1mn. I have some paper§ I wish
to show you '

The father passed in first, directing his steps tow xds the
room the open window of which shed over the entire villa
the singing of the canary-bird  George followed him,
without looking around. He perceived that his father had
also changed his walk, so as to simulate fatigue, and 1t
gave him a poignant chagrin to think of the degrading
impostures of which he would soon be the spectator and
the victim  He felt in the house the presence of the con-
cubine, he was sure that she was hidden 1n some room,
that she was listening, that she was spying He thought
““What papers 15 he going to show me? What does he
expect to get from me »> He doubtless wants money. He
1s taking advantage of the opportumty. * And he thought
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he could st1ll hear certain of s mother's 1nvectives, he
recalled certain and almost unbelievable particularities
which he had leammed from her. “*What shall I do?
What shall I say ?”’

The canary 1n 1ts cage sang 1n a limpid and strong voice,
varying 1ts modulations, and the white curtains puffed out
like two sails, permitting a view of the distant azure The
breeze disturbed some of the papers that littered the
table, and on this table George perceived, 1n a crystal
disk which served as a paper-weight, a licentious vignette.

“ What a bad day I have had to-day,”” murmured his
father, who, affecting to be tormented by palpitation of the
heart, dropped heavily 1nto a chair, half-closed his eyelids,
and began to breathe like an asthmatic.

‘¢ Are you suffering ? *’ said George, almost timidly, not
knowing 1f the suffering were real or simulated, nor what
face he should put upon the matter.

“‘ Yes—but 1t will pass 1n a moment. As soon as I have
the slightest excitement, the least anxiety, I feel worse.
I need quiet and rest. And, on the contrary ”

He began again to speak 1n that mournful, complaining
tone which, owing to a vague resemblance 1n accent,
awoke 1n George the recollection of his aunt Joconda, the
poor 1diot, when she tried to excite his pity in order to get
sweetmeats. The feint was now so evident, so vulgar, so
1gnoble, and, 1 spite of all, there was so much human
misery 1n the condition of this man, reduced to such base
means to satisfy his implacable vice, there was so much
true suffering 1n the expression of his lying face, that 1t ap-
peared to George that not one of the sorrows of his past life
was comparable with the horrible anguish of that present
moment

“On the contrary ?”’ he echoed, to encourage his
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father to continue, as if to hasten the end of his own
torture.

““On the contrary, for some time everything has been
going from bad to worse, and catastrophes succeed one
another without cease I have had considerable losses.
Three bad consecutive jears, the failure of the vines, the
devastated flocks, the rents reduced by half, the taxes in-
creased 1n enormous proportions— Look here, Here are
the papers I wished to show you ”’

And he took from the table a bundle of papers, spread
them out before his son’s eyes, began to explain confusedly
a number of very imiolved business matters relative to
unpaid landed taxes which had accumulated during several
months. It was absolutely necessary that he make a set-
tlement at once, 1n order to avoid incalculable injury.
Therr effects had already been attached, and at any moment
the bills of sale might be posted. What could be done
to remove the momentary embarrassment 1n which he found
himself without any fault of lis own? The amount in-
volved was considerable. What could be done ?

George was silent, his eyes fixed on the papers which his
father was turning over in his puffed-up, almost monstrous
hand, with 1ts visible pores, and white with a pallor that
made a singular contrast with his sanguine face. At in-
tervals he lost the sound of the words, but 1n his ear still
sounded the monotony of that voice 1n contrast with the
shrill singing of the canary and the intermittent cries which
rose from the path where the two little bastards were still
doubtless playing m the sand. The curtains stirred 1n the
windows when an unusually strong breeze swelled their folds.
And all these voices, all these sounds, bore an 1nexpressible
expression of sadness for the silent visitor, who regarded
with a sort of stupor these bailiffs’ writs over which passed
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that swollen, pale hand, with its small, apparent scars left
by blood-letting. An image surged through his memory,
a strangely distinct remembrance of his childhood his
father was near a window, his face grave, his shirt sleeve
rolled up on one arm, which he held plunged in a basin
of water, and the water was reddened by the flow of blood
from the open vein, and by his side stood the surgeon,
watching the flow of blood and holding the bandages
ready for the ligature. One 1mage recalled another He
saw the bright lances in the green leather case, he saw his
mother carrying from the room a basin full of blood, he
saw the hand held 1n a sling by a black ribbon which was
crossed on his fleshy, soft back, sinking into 1t a hittle
Noticing his pensiveness, his father asked him.

¢ Are you listening to me ?”’

““Yes, I am listening.”

At that moment, the father perhaps expected a sponta-
neous offer. Disappointed, he made a slight pause; then,
surmounting his embarrassment, said

‘¢ Bartolomeo could save me 1f he gave me the amount *’

He hesitated, and lis physiognomy took on an 1ndefinable
expression 1n which the son believed he recognized the last
symptom of a modesty vanquished by the almost desperate
necessity of attaiming his object

‘ He would give me this sum for a note, but—I believe
he would require your signature.’’

At last the trap was sprung.

‘““ Ah! my signature,” stammered George, embarrassed,
not at the demand, but at the odious name of this brother-
1n-law, whom the maternal accusations had already presented
to him as a bird of 111 omen, eager to prey upon the re-
mains of the house of the Aurispas

And as he remained perplexed and gloomy, without say-
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ing anything, the father, fearing a refusal, laid aside all
reserve, and had recourse to supplications.

That was the only way now to avoid a disastrous judi-
ctal sale which would certainly determine all his other
creditors to swoop down on him. Disaster would be 1n-
evtable. Did his son wish to be a witness of his ruin ?
Or, did he not understand that, by interposing in this
mstance, he would act for his own interest and protect a
heritage which was soon to come to his brother and himself?

““Oh! It won't be so long, 1t will come from one day
to the other, perhaps to-morrow ! "’

And he began again to speak of his incurable malady, of
the continual per:l that threatened him, of his worries and
troubles that were hastening the hour of his death.

At the end of his strength, unable to stand longer that
voice and this scene, yet restrained nevertheless by the
thought of his other executioners—those who had forced
him to this place and who now awaited him to demand an
account of his mission-—George stammered :

‘¢ But wall you really use this money for the purpose you
have stated ?*’

‘“So' you too, you too!’’ cried his father, who, beneath
an apparent explosion of sorrow, repressed clumsily one of
his violent fits ‘‘So they have been telling you, too,
what 1s always being gossiped about everywhere—that I am
a monster, that I have committed every crime, that I am
capable of every infamy. And you have believed 1t, too!
Why, why do they hate me to this extent, in that house
yonder ? Why do they desire my death * Oh! you don’t
know how much your mother hates me' If you went back
to her now and told her that you had left me 1n my death
agony, she would kiss you and say, ‘God be praised!’
Oh ! you don’t know.”
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In the brutahity of his tone, in the peculiar expression of
his mouth, which added bitterness to his words, 1n the vehe-
ment resprration which dilated his nostrils, in the 1mitated
redness of his eyes, the real man was exposed 1n spite of
himself, and against this man the son felt a new impulse
of his primitive aversion, an impulse so sudden and so 1m-
petuous that, without reflecting, by a desire to appease his
father and to be freed from him, he interrupted him, saying
1n a convulsed voice

“ No, no, I know nothing. Tell me, what must I do ?
Where must I sign ? "’

And he arose dismayed, approached the window, re-
turned to his father. He saw him seek something 1n a
drawer, with a species of nervous impatience, he saw him
lay on the table a promissory note not yet made out.

‘“Here Place your signature here, that will do——"’

And, with his enormous 1ndex, whose flat nail sank i1nto
the folds of flesh, he pointed to the place for the signature,

Without sitting down, without having a clear conscious-
ness of what he was doing, George took a pen and signed
rapidly. He would have liked to be already free and away
from that room, to run in the open air, to go far away,
to be alone. But when he saw his father take the note,
examine the signature, dry 1t by sprinkling 1t with a pinch
of sand, then replace 1t and lock the drawer, when he re-
marked 1n every one of these acts the ignoble joy, badly
dissimulated, of a man who had succeeded 1n an ev:l pur-
pose, wher, 1n his soul, he felt the certitude that he had
permitted himself to be duped into a shameful fraud,
when he thought of the interrogations that awaited him 1n
the other house—then the useless regret for his act upset
him so, that he was on the point of giving play to his ex-
treme ndignation, and to finally revolt with all his power



against the scoundrel, in defence of himself, s family,
and of the violated rights of his mother and sister. ¢/ Ah!
1t was true, then—all that his mother had told him was true!
This man had not a shadow of shame, not a trace of self-
respect. He recoiled from nothing and before nobody
when 1t was a question of getting money.’”” And he felt
once more the presence of the concubine, of the rapacious,
1nsatiable woman who was certainly hidden tn an adjorning
room, eavesdropping, spying, waiting for her share of the
plunder.

Without succeeding 1n repressing the tremor that shook
him, he said .

“ You promise that this money will not be used—for any
other purpose ?*’

‘“ Why, yes, of course,”” replied his father, allowing his
son to see now how much this insistance annoyed him, and
who had mamfestly changed countenance since 1t was no
longer necessary for him to beg and feign 1n order to obtain.

“Take care' I shall know,” added George, who had
become very pale, and 1n a choking voice betraying an effort
to restrain the outburst of indignation which increased 1n
proportion as the man appeared more truly in his odious
aspect, 1n proportion as the consequences of the precipitate
step that he had taken became more clearly defined.
““Take care' I do not wish to become your accomplice
against my mother.”’

Affecting to be hurt by this suspicion, suddenly raising
his voice as if to intimidate his son, who was undergoing
torture while compelling himself to look him in the face,
the father roared .

‘ What do you mean to insinuate ? When will that
viper of a mother of yours cease spitting her venom ?
When will she finish ? Does she want me to close her
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mouth forever ? Very wellt I'll do it one of these days.
Ah! what a woman! For fifteen years, yes, fifteen years,
she has not given me one minute’s peace. She has poisoned
my life, she 1s killing me by slow fire, If I am ruined, 1t
15 her fault. Do you understand ? 1t 1s her fault !’

““ Be silent !’ cried George, beside himself, unrecogniz-
able, pale as death, trembling 1n all his limbs, se1zed by a
fury like that which he had already felt against Diego. *‘ Be
silent! Do not speak her name' You are not worthy to
kiss her feet. I came here to speak to you of her. I
allowed myself to be played upon by your comedy. I per-
mitted myself to be caught 1n a trap. What you wanted
was a present for your ribald companion, and you succeeded.
Oh! what shame! And you have the heart to insult my
mother 1’

His voice failed him ; he choked , a veil covered his eyes ;
his knees shook beneath him as 1f all his strength was
about to abandon him.

‘“ Now, good-by! I am going  Act as you like. Iam
your son no longer. I never want to see you or know any-
thing of you. I will take my mother away, I will take her
away with me to some distant place  Farewell !’

He went out tottering, a shadow before his eyes As
he passed through the rooms to reach the terrace, he heard
the frou-fron of skirts, and a door which closed, as if
behind someone retiring in haste, 1n order not to be sur-
prised.

As soon as he was 1n the open air, outside the railings,
he felt a mad desire to weep, to cry, to run across the fields,
to knock his head against a rock, to seek a precipice where
all would end  His nerves trembled painfully 1n his head,
and caused him cruel twinges as if they were being broken
one after the other. And he thought, with a terror that the
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dying day rendered more atrocious. ‘‘ Where shall I go?
Shall I go back Zkere this evening ?"*  The house seemed to
him to be moved back an infinite distance, the length of
the road appeared impossible to traverse, all that was not
immediate and absolute cessation of his frightful torture
seemed to him 1nadmissible.



CHAPTER VIII.

THE following morning, when he opened his eyes after
a very restless might, the events of the previous evening
seemed but a confused memory. The tragic deepening of
the twilight on the silent country, the grave sound of the
Angelus, which, prolonged in his ears by a hallucination
of hearing, had seemed endless, the angwish which had
come over him on approaching the house, at the sight of
the lighted windows crossed at intervals by shadows, the
feverish excitement which had seized him when, pressed
with questions by his mother and sister, he had related the
terview, exaggerating the violence of the invectives and
the atrocity of the altercation, the almost delirious desire
to keep on speaking, to add to the recital of the real facts
the incoherence of his 1magination, the ejaculations of
contempt or of tenderness with which his mother had inter-
rupted him, as he went on describing the brute’s attituge
and his own energy 1n reproaching him, then the sudden
hoarseness, the rapid exasperation of the pain which hamw
mered his temples, the spasmodic efforts at a bitter and
non-coercible vomiting, the severe cold which had chlled
him 1n bed, the hormble dreams which had caused him to
start while 1n the first torpor of his enfeebled nerves—all
this came back confusedly to his memory, augmented his
painful physical stupor, from which, however, he would
not have been willing to emerge but to enter into a state of
complete extinction, 1nto the 1nsensibility of a corpse.

The necessity of death was st1ll suspended over him with

9
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the same 1mminence, but 1t was unendurable for him to
think that, 1n order to put his design into execution, he
would have to shake off his 1nertia, accomplish a series of
fatiguing acts, conquer the physical repugnance which dis-
couraged him from all effort. Where could he kill himself ?
How ? At the house ? That same day ? Vith a fire-
arm * With poison ? His mind had not yet conceived the
precise and defimte 1dea. Even the torpor that paralyzed
him, and the bitterness of his mouth, suggested to him the
1dea of a narcotic. And, vaguely, without stopping to
seek a practical means by which he could procure an effi-
cacious dose, he imagined 1ts effect. Little by little the
1mages multiplied, became particularized, became more dis-
tinct, and their association formed a visible scene. What
he tried to 1magine was, not so much the sensations of his
slow death-agony, as the circumstances which would lead
to his mother, sister, and brother learning of the catas-
trophe. He tried to imagine the manifestations of their
sorrow, their attitudes, theirr words, their gestures. Still
following the same 1dea, his curious attention extended to
all the survivors, not only his immediate relatives but to
the entire family, to his friends, to Hippolyte, the far-dis-
tant Hippolyte, so distant that she had almost become as a
stranger to him

‘¢ George !’

It was the voice of his mother,who was knocking at the door

¢ Is 1t you, mother ? Come 1n "’

She entered, approached the bed with affectionate eager-
ness, leaned over him, placed a hand on his forehead, and
asked

‘‘ How do you feel ? Any better ? "’

“ A little. I’'m still dizzy—I have a bitter taste mn my
mouth. I should like a drink.”
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‘¢ Camille is going to bring you up a cup of milk. Shall
I open the windows more ? "’

‘¢ Just as you like, mother.”’

His voice was changed. His mother’s presence aroused 1n
him that sentiment of pity for himself which had given birth
to the imaginary picture of funereal regrets, the time for
which he believed was close at hand In his mind, the
actuality of his mother opening the windows became 1dent1-
fied with the imaginary action which would bring about the
terrible discovery, and his eyes grew moist with commaisera-
tion for himself and for the poor woman whom he destined
to recerve such a cruel blow, and the tragic scene appeared
before him with all the distinctness of a thing actually
seen, his mother, a little frightened, turns round in the
light, calls him again by name, trembling, she approaches
the bed, touches him, shakes him, finds his body 1nert,
cold, ngid, and then she falls, fainting, prostrate over his
corpse  ‘‘ Perhaps dead. Such a shock mught kill her.”
And his anxiety 1ncreased , and the moment seemed solemn
to him, like all that 1s final, and his mother’s appear-
ance, actions, and words assumed in lis eyes such an
unusual signification and value that he followed them with
almost anxious attention. Drawn suddenly from his spir-
1tual torpor, he had just recovered an extraordinanly active
consciousness of life  There reappeared in him a well-
known phenomenon, the singularity of which had often
attracted his attention. It was an instantaneous passage
from one state of consciousness to another, between the
new state and the anterior state there was the same differ-
ence as exists between waking and slumber, and that recalled
to his mind the sudden change produced in the theatre
when the footlights are unexpectedly turned up and pro-
ject their strongest light
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So, as on the day of the funeral, the son gazed on his
mother with eyes that were no longer the same, and saw
her as he had seen her then, with strange lucidity He
felt that this woman’s life was brought closer to, became
connected with as 1f adherent to, his own life , he felt the
mysterious relation of the blood, and the affliction of the
fate which menaced them both. And when his mother
came close to him again and sat down by his bedside, he
raised himself a little on his pillow, took one of her hands,
tried to dissimulate his agitation by a smile. TUnder the
pretext of looking at the cameo of a ring, he examined
the long and thin hand, to which each particulanty im-
parted an extraordinary expression of life and whose contact
caused him a sensation resembling no other  His soul
still enveloped 1n the gloomy 1mages recently evoked, he
thought. *¢ When I am dead, when she touches me, when
she feels the 1cy—’’ And he shuddered as he remembered
his own aversion to touching a corpse.

‘‘ What’s the matter »’’ asked his mother.

¢ Nothing—a little nervous, that’s all.”’

‘¢ Oh ' you are not well,’’ she went on, shaking her head.
‘‘ Where do you feel 111 ?*

‘¢ Nowhere, mother. I am naturally a little upset.”’

But the unnatural and convulsive look 1n her son's face
did not escape the maternal eye

‘ How sorry I am that I sent you there! How wrong
1t was of me to send you ”’

‘“No, mother. Why? It was necessary, sooner or
later.”

And all at once, without the slightest confusion hence-
forth, he relived the frightful hour, he saw once more his
father’s gestures, heard once more his voice, he heard again
his own voice, that voice so changed, which, contrary to all
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expectation, had uttered such grave words. It seemed to
him he was a stranger to that action and these uttered
words, and nevertheless, at the bottom of his soul, he felt
a sort of obscure remorse, he felt something akin to an
mstinctive consciousness of having passed beyond bounds,
of having committed an 1rreparable transgression, of hav-
i1ng trampled under foot something human and sacred. Why
had he departed with such violence from the great, calm
resignation with which the funereal 1mage of Demetrius had
mspired him, when 1t had appeared to him in the midst of
the silent country ® Why had he not persisted 1n consid-
ering with the same painful and clainoyant pity the base-
ness and ignominy of that man upon whom, as upon all
other men, weighed an 1nvincible destiny >  And he him-
self, he who carried that blood 1n his veins, did he not also
bear, perhaps, at the bottom of his substance, all the latent
germs of those abominable vices ? If he continued to Inve,
did not he, too, nsk falling 1nto a similar abjection ? And
then, all the cholers, all the hates, all the violences, all the
punishments, appeared to him to be unjust and useless.
Life was a heavy fermentation of impure matters. He
believed he felt that in his substance he had a thousand
forces, occult, unrecogniszable, and indestructible, whose
progressive and fatal evolution had made up his existence
up to then, and would make up his future existence, 1if 1t
had not happened precisely that his will had to obey one
of these forces that now imposed on him the supreme action.
““In short, why regret what I did yesterday ® Could I
have prevented myself from doing 1t 2’

¢ It was nccessary,’’ he repeated, with a new signification,
as if speaking to hamself.

And he sat a spectator, lucid and attentive, at the un-
rolling of the little of the Life that remained for him to live.



CHAPTER IX.

WHEN his mother and sister had left him alone, he stayed
in bed a few moments longer, through a physical repug-
nance to do anything whatever. It seemed to him that, to
rise, he would have to make an enormous effort. It seemed
to him too fatiguming to leave that horzontal position
which, 1n one hour perhaps, he was going to find eternal
repose. And, once more, he thought of a narcotic. *“ Close
the eyes and wait for sleep!’’ The virginal light of that
May morning, the azure reflected 1n the window-panes, the
beam of sunlight that streamed on the floor, the voices and
murmurs that arose from the street, all those living signs
that seemed to rise above the balcony and reach as far as
him and reconquer him, all inspired him with a kind of
fright mixed with rancor. And he saw again, 1n his mind,
the 1mage of his mother going through the gesture of open-
ing the window. He saw Camille once more at the foot
of the bed, he reheard the words of both, always relating
to the same man. What he most clearly remembered was a
cruel exclamation, uttered by his mother, with lips over-
flowing with bitterness , and with 1t he associated the vision
of the paternal features, those features on which he believed
he had discovered, over there, on the terrace, in the strong
light reflected by the whiteness of the wall, the symptoms
of a mortal malady. In front of Camille and himself, his
mother had said passionately. ‘“If that were only true!
Heaven grant 1t 15 true!'’’  So that, then, was the last 1m-
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pression left in his heart, on the eve of his departure from
the world, by the creature who was formerly 1n his house
the source of every tenderness '

An energetic 1mpulse suddenly came over him, he threw
himself from his bed, definitely resolved to act. ‘It will
be done before evenming  Where shall T do 1t®"" He
thought of Demetrius’s closed rooms He had not yet a
definite plan, but he felt morally certain that, dunng the
hours that st1ll remained to run, the means would be spon-
taneously offered, by a sudden suggestion which he would
be forced to obey

While he proceeded to make his toilet, the preoccupation
haunted him to prepare his body for the tomb. He, too,
had that species of funereal vanity that has been remarked
1n certain criminals condemned to death, and 1n swcides.
He rendered this sentiment more 1ntense on observing 1t 1n
himself. And a regret came over him at having to die 1n
this little, obscure town, at the bottom of that wild province,
far from his friends, who for a long time, perhaps, would be
1gnorant of his death. If, on the contrary, the act were
done 1n Rome, 1n the great city where he was well known,
his friends would have grieved for him , they would, doubt-
less, have given to the tragic mystery the adornment of
poetry  And, once more, he tried to picture what would
follow his death—his attitude on the bed, in the chamber
of his amours, the profound emotion of the youthful souls,
the fraternal souls, at the sight of the corpse reposing 1n
austere peace, the dialogues at the funereal vigil, by the
light of the candles, the coffin covered with wreaths, fol-
lowed by a crowd of young and silent men, the words of
farewell pronounced by a poet, Stefano Gondi ¢ He died
because he conld not make ks life correspond o hus dreams.”’
And then Hippolyte’s sorrow, despair, and loss of reason.
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Hippolyte! Where was she ? What were her thoughts ?
What was she doing ?

“XNo," he thought, ‘‘ my presentiment does not deceive
me ” And he saw again, 1n 1magination, his mistress's
gesture as she lowered her black veil after the last kiss, and
he went over 1n his mind the little fne/ points. Yet there
was one thing he could not explain, and that was the
almost absolute acquiescence of his soul at the necessary
and defimite renunciation which dispossessed him of this
woman, only lately the object of so many dreams and of
so much adoration Why, after the fever and anguish of
the first days, had hope abandoned him Iittle by httle ?
Why had he fallen into the melancholy certainty that all
effort would be useless to resuscitate that dead and incredi-
bly distant thing, #kerr love? Why had all that past been
so entirely separated from him that durning these last days,
beneath the shock of recent tortures, he had barely felt a
few vibrations reverberate clearly 1n his conscience ?

Hippolyte! Where was she ? What were her feelings ?
What was she domng? On what sights were her eyes
resting ? From what words, from what contacts, did she
suffer uneasiness ? What could have happened, that, for
two weeks, she had not found the means to send him news
less vague and brief than four or five telegrams sent from
always different places ?

‘¢ Perhaps she 1s already giving way to desire for another
man That brother-in-law of whom she was continually
speaking—'’ And the frightful thought aroused by the old
habit of suspicion and accusation suddenly mastered him,
overwhelmed him as 1n the gloomiest hours of his past life.
A tumult of bitter recollections arose 1n htm  Leaning on
tne same balcony where, the first evening, amdst the per-
fume of the bergamots, 1n the anguish of first regrets, he had
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invoked the name of the loved one, he relived 1n one sec-
ond the miseries of two years  And 1t seemed to him that,
m the splendor of this May morming, 1t was the recent
happiness of the unknown nval that blossomed, and was
diffused as far as where he stood.



CHAPTER X.

As if to initiate himself n the profound mystery into
which he was about to enter, George desired to see once
more the deserted apartment where Demetnus had passed
the last days of his Life.

In willing all his fortune to his nephew, Demetrius had
also willed him this apartment George had kept the
rooms 1ntact, with pious care, as one guards a reliquary.
The rooms were situated on the upper floor, and looked
south over the garden,

He took the key and went upstairs, treading cautiously,
to avoid being questioned. But, as he traversed the corndor,
he was necessarily obliged to pass by his Aunt Joconda's
door Hoping to pass unnoticed, he walked softly, on tip-
toe, holding his breath  He heard the old woman cough,
he made a few quicker strides, believing that the noise of
the cough would cover the sounds of his footsteps.

““Who's there ' demanded a hoarse voice from within.

“It1s I, Aunt Joconda.”

““Ah!' It’s you, George ? Come 1n, come 1p—"'

She appeared upon the threshold, with her ugly, yellow-
ish face, which, 1n the shadow, was almost cadaveric, and
she glanced at her nephew’s hands before looking at his
face, as if to see first 1f his hands had brought something

““Iam gomng 1n the next apartment,’”’ said George,
repelled by the 1gnoble bodily odor, which filled him with
disgust  “‘ I must air the rooms a little !
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And he resumed his steps 1n the corndor, until he came
to the other door. But, as he turned the key, he heard
behind him the limping of the old woman.

George felt his heart sink, as he thought that perhaps he
would not find a way to disembarrass himself of her, that
perhaps he would be obliged to listen to her stammering
voice amid the almost religious silence of these rooms,
with their beloved yet terrible souvenmirs. Without saying
anything, without turming round, he opened the door and
entered

The first room was dark, the air somewhat warm and
suffocating, 1mpregnated with that singular odor pecuhar
to old libraries. A streak of faint light showed where the
window was Before opening the shutters, George hesitated ;
he strained his ear to hear the gnawing of the wood-ticks.
Aunt Joconda began to cough, invisible 1n the darkness
Then, feeling on the window to find the 1ron catch, he
felt a slight thrill, a fugitive fear. e opened it, and turned
round, he saw the vague shapes of the furniture in the
greemish penumbra produced by the shutters, he saw the
old woman 1n the middle of the room, one side distorted,
swaying her flaccid body to and fro, chewing something.
He pushed back the shutters, which creaked on their hinges.
A flood of sunlight inundated the interior  The discolored
curtains fluttered

At first he was undecided the presence of the old woman
prevented him from abandoning himself to his feelings.
His irrnitation 1ncreased to such a degree that he did not
speak a stngle word to her, fearing that his voice would only
be cross and angry. He passed into the adjoining room and
opened the window  The light spread everywhere, and the
curtains fluttered He passed 1nto the third room and
opened the window. The light spread everywhere, and the
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curtains fluttered. He went no farther. The next room,
in the angle, was the bedroom. He wished to enter 1t
alone. He heard, with nausea, the limping gait of the un-
fortunate old woman rejorning him. He took a chair and
relapsed 1nto an obstinate silence, waiting.

The old woman crossed the threshold slowly Seeing
George seated, and not speaking, she was perplexed  She
did not know what to say. The fresh air that blew i
from the window unquestionably 1rritated her catarrh, and
she began to cough again, standing 1n the middle of the
room. At every spell her body seemed to swell and
then to subside, like the bag of a bagpipe beneath an inter-
mittent breath. She held her hands on her breast—fat
hands, like tallow, with nails bordered with black. And
i her mouth, between the toothless gums, her whitish
tongue quivered.

As soon as her fit of coughing was over, she drew from
her pocket a dirty paper bag, and took out a pastille. Still
standing, she chewed, staring at George 1n a stupid manner.

Her gaze wandered from George towards the closed door
of the fourth room. And the old woman made the sign of
the cross, then went and sat down on the seat nearest to
George Her hands on her abdomen, and the eyelids low-
ered, she recited a Reguzem.,

¢ She 1s praying for her brother,’’ thought George,  for
the soul of the damned.’’ It seemed 1inconceivable to him
that this woman should be the sister of Demetrius Aurspa !
How could the proud and generous blood which had soaked
the bed 1n the adjorning room, the blood sprung from a
brain already corroded by the highest cares of the intell:-
gence, have come from the same source as that which
coursed, so impoverished, 1n the verns of this peevish and
disgusting old woman ? “‘ With her, 1t is greediness—the
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greediness which regrets the liberality of the donor. How
strange, this prayer of gratitude from an old, dilapidated
stomach towards the most noble of smcides! How odd
hfe1st’’

All at once, Aunt Joconda began to cough again.

“You had better go from here, aunt, 1t 1sn’t good for
you,'’ said George, who no longer had the strength to master
his impatience. ‘“ The air here 1s bad for your cough. You
had better go, really. Come, I will see you back to your
room."’

Aunt Joconda looked at him, surprised at his abrupt
speech and unusual tone. She rose, and went limping
through the rooms. When she reached the corndor, she
again made the sign of the cross, as 1if muttering an exor-
cism. When she had gone, George closed the door, and
gave the key a double turn At last, he was alone and free,
with an mwvisible companion

He remained motionless for a few moments, as if under
magnetic :nfluence. And he felt his whole being invaded
by the supernatural fascination which that man, existing
without life, exercised over him from the bottom of the
tomb.

And he reappeared to his mind, a mild, meditative man,
with a face full of a virile melancholy, and with a single
white curl in the centre of his forehead, among the black
hair, giving him an odd appearance

‘“ For me,’’ thought George, ‘‘ he exists  Since the day
of his corporeal death I have felt his presence every minute.
Never so much as since his death have I felt our consan-
guinity. Never so much as since his death have I had the
perception of the intensity of his being. All that he con-
sumed 1n contact with his fellow-creatures, every action,
every gesture, every word that he has sown 1n the course of
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time ; every diverse manmfestation which determined the
special character of his being 1n relation with other beings,
every characteristic, fixed or vanable, which distinguished
his personality from other personalities and made of him a
man apart 1n the human multitude , 1n short, all that which
differentiated his own life from other lives—all now seems
to me to be collected, concentrated, circumscribed 1n the
unmque and 1deal tie that binds him to me He does not
exist for anyone but me alone, he 1s freed from all other
contact, he 15 1n communication with me alone. He
exists, purer and more intense than ever.”

He took a few steps, slowly. The heavy silence was dis-
turbed at moments by little, mysterious noises, scarcely
perceptible  The fresh ar, the warmth of the day, con-
tracted the fibres of the benumbed furniture, accustomed to
the obscurity of the closed windows. The breath of heaven
penetrated the pores of the wood, shook the particles of dust,
swelled the folds of the hangings In a ray of sunlight,
myriads of atoms whirled about. The odor of the books
was overcome gradually by the perfume of the flowers.

The things suggested to the survivor a crowd of recollec-
tions. From these things arose a light and murmuring chorus
which enveloped him. From every side arose the emana-
tions of the past. One would have said that the things
emitted the odors of a spiritual substance which had 1m-
pregnated them. Do I exalt myself ?’ he asked himself,
at the aspect of the 1mages that succeeded one another 1n
his mind with prodigious rapidity, clear as visions, not
obscured by a funereal shadow, but living a superior life.
And he remained perplexed, fascinated by the mystery,
seized by a terrible anguish at the moment of ventuning
on the confines of that unknown world.

The curtains, which a rhythmic breath seemed to swell,
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undulated softly, giving glimpses of a noble and calm
landscape. The slight noises made by the wainscoting,
the papers, and the partitions continued. In the third
room, severe and simple, the recollections were mustcal, and
came from mute 1nstruments On a long, violet-wood
p1ano, whose varnished surface reflected things like a murror,
a violin reposed 1n 1ts box. On a chair a page of music
rose and fell at the pleasure of the breeze, and almost 1n
time with the curtains

George picked 1t up. It was a page from a Mendelssohn
motet DomeENIcA II Post PascHA Andante quast alle-
gretlo.  Surrexit pastor bonus—  Farther on, on a table,
there was a heap of parts for the violin and piano, Leipzig
editions Beethoven, Bach, Schubert, Rode, Tartim,
Viotti. George opened the case, examimmed the fragile
strument that slept on olive-colored velvet, with its four
strings sfill intact. A cunosity seized him to awaken
them. He touched the treble string, which gave a plain-
tive moan that vibrated through the entire body. It was
a violin made by Andrea Guarner:, dated 1680.

Demetrius reappeared, tall and slender, a Iittle bent,
his neck long and pale, his hair brushed back, and with the
single white lock 1n the centre of his forehead. He held
the viohn He passed one hand through his hair on the
temple, near the ear, with his usual gesture. He tuned the
instrument, rosined the bow, then attacked the sonata
His left hand, shrivelled and proud, ran up and down the
neck, the tips of his thin fingers pressed the strings, and,
beneath the skin, the play of his muscles was so visible as
to be painful , his right hand, when drawing the bow, moved
with a long, faultless motion  Sometimes he held the
instrument tighter with his chin, his head 1nclined, his eyes
half-closed, enjoying keenly his mnner voluptuousness.
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Sometimes he drew himself erect, looked fixedly before
him, his eyes strangely brilliant, smiled a fugitive smile;
and from his brow beamed an extraordinary purity.

Thus the violimist reappeared to the survivor. And
George lived again the hours of life already lived; he
lived them again, not 1n pictures only, but 1n actual and
profound sensations. He lived agamn the long hours of
close 1ntimacy and forgetfulness, the time when Deme-
trius and himself, alone, 1n the warm room to which no
noise could penetrate, executed the music of their favorite
masters, How they used to forget their very existence! In
what strange raptures this music, executed by therr own
hands, soon threw them! Often the fascination of a
single melody held them prisoners an entire afternoon,
without their being able to leave the magic circle in which
they were enclosed. How often they had rehearsed that
Song without Words of Mendelssohn, which had revealed to
them both, at the bottom of their hearts, a sort of 1ncon-
solable hopelessness! How often they had rehearsed a
Beethoven sonata which seemed to grasp their souls, to carry
them away with a vertiginous rapidity across the infimty of
space, and hover with them, durning the flight, over every
abyss !

The survivor went back 1n his recollections as far as the
autumn of 188—, to that unforgetful autumn of melancholy
and poetry, when Demetrius had scarcely emerged from
convalescence. That was to be the last autumn' After
a long period of enforced silence, Demetrius took up his
violin again with strange disquietude, as 1f he feared hav-
1ng lost all his aptitude and all his mastery, all his knowl-
edge of the instrument. Oh, what trembling of the enfee-
bled fingers on the strings and the incertitude of the bowing
when he essayed the first tones! And those two tears that
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formed slowly 1n the cavity of his eyes, rolled down his
cheeks, and were arrested 1n the threads of his beard, rather
long and still untrimmed

The survivor again saw the violinist about to improvise,
while he himself accompanied him on the piano with an
almost 1nsupportable angwsh, attentive 1n following him,
I anticipating him, always fearing to break the measure,
strike a false note, make a discord, or miss a note

In his 1mprovisations, Demetrius Aurispa was almost
always 1nspired with poetry. George remembered the max-
vellous improvisation that, on a certain October day, the
viohmist bad composed on a lyric poem by Alfred Tenny-
son, 1n Zhe Princess George himself had translated the
verse so that Demetrius could understand 1t, and he had
proposed 1t to him as a theme. Where was that page ?

The curiosity of a sad sensation prompted George to
search for i1t 1n an album placed among the pieces of music.
He was sure he could find 1t, he remembered 1t very
clearly And, 1n fact, he found 1t.

It was a single sheet, written n violet ink. The charac-
ters had paled and the sheet had become rumpled, yellow-
1sh, without consistency, soft as a spider’s web. It bore
the sadness of pages traced a long time ago by a dear hand,
gone henceforth forever.

George, who scarcely recogmzed the characters, said to
himself ‘It 18 T who wrote this page! This wnting s
mine !’* It was a rather timid hand, unequal, almost fem-
nine, recalling a schoolboy’s writing, preserving the am-
biguity of the recent adolescence, the hesitating delicacy
of a soul that dares not yet know all ¢ What a change in
that, too!’’ And he read again the poet’s verse

Tears, 1dle tears, I hnow not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
10
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Rise n the heart, and gather to the eyes,
In looking on the happy Autumn-fields,
And thinking of the days that are no more.

Fresh as the first beam ghttering on a sail

That brings our {riends up from the underworld,
Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge,

So sad, so fresh, the d1ys that are no more

Ah, sad 1nd strange as 1n dirth summer dawns
The earhest pipe of half-awaken d birds

To dymng ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a ghmmering square ;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more

Dear as remember d hisses after death

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign'd
On lips that are for others, deep as love,
Deep as first love and wild with all regret,
O Death 1n Life, the days that are no more

Demetrius 1mprovised standing, beside the piano, a trifle
paler, a trifle more bent, but from time to time he drew
limself erect beneath the breath of inspiration, as a bent
reed straightens beneath the breath of the wind He kept
his eyes fixed 1n the direction of the window. where, as if
in a frame, appeared an autumn landscape, reddish and
misty. According to the vicissitudes of the heavens without,
a changeable light flooded at intervals his person, flashed
m the humdity of s eyes, gilded his extraordinarly
pure brow And the wiolin said ‘“ Sad as the last which
reddens over one that sinks with all we love below the
verge, so sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.” And
the violin repeated, with sobs . “ O Death 1n Life, the days
that are no more.”’
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At the remimiscence, at the vision conjured up, a supreme
anguish assailed the survivor When the 1mages had passed,
the silence seemed to him still heavier. The delicate
nstrument through which Demetrius’s soul had sung 1ts lof-
tiest songs had again sunk to sleep, with 1ts four strings
still 1ntact, 1n the velvet-lined case.

George lowered the 11d, as on a corpse. Around him the
silence was lugubrious. But he still retained, at the bot-
tom of his heart, like a refrain 1ndefinitely prolonged, this
sigh ‘“ O Death 1n Life, the days that are no more

He remained a few moments before the door which shut
off the tragic chamber. He felt that henceforth he was
no longer master of himself = His nerves dominated him,
imposed on him the disorder and excess of their sensations.
He felt about his head a band that contracted and enlarged
according to the palpitations of his arteries, as 1if 1t were
an elastic and cold substance. The same cold chill ran
down his spinal column

With sudden energy, 1n a sort of rage, he turned the knob
and entered. Without looking about him, walking 1n the
ray of light which, projected through the open door, was
shed across the floor, he went straight towards one of the
balcomies, opened the two shutters. He also opened the
shutters of the other palcony  After this rapid actionm,
accomplished under the impulse of a sort of horror, he
turned, agitated, gasping He felt his flesh creep.

What he saw before anything else was the bed statroned
1n front of him, with 1ts green counterpane, all of walnut,
but simple 1n form, without carving, without ornaments,
without curtains  For several moments he saw nothing but
the bed, like on that terrible day when, crossing the thresh-
old of the room, he had stopped petnified at the sight of
the corpse.
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Evoked by the survivor’s imagination, the corpse, with
its head enveloped 1n a black vell and 1ts arms stretched
alongside the body, retook 1ts place on the mortuary couch.
The strong light which entered from the wide-open balco-
nies did not succeed 1n dissipating the phantom. It wasa
vision, not continuous but intermittent, seen now and
then, as 1f Dy a rapid closure of the eyelids, although the
witness’s eyelids remained 1mmovable

In the silence of the room, and 1n the silence of his soul,
George heard, very distinctly, the scratching of the wood-
tick. And this trifling fact sutficed to dissipate momentarily
1in him the extreme violence of the nervous tension, as the
prick of a needle suffices to empty a swollen blister

Every particular of the terrible day came back to his
memory the unexpected news brought to Torricelle di
Sarsa, at about three o’clock in the afternoon, by a breath-
less messenger who stammered and wept, the eahausting
journey on horseback, 1n the heat of the dog-days, across
the scorched hills, and, during the journey, the sudden
fainting spells which made him reel 1n his saddle, then the
house filled with sobs, filled with noises of doors banged by
the gale, filled with the buzzing he had 1n the arteries , and,
finally, the impetuous entry into the room, the sight of the
corpse, the curtains swelling and swishing, the tinkling of
the holy-water basin suspended on the wall

The deed had been done on the morning of the fourth of
August, without any suspicious preparations The suicide
had left no letter, not even for his nephew  The will by
which he constituted George his sole legatee was already
of old date. Demetrius had taken evident precautions to
conceal the causes of his resolution, and even to avoid every
pretext for hypotheses, he had taken care to destroy even
the least traces of the acts which had preceded the supreme
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act. In the apartment, everything was found 1n order, in
an order almost evcessive, not a paper remained on the
desk, not a book was missing from the shelves of the bool-
case On the Little table, near the bed, was the pistol-
case, open, nothing more.

For the thousandth time, a question arose 1n the mind of
the survivor  ““ Why did he kill himself? Had he a
secret which gnawed at his heart ? Or else, was 1t the cruel
sagacity of his intelligence which rendered lLife 1nsupport-
able * He bore his destiny within himseif, as I bear mine
1 myself.”

He looked at the little silver emblem still suspended on
the wall at the head of the bed, a symbol of religion, a
maternal prous souvenir. It was a fine piece of workman-
ship by an old master goldsmith of Guardiagrele, Andrea
Gallucci—a sort of hereditary jewel. ‘‘ He loved religious
emblems, sacred music, the odor of incense, crucifixes, the
hymns of the Latin Church. He was a mystic, an ascetic,
the most passionate contemplator of the inner hife, but he
did not believe 1n God.”

He looked at the pistol-case, and a thought, latent 1n
the deepest recesses of his brain, was revealed to him as by
a lighting flash ¢ I, too, will kill myself with one of
these pistols—uush the same, on the same bed’ After a
short appeasement, his exaltation took hold of him again,
again he felt his flesh creep. Once more he felt the actual
and profound sensation of the shudder already experienced
on the tragic day, when he had wished to raise, with his
own hands, the black veil spread over the dead man’s face,
and when, through the linen wrappings, he believed he
could see the ravages of the wound, the horrible ravage made
by the explosion of the firearm, by the 1mpact of the ball
against the bone of the skull, against that brow so deh-



150

cate and so pure. In reality, he had seen only a portion of
the nose, the mouth, and the chin. The rest was hidden
by the bandages several times folded, perhaps because the
eyes had started from theirsockets. But the mouth, intact,
permitted a view of the beard, silky and thin—the mouth,
pale and withered, which, living, opened so softly for the
unexpected smile—the mouth had received from the seal of
death an expression of superhuman calmness, rendered
more extraordinary by the bloody havoc hidden by the
bandages.

This 1mage, fixed 1n an 1neffaceable 1mprint, was graven
1n the soul of the inheritor, in the centre of his soul, and
after five years 1t still preserved the same evidence, pre-
served by a fatal power

In thinking that he also would stretch himself on the
same bed, and that he would kill himself with the same
weapon, George did not feel that tumultuous and vibrant
emotion which sudden resolutions impart, 1t was rather an
indefinable feeling, as 1f 1t concerned a project formed
a long time ago, and approved in a rather indefinite fash-
10n, and that the time had come to decide about 1t and to
accomplish 1t  He opened the case, examined the pistols.

They were fine weapons, rifled duelling pistols, of old
English make, with a stock perfectly fitted to the hand.
They reposed on a light-green velvet, a little frayed at the
edges of the compartments which contained everything
necessary for loading them As the barrels were of large
calibre, the balls were large , those which, when they touch
their object, always produce a decisive effect

George took one and weighed 1t 1n the palm of his hand
“In less than five minutes I could be dead Demetrius
has left on this bed the hollow where I shall lie.’”” And by
an 1maginary transposition 1t was himself whom he saw
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stretched on the couch  But that wood-tick! That wood-
tick! He had a perception of being gnawed by the insects,
as distinctly and as fnightfully as if the animals were 1n his
brain  This implacable gnawing came from the bed, and he
perceived 1t Then he understood the sadness of the man
who, before dying, hears beneath him the gnawing of the
wood-tick  VWhen he pictured himself 1n the act of press-
1ng the trigger, he felt an agonized and repulsive contraction
of all his nernes When he came to the conclusion that
nothing forced him to kill himself, and that he could wait,
he felt at the deepest recesses of his substance the sponta-
neous expansion of intense relief. A thousand inwisible
ties still bound him to ife  * Hippolyte !’

He went towards the balcony, towards the light, with
a sort of 1mpetuosity. A background of an immense land-
scape, bluish and mysterious, melted 1n the languor of the
day. The sun was slowly setting on the mountain, which 1t
fliooded with gold, like the couch of a mistress who awarted.
The Majella, enormous and white, all bathed in this liquid
gold, reared 1ts huge mass 1n the sky.






THE HERMITAGE.

CHAPTER L

In her letter of May 1oth, Hippolyte had said: *“I can
at last dispose of a free hour to write you a long letter.
My brother-in-law has now been dragging his pamn from
hotel to hotel around the lake for the last ten days, and
we both follow im like troubled souls. You could never
imagine the melancholy of this pilgrimage. I myself am
utterly exhausted, I await the first favorable opportunity
to leave them. Have you already found the Hermitage ? "’
She had said “ Your letters increase my torment inex-
pressibly. I know well your malady, and I divine that
words fail you to express your suffering. I would give half
of my blood to succeed 1n convincing you, once for all,
that I am yours, absolutely yours, forever, until death, I
think of you, of you only, uninterruptedly, every instant of
my life  Away from you, I cannot enjoy one moment’s
calm and happiness  Everything disgusts and 1rritates me.
Oh, when will 1t be given me to be with you entire days,
to live your life! You will see, I shall no longer be the
same woman. I shall be amiable, tender, gentle. I shall
take care to be always the same, always discreet. I shall
tell you all my thoughts, and you will tell me all yours. I
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shall be your mustress, your friend, your sister ; and, 1f you
believe me worthy, I will be also your counsellor I have
a lucid intuition of things, and a hundred times I have expe-
rienced this lucidity, which has never led me 1into error
My sole care will be to please you always, never to be a
burden in your Iife  In me you should find only sweetness
and repose. . . I have many faults, my friend, but
you will aid me to conquer them You will make me per-
Ject, for yourself. T await from you the first encouragement.
Later, when I am sure of myself, I will say to you Now I
am worthy, now I have the consciousness of being what
you desire  And you, too, will be proud to think that I
owe you all, that I am your creature in everything, and
then 1t will seem to you that T am more 1ntimately yours,
and you will love me always more, always more. It will
be a Iife of love such as has never before been seen.”

In a postscript “‘I send you a rhododendron gathered
m the park of Isola Madre . . Yesterday, in the
pocket of that gray dress which you know, I found the note
from Albano which I had asked you for as a souvemir It
1s dated 4pre/ 9tk. It has been marked with several daskess
of wood Do you recall our great fires of love ? Courage,
courage ! The renewal of happiness 1s approaching. In
one week, 1n ten days at the most, I shall be wherever 1t
pleases you. With you, no matter where.”’



CHAPTER 1II1.

AnDp George, who at heart hardly believed 1n success,
but who was suddenly seized by an 1nsensate ardor, at-
tempted the supreme test

He left Guardiagrele for the littoral, in quest of the
Hermitage. The country, the sea, the motion, the physical
activity, the variety of the incidents strewn along the course
of this exploration, the singulanty of his own condition—
all these new things stirred him, restored his equilibrium,
gave him an 1llusory confidence It seemed to him that he
had just escaped by a miracle from the assault of a mortal
malady m which he had been face to face with death.
For the first few days, life had for hum that sweetness and
depth which 1t only has for convalescents. Hippolyte’s
romantic dream floated about his heart

‘¢ If she should succeed mn curing me ! To cure me would
require a fealthy and strong love’’ He avoided looking
1nto the very bottom of his conscience, he fought shy of
the intertor sarcasm that those two adjectives provoked.
‘“ On earth, there 1s but one durable intoxication secxr1ly
1n the possession of another creature, absolute and unshak-
able security. This intoxication I am seeking. I would
hke to be able to say My loved one, present or absent,
lives entirely 1n me, my will 1s her only law, 1f I ceased
to love her she would die, 1n dying, she will regret only
my love * Instead of resigning limself to enjoy love 1n
the form of suffering, he persisted 1n following it 1n theA
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form of pleasure. He felt that his mind was corroded irrep-
arably. Once more he felt he had degraded his manhood.

He discovered the Hermitage at San Vito, 1n the land of
the furze, on the borders of the Adriatic. It was the ideal
Hermitage—a house built on a plateau, half-way up on the
cliffs, 1n a grove of orange and olive trees, facing a little
bay closed 1n by two promontories

Very primitive, the architecture of the house. An outer
stairway led up to a loggia on which opened the four doors
of four rooms. Each room had its door, and vis-a-vis, 1n
the wall opposite, a window looking out on the olive-grove.
To the upper loggia there was a corresponding lower log-
ga, but the rooms on the ground floor, with the exception
of one, were uninhabitable.

On one side, the house was contiguous to an old ruin
inhabited by the peasants who owned 1t. Two enormous
oaks, that the persevering breath of the northerly winds had
bent towards the hill, shaded the court and protected the
stone tables, useful for dining 1n summer time. This
court was surrounded by a stone parapet, and, rising above
the parapet, acacia-trees, loaded with odorous bloom, delin-
eated against the background of the sea the delicate ele-
gance of their foliage.

This house was used only for lodging strangers who
rented 1t for the bathing season, according to the industry
practised by all the villagers of the coast 1n the region of
San Vito It was about two miles distant from the borough,
on the border of a territory called Portelles, in quiet and
mild solitude. Each of the two promontories was pierced
by a tunnel, the two openings of which were visible from
the house. The railroad ran from one to the other 1n a
straight line, along the shore, a distance of from five to six
hundred yards. At the extreme point of the night-hand
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promontory, on a bank of rocks the Trabocco stretched, a
strange fishing machine, constructed entirely of beams and
planks, like a colossal spider-web.

The tenant, out of season, was greeted like an unhoped
for and extraordinary piece of good fortune.

The head of the family, an old man, said.

““ The house 1s yours "’

He refused to name a price, and said. *“ 1f you are satis-
fied with 1t, you will give me what you wish and when you
please.”

While uttering these cordial words, he examined the
stranger with an eye so scrutinizing that the latter was em-
barrassed and surprised by this too piercing look. The
old man was blind with one eye, bald on the top of his
head, with two little tufts of white hair on the temples, his
chin was shaven, and he carried his entire body before him,
sustatned by two bow legs. His limbs were deformed by
hard work . by the labor at the plough, which advances the
right shoulder and twists the body, by the labor of mowing,
which forces the knees apart, by the labor of thinning the
vines, which bends the body in two, by all the slow and
patient labors of agriculture.

“ Youw'll give what you wish.”’

He had already scented 1n this affable young man, with
his somewhat distracted and almost wandering air, the
generous milord, inexpenienced, careless of money. He
knew that the generosity of his guest would be much more
profitable for him than 1f he made his own terms.

George asked

‘“Is the place quiet, without visitors, without noise ? **

The old man pointed to the sea and smiled:

‘“ Look , you will hear nothing but that ”’

He added:
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‘¢ Sometimes the sound of the loom, too. But now Candia
hardly weaves at all.”

And he smiled, pointing to the threshold where stood his
Jaughter-in-law, blushing.

She was enceinte, already very large at the waist, blond, a
clear carnation, her face sown with freckles. She had big
gray eyes, the 1r1s veined like agates  She wore 1n her ears
two heavy gold rings, and on her bosom the presentoso, a
large star of filigree work, with two hearts mn the centre.
On the threshold beside her was a little girl of ten, a
blonde also, with a sweet expression.

“ One could drink down that little madcap in a glass,”
said the old man. ‘‘That’s all! There are only us and
Albadora "’

He turned toward the olive-grove and began to call.

‘“ Albadora' Albadd'”

Then, addressing his granddaughter.

‘‘ Helen, go and call her,’’ he said.

Helen disappeared

‘“ Twenty-two children ! ”’ cried the old man. ¢¢ Albadora
gave me twenty-two children—six boys and sixteen girls. I
have lost three boys and seven girls. The other nine girls
are married One of my boys went to America, another
has made his home 1n Tocco, and works 1n the petroleum
mrnes, the youngest, the one whom Candia married, 1s em-
ployed on the railway, and only visits us every two weeks
We are left all alone Ah'! signor, 1t 1s well said that one
father supports a hundred children, and that a hundred chil-
dren do not support one father.”

The septuagenarian Sibyl appeared, bearing 1n her apron
a heap of large earth-snails, a slimy and flaccid heap, from
which protruded long tentacles  She was a woman of tall
stature, but bent, emaciated, broken by fatigue and by
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frequent pregnancies, weakened by childbirths, with a
small head, wninkled like a withered apple, on a neck full
of hollows and tendons. In her apron the snails stuck
together, twisted about one another, glued to one another,
greenish, yellowish, whitish, frothy, with colorations of
pale iridescent reflections  One of them had crawled up on
her hand

The old man exclaimed

““ This gentleman wishes to rent the house from to-day
on.”

‘¢ God bless you!”’ she cried

And, with a rather silly yet kind air, she drew closer to
George, leering at him with eyes sunk deep 1n their orbuts,
almost sightless.

She added

¢ It’s Jesus come back to earth. God bless you! May
you live as long as there's bread and wine May you
become as great as the sun!'"

And, with a joyous step, she passed on into the house,
through the same door which all her twenty-two children
had passed through on their way to baptism

The old man said to George

‘“ My name 1s Colas di Cinzto, but, as my father’s sur-
name was Sciampagne, everybody calls me Colas d1 Sciam-
pagne. Come and see the garden "’

George followed the peasant,

¢ The crops are very promising this year."’

The old man, walking 1n front, praised the plantations,
and, as 1s common with persons who have grown old 1n the
midst of nature, he made prognostications  The garden
was luxuriant, and seemed to enclose 1n 1ts circle all the
gifts of abundance. The orange-trees shed such waves of
perfume that, at moments, the atmosphere acquired a sweet
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and powerful savor, like that of a generous wine. The other
fruit-trees were no longer in flower, but their innumerable
fruits hung from nourishing branches, rocked by the breath
of heaven

George thought ‘¢ This, perhaps, 1s what the superior
life would be a limitless liberty, a noble and fruitful
solitude which would envelop me with i1ts warmest emana-
tions, to journey on amidst the vegetal creation as one
would amongst a2 multitude of intelligences, to wrest from
1t the occult thought and to divine the mute sentiment
which reigns beneath the externals, to successively render
my being comfortable with each of these beings, and to
successively substitute for my weakened and oblique soul
each of these simple and strong souls, to contemplate nature
with such a continuity of attention that I should succeed 1n
reproducing, 1n my own person, the harmonious palpitation
of all creatures, finally, by a labonous and 1deal metamor-
phosis, 1dentify myself with the robust tree whose roots
absorb the inwisible subterranean ferments, and whose
summit 1mitates, by 1ts agitation, the voice of the sea.
Would not that be truly a superior Iife ?’’ At the sight of
the spring-time exuberance that transfigured the surrounding
places, he permitted himself to be dominated by a sort of
drunken panic. But the fatal habit of contradiction cut
short this transport, brought him back to his old 1deas,
opposed reality to dreams. ‘‘ We have no contact what-
ever with nature. We have only the imperfect perception
of extertor forms. It 1s impossible for man to enter 1nto
communion with things. Man has certainly the power to
mject 1nto things all his own substance, but he never
receives anything 1n return. The sea will never speak to
him 1n an intelligible language, the earth will never reveal
to him 1ts secret. Man may feel all his blood circulate 1n
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the fibres of the tree, but the tree will never give him one
drop of 1ts vital sap.’’

Pointing out with his finger such or such a marvel of
luxuriance, the one-eyed old peasant said

‘A stableful of dung performs more miracles than a
churchful of saints.’’

Pointing with his finger to a field of flowering beans at
the end of the garden, he said.

‘“ The bean 1s the spy of the year.”’

The field undulated almost 1mperceptibly. The small
leaves, of a grayish green, agitated their thin points beneath
the white or azure flowering. Every flower resembled a
half-closed mouth, and bore two spots, black as eyes
Among those that were not yet faded, the superior petals
shightly covered the spots, like pale eyelids on pupils which
regard sidewise. The quivering of all those lipped and
eyed flowers had a strange animal expression, attractive and
1mndescribable.

George thought ‘‘ How happy Hippolyte will be here!
She has a delicate and passionate taste for all the humble
beauties of the earth. I remember her little cries of admi-
ration and pleasure on discovering some plant of unknown
form, a new flower, a leaf, a bay, a bizarre 1insect, a shadow,
a reflection ”’ He pictured her to himself, shm and
agile, mn graceful attitudes, among the verdure. And an
anguish suddenly overwhelmed him the anguish of taking
her again, of reconquering her entirely, of making him-
self loved immensely by her, of giving her a new joy
every second ““Her eyes will be always filled with
me. All her senses will remain closed to all sensa-
tions but those that will come to her from me. My
words will seem to her more delicious than any other
sound.” Suddenly the power of love appeared to him

II
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to be unlimited. His inner life acqured a vertiginous
acceleration.

When he mounted the stairway of the Hermitage, he
believed that his heart would break under the pressure of
his increasing anxiety.  Arrived at the loggia, he took 1n
the landscape with an intoxicated look. In his profound
agitation, he believed he felt that at that minute the sun
beamed truly on the bottom of his heart.

The sea, stirred by an equal and continuous thnll,
reflecting the happiness scattered 1n the sky, seemed to
refract this happiness 1n myriads of mextinguishable
smiles. Through the crystal air, all the distant vistas were
clearly defined—the Vasto Point, Mount Gargano, the
Trenuti Islands, on the nght, Cape Moro, the Nicchiola,
Cape Ortona, on the left. The white Ortona resembled a
ghittering Asiatic city on a hill in Palestine, standing boldly
against the azure, all 1n parallel lines, without minarets.
That chain of promontornes and gulfs, in the shape of a half-
moon, suggested the 1mage of a row of offerings, because
each handle bore a cereal treasure. The furze spread its
mantle of gold over the entire coast. From every bush
arose a dense cloud of effluvia, as from a censer. The air
respired was just as delicious as a sip of ehxur,



CHAPTER III.

THE first few days, George gave all his care to the little
house which was to receive the New Life within its great
peace, and to help him 1n the preparations he had Colas
di Sciampagne, who seemed expert at all trades. On a
band of fresh plastering he had written with the pont of
a reed this old device, suggested by the illusion Parva
domus, magna guies  And he saw a favorable presage even
in the three blades of bay sown by the wind between the
interstices of the raised edge of the window.

But, when all was ready and this false energy had gone,
he found again 1n his inmost self the inquietude, the dis-
content, and that implacable anguish the true cause of which
he did not know, he felt confusedly that us destiny had
once more pushed him into an oblique and perilous pass.
It seemed to him that, from another house and from other
lips, there came to him now a voice of recall and reproach.
In his soul there revised the heartbreaking farewells, tear-
less and yet so cruel, 1n which he had lied from shame on
reading n his deceived mother’s tired eyes the question,
too sad ‘* For whom are you abandoning me ? ’’

Was 1t not this mute question, the recollection of that
blush and that lie, which inspired him with the inquietude,
the discontent, and the anguish, at the moment that he was
about to enter the New Life ? And how could he s:lence
that voice ? By what mtoxication ?

He did not dare reply. In spite of hus deep trouble, he
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wished still to believe 1n the promise of her who was going
to come, he hoped to be able still to attribute to his love
a high moral signification. Had he not an ardent desire to
live, to give to all the forces of his nature a rhythmic devel-
opment, to feel himself complete and harmonious 7 Love
would finally effect this prodigy, he would finally find 1n
love the plenitude of his humanity, deformed and dimin-
1shed by so many misenes

With these hopes and these vague tendencies, he sought to
cheat his remorse, but what dominated him 1n presence
of this woman’s 1mage was always desire. In despite of all
s platonic aspirations, he could not succeed 1n seeing in
love anything else but the work of the flesh, could not 1mag-
1ne the days to come but as a succession of already familiar
sensual pleasures. In that ben:gn solitude, in the company
of that passionate woman, what life could he live, 1if not a
life of 1dleness and voluptuousness ?

And all the past sorrows came back to his mind, with all
the painful pictures his mother’s haggard face and swollen
ved eyes, scorched by tears, Christine’s sweet and heart-
broken smile, the large head of the sickly child, always
leaning on a bosom barren of all but sighs, the cadavenc
mask of the poor 1diotic gormand.

And his mother’s tired eyes asked ‘¢ For whom are you
abandoning me ? "’



CHAPTER 1V,

IT was the afternoon. George explored the tortuous path
which, by a succession of ups and downs, led towards the
Vasto Point on the edge of the sea. He gazed before and
around him with a cuniosity always awake, almost betray-
mg an effort to be attentive, as if he wished to surpnse
some obscure thought translated by these simple semblances,
or to render himself master of some unseizable secret.

In a fold of the hill which followed the sea line, the
water of a stream derived from a sort of small aqueduct,
made from hollowed trunks and sustained by dead trees,
traversed the dale from one shore to the other. There
were also trenches carried 1n hollow tiles, as far as the fer-
tile field where the crops were prospering, and here and
there on the reflecting and murmuring trenches, beautiful
violet flowers bent with airy grace. All these humble
things appeared to have a profound life.

And the excess of water ran and spread on the slope
towards the sandy beach, passing beneath a small bridge
In the shade of the arch, several women were washing linen,
and their gestures were reflected 1n the water as in a mobile
murror. On the beach, the linen spread out 1n the sun was
of dazzling whiteness A man was walking along the rail-
road tracks, his feet naked, carrying his shoes hanging 1n his
hand. A woman came out of the toll-house and, with a
rapid gesture, threw some débns from out of a basket. Two
little girls, loaded with linen, were running, each trying to
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outdo the other, laughing. An old woman was hanging
blue-colored skeins from a pole.

Beyond, on the slope of the earth wall that bordered the
path, small shells made white spots, fragile roots fluttered
in the wind. The traces of the pickaxe that had cut into
the fawn-colored earth were still distinguishable From the
top of a heap of earth hung a tuft of dead roots, as light as
the scales of a serpent.

Farther on was a large farmhouse, with a porcelain
flower at the summit of 1ts tiled roof. An outer stairway
led up to a covered gallery. At the head of the stairway
two women were spinning, and, beneath the sun, their dis-
taffs had the resplendency of gold. One could hear the
clicking of a weaving machine. Through the window could
be seen a weaver, and her rhythmic gesture as she plied the
shuttle. Lying down 1n a neighboring field was a gray
0x, a beast of enormous size, shaking ears and tail, peace-
fully and unceasingly, in order to chase away the flies.
Around him, chickens were scratching.

A Iittle farther, a second stream traversed the path—
laughing, nppling, gay, frisking, Iimp:id.

A little farther on still, near another house, there was a
silent garden, full of bushy laurels, closed all round. The
stems, slender and straight, rose up motionless, with therr
crown of shining foliage. And one of these laurels, the
most robust, was entirely enveloped by a large, amorous bry-
onia which triumphed over the austere foliage by the deli-
cacy of 1its snowlike flowers, and by the freshness of 1its
nuptial perfume. Below, the earth seemed to have heen
newly turmed over. In a corner a black cross shed over the
mute enclosure that sort of resigned sadness which reigns
1in cemeteries At the end of the path could be seena
stairway, half in the sun and half in the shadow, by which
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one mounted to a half-open door, which protected two
branches of a blessed olive-tree, suspended at the rustic
architrave. Below, on the last step, an old man was
seated, asleep, his head bare, his chin on his breast, his
hands resting on his knees, and the sun was about to touch
his venerable brow. From above, through the half-open
door, as 1f to favor the senile slumber, descended the equal
sound of a cradle rocking and the equal cadence of a
hummed ballad.

All these humble things seemed to have a profound lrfe.



CHAPTER V.

HirroLYTE announced that, according to her promise,
she would arrive at San Vito, Tuesday, May 2oth, by train
direct, about one o’clock 1n the afternoon.

That would be 1n two days. George wrote to her

“Come, come! I await you, and never was waiting
more tantalizing. Every minute that passes 1s irremediably
lost to happiness. Come. Everything 1s ready. Orrather,
no, nothing 1s ready, save my desire. It 1s pecessary, my
friend, that you provide yourself with an inextinguishable
fund of patience and indulgence, because, 1n this savage
and 1mpracticable solitude, every commodity of life 1s
lacking. Oh, how impracticable! Picture to yourself,
my friend, that from the station of San Vito to the Her-
mitage takes three-quarters of an hour by road, and to
cover this distance, the only means 1s to follow on foot the
path cut through the gramite, rising perpendicularly from
the sea  You must be careful to come provided with heavy
shoes, and gigantic parasols  As to dresses, it 1s useless
to bring many, a few gay and durable costumes for our
morning walks will suffice. Do not forget your bathing
suit. .

‘ This letter 15 the last I shall write you You will get
1t a few hours before you start. Iam writing you 1n sk
hbrary, a room 1n which there are heaps of books which
we are hardly likely to read. The afternoon 1s grayish, and
the sea stretches out 1n endless monotony. The hour 1s



__ THE HERMITAGE, 169

discreet, languorous, propitious for delicate sensualities
Oh, 1f you were with me' This evening will be my sec-
ond night at the Hermitage, and I shall spend 1t alone  If
you only saw the bed' It 1sa rustic bed, a monumental
hymeneal altar, large as a field, deep as the slumber of the
yust—zhalamus thalamorum ' The mattresses contain the
wool of an entire flock, the straw-bed contains the shucks of
an entire field of maize. Can these chaste things have the
presentiment of your nudity ?

‘¢ Good-by, good-by. How slowly the hours go by!
Who says time has wings ? I do not know what I would
give 1f I could go to sleep 1n this enervating languor, and
not awake until Tuesday morming. But no, I will not
sleep. I, too, have killed my sleep. I have the constant
viston of your mouth.”



CHAPTER VI.

For several days voluptuous visions had haunted him with-
out a truce. Desire awoke 1n his flesh with inconceivable
violence A warm puff of air, a waft of perfume, the rustle
of a skirt, mere tnifles, sufficed to modify his entire being,
to make him languorous, to light up s face with a flame,
to accelerate the pulsations of his arteries, to throw him
1nto an agitation bordering on delirnium

At the profoundest depths of his substance he bore the
germs 1nherited from his father. He, the creature of
thought and sentiment, had 1n his flesh the fatal heredity of
that brutish being. But 1n him instinct had become a
passion, and sensuality had assumed almost morbid forms.
He was as grieved over this as if 1t were a shameful malady .
he had a horror of these fevers which assailed him unex-
pectedly, which consumed him miserably, which left him
debased, and, powerless to think. He suffered from cer-
tain passions as though they degraded him  Certain sud-
den passages of brutality, similar to hurricanes over a
growing field, devastated his mind, dred up all his 1nner
sources, made painful furrows which for a long time he
could not succeed 1n filling up.

At the dawn of the great day, as he awoke after a few
hours of a restless dozing, he thought, with a thrill of all
his merves ‘‘ She arnives to-day' To-day, 1n the light of
to-day, my eyes will see her! I will hold her in my arms!
It almost seems to me as 1f 1t will be the first possession;
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it seems to me, too, that I could die of it.” The wision
conjured up gave him so rude a shock that he felt his body
traversed from t1p to toe by a start stmular to that caused by
an electric discharge In him appeared those ternible
physical phenomena against the tyranny of which he was
defenceless. All his conscience fell beneath the absolute
empire of desire. Once more the hereditary lewdness
broke out with an invincible fury in this delicate lover
whom 1t pleased to call his mistress ‘‘ sister,”” and who had
a thirst for spiritual communions. He contemplated, 1n
mind, his mistress’s beauty , and every contour, seen through
the flame, assumed 1n his eyes a radiant splendor, chimer-
1cal, almost superhuman. He contemplated, in mind, his
mistress’s grace, and every attitude assumed a voluptuous
fascination of inconceivable intemsity. In her, all was
light, perfume, and rhythm.

This admirable creature he possessed—he, he alone.
. . . But, spontaneously, as the smoke rses from a
poor fire, a jealous thought disengaged itself from his
desire. To dissipate the agitation which he felt growing,
he sprang from the bed.

At the window, at dawn, the olive-tree branches had an
imperceptible undulation, pale, between gray and white.
The sound of the sparrows discreetly twittering was heard
above the dull, monotonous wash of the sea. In a stable a
lamb bleated timdly.

He went out 1nto the loggia, comforted by the tonic vir-
tue of a bath, and drank 1n deeply the morning atr charged
with savory odors. His lungs dilated, his thoughts took
their flight, agile, each marked with the image of the
waited-for woman, a feeling of renewed youth made his
heart palpitate. ‘

Before him was the maturity of the sun, pure, simple.
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without a vestige of clouds, without mystery. Above the
silver sea arose a crimson disk, clearly defined, almost sharp,
like a disk of metal fresh from the forge.

Colas di1 Sciampagne, who was busy cleaning the court,
cried out to him

““ To-day 1s a great holiday. The lady 1s coming. The
corn comes 1nto the ear without waiting for the Ascension.'’

George smiled at the courteous remark of the old man,
and asked

¢ D1d you think of the women to gather the furze flowers ?
The entire length of the road must be strewn with them.”

The old man gave an impatient gesture, as 1f to sigmify
that he required no reminder.

1 sent for five! "’

And he named them, showing the places where the young
girls lived.

‘“ The Monkey’s daughter, the Ogress’s daughter, Fav-
etta, Splendor, and Garbin’s daughter.”’

These names provoked in George a sudden mirth. It
seemed to him that all the spint of springtime entered 1nto
his heart, that a wave of fragrant poesy inundated 1t Did
not these virgins step out of a fairy tale to strew flowers on
the road under the feet of the beautiful Roman ?

He abandoned himself to the anxious enjoyment of
expectation. He asked, restlessly

‘‘ Where are they gathering their harvest of furze ? "’

‘““Up yonder,” replied Colas di Sciampagne, pointing
to the hillock, *‘ up yonder, on the Chesnaie  Their sing-
1ng will gmde you.”

In fact, a feminine chant came at intervals from the hill.
George started up the incline, 1n search of the singers.
The small, tortuous path wound through a copse of young
oaks At a certain place 1t branched out into a number of
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paths, the ends of which could not be seen, and the nar-
row groves, hollowed between the thickets, crossed by in-
numerable roots close to the ground, formed a sort of
mountainous labyrinth in which the sparrows twittered and
the blackbirds whistled. George, led by both chant and
perfume, did not go astray. He found the field of
furze.

It was a plateau on which the furze flourished so plenti-
fully that 1t presented to the eye the uniformity of a vast
yellow mantle, sulphur-colored, resplendent. The five
lasses were gathering the flowering branches in order to fill
their baskets, and were singing. They were singing at the
top of their voices, 1n a perfect chord of the third and fifth.
When they came to the refrain, they straightened up above
the bushes to permit the note to more freely emerge from
therr unconfined chests, and they held the note a long
time, looking 1n each other’s eyes, holding before them
their hands full of flowers.

At the sight of the stranger they stopped, and bent over
the bushes. Ill-suppressed laughter ran along the yellow
carpet. George asked

 Which of you 1s named Favetta ? "’

A young girl, brown as an olive, rose to reply, astonished,
almost afraid.

‘¢ 1t 1s I, signor.”

‘¢ Aren’t you the best singer in San Vito ? '’

¢ No, signor. That 1s not true.”’

“7It 1s true, 1t 1s true!’’ cried all her compamons.
¢ Make her sing, signor.”

She den:ed 1t, laughing, her face on fire, and while her
companions 1nsisted, she twisted her apron. She was of
small stature, but very well formed, her bosom large and
heaving, developed by singing. She had curly bair, heavy
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eyebrows, an aquiline nose, a rather defiant carriage of her
head.

After several refusals, she consented. Her companions
threw their arms around her, imprisoned her 1n their cir-
cle They emerged from among the flowering tufts up to
their waists, amid the buzzing of the diligent bees.

Favetta commenced, at first timidly, then, note by note,
her voice became more assured. She had a limpid voice,
fluid, crystalline as a spring of water. She sang a distich,
and her companions took up the refrain 1n chorus. They
prolonged the final notes 1n umison, their mouths close
together so as to make but one vocal wave, and this wave
undulated 1n the light with the slowness of liturgic
cadences.

Favetta sang:

All the fountains are dry,
My love 1s dying of thirst,
Tromme lan, lira

Love, forever!

Love, I am thirsty, oh ! so thirsty,
‘Where 1s the water you bring me?
Tromme lan, lira . . .

Love, forever!

I bring you a bow! of potter’s clay,
Suspended from a chain of gold,
Tromme lart, hra . . .

Love, forever !

And her companions repeated :

Love, forever!

This salutation of May to love, gushing from these
bosoms, which perhaps did not know 1t yet, which perhaps
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would never know 1ts verttable sorrows, resounded 1n
George’s ears like a good augury. The girls, the flowers,
the woods, the sea, all these free and unconscious things
which breathed around him the voluptuousness of life—all
that caressed the surface of his soul, soothed, lulled him
1n the habitual sentiment that he had concerning his own
being, gave him an increasing, harmonious, and rhythmic
sensation of a new faculty which had developed little by
little 1n the mtimacy of his substance, and that would be
revealed to him 1n a very vague manner, as 1n a sort of
confused vision of a divine secret It was a fugitive en-
chantment, a state of consciousness so exceptional and
so incomprehensible that he could not retain even 1ts
phantom.

The singers pointed to the already overflowing baskets
—a heap of flowers humid with dew. Favetta asked.

¢ Will that do ?

‘“ No, no, that won't be enough. Keep on gathering
them The entire road from the Trabocco to the house must
be strewn. The stairway, the loggia, must be covered.”

‘¢ But what shall we do for Ascension Day ? Won't you
leave a single flower for Jesus ? '’



CHAPTER VIIL

Sue had amved. She had trod on the flowers, like the
Madonna who 1s going to perform a miracle, she had trod
on a carpet of flowers. She had at last arnved! She had
at last crossed the threshold !

And now, tired, happy, she presented to her lover's lips
a face all bathed 1n tears, without speaking, with a gesture
of inexpressible abandon. Tired, happy, she wept and
smiled beneath the innumerable kisses of the adored one.
What mattered the recollections of the days from which he
had been absent ? What mattered the miseries, the chagrins,
the anxieties, the heart-breaking struggles against the 1nex-
orable brutalities of life 7 What mattered all the discour-
agements and all the despairs, 1n comparison with this
supreme joy P She lived, she respired between her lover’s
arms, she felt herself infimtely loved. All else disap-
peared, returned to oblivion, seemed to have never existed.

‘¢ Oh, Hippolyte, Hippolyte! Oh, my soul ! how much,
how much I have longed for you! And here you are!
And now, you will stay with me a long, long time, will
you not ? Before leaving me, you will kill me,”’

And he kissed her on the mouth, on the cheeks, on the
neck, on the eyes, insatiable, profoundly thrilled every
time he met a tear. Those tears, that smile, that expression
of felicity on the tired-looking face, the thought that
this woman had not hesitated for a second 1n consenting,
the thought that she had come to him from a great distance,
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and that, after a fatiguing journey, she wept beneath his
kisses, powerless to say a word because her heart was too
full—all these passionate and delightful things refined his
sensations, freed his desire from impurity, gave him an
emotion of almost chaste love, exalted his soul

Removing the long pin that fastened the hat and veil,
he said

““ How tired you must be, my poor Hippolyte! You are
very pale!”’

Her veil was raised on her brow, she still had on her
travelling cloak and her gloves. He removed the veil and
hat, with a gesture that was customary with him. The
beautiful brown head appeared, unencumbered, with that
simple coiffure which made of the hair a sort of adherent
helmet, without altering the delicate and elegant outline
of the occiput, without hiding any of the nape of the neck.

She wore a gorget of white lace, and a narrow black vel-
vet nbbon which was defined with exquisite violence against
the whiteness of the skin. Under the cloak could be seen
a gray cloth dress—the dress of the memorable Albano
days. She spread around her a faint odor of violets, the
familiar perfume.

George’s lips became more ardent, and, as she used to
say, more goraciorns. He checked himself, he removed
her cloak, he helped her to remove her gloves, he took
her bare hands and pressed them against his temples, 1n a
mad desire to be caressed. And Hippolyte, holding him
thus by the temples, drew him towards her, enveloped him
1n a long caress, passed over his entire face a mouth which,
languishing and warm, crept along 1n a multiple kiss.
George recognized the divine, the 1ncomparable mouth,
the mouth which, he had thought so often, felt as if it rested
on the surface of his soul, for a voluptuousness which would

12
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surpass carnal sensibility and would communicate itself to
an ultra-sensible element of the inner being.

“You will kill me,”” he murmured, vibrating like a
bundle of stretched cords, feeling at the back of his neck
a lancinating cold which, from vertebra to vertebra, was
propagated through all the marrow

And, at the bottom of himself, he noticed a vague move-
ment of that instinctive terror which he had already
observed under other circumstances,

Hippolyte disengaged herself

“Now, I'll leave you,”’ she said. *‘ Where 1s—my
room » Oh, George, how comfortable we shall be here "’

She glanced around her, smiling. She made a few steps
towards the threshold, stooped to gather a handful of furze,
breathed 1n the perfume with visible sensual pleasure. She
once more felt agitated, and as 1f 1ntoxicated by this sover-
eign homage, by this fragrant glory which George had scat-
tered along her path  Was she not dreaming ? Was 1t she
herself—was 1t really Hippolyte Sanzio who, 1n this unknown
place, 1n this magic landscape, found herself surrounded
and glorified by all this poesy ?

Suddenly, with new tears in her eyes, she threw her arms
around George's neck, and said

‘ How grateful I am to you."”

This poesy intoxicated her heart. She felt herself lifted
above her humble existence by the ideal apotheosis which
enveloped her lover, she felt that she lived another life, a
superior life which at times gave to her soul that kind of
choking sensation which a strong wind provokes 1n a breast
accustomed to breathe an impoverished air

‘“ How proud I am to belong to you'! You are my pride.
One single minute passed near you suffices to make me feel
another woman, absolutely other. You suddenly communi-



Yy

cate to me another blood and another mind. I am ne
longer Hippolyte, the Hippolyte of yesterday. Give me a
new name '

He named her.

““ Soul '™

They fell into each other’s arms 1n a furious embrace,
as 1f to pluck and unroot the kisses which blossomed on
their lips. Then Hippolyte disengaged herself, and re-
peated .

“ Now, I’ll leave you. Where’s my room P Let me see
lt 1

George passed an arm around her waist and led her into
the bedroom.  She gave a cry of admiration when she per-
caewy Jhe Zhalamus thalamorum, draped with alarge yellow
asanask counterpane.

van we shall get Jost inat!?”

Ant sne laughed as she walked all round the monument.

“ 'The most difficult thing will be to get into 1t.”’

‘¢ First, you’ll place your foot upon my knee, 1n accord-
ance with the old-time custom of the peasants in these
parts.”’

¢ What a lot of saints !’ she exclaimed, looking at the
long line of prous 1mages on the wall, at the head of the
bed.

¢ They must be covered *’

‘‘ Yes, you are nght.”

Both had difficulty in finding words, both their voices
were changed 1n tone, both of them trembled, agitated by
uresistible desire, feeling almost faint at the thought of
the approaching ecstasies.

They heard someone knock at the door of the staircase.
George went into the loggia It was Helen, Candia’s
daughter, she came to say that luncheon was ready.
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¢ What do you wish to do?’”’ said George, turmng
toward Hippolyte, 1irresolute, almost convulsed.

¢ Really, George, I have not the least appetite. I will
eat this evening, 1f you'll let me ”

In an agonized voice, George said

“ Come 1nto your room. Everything 1s ready for your
bath. Come!"”’

He led her 1nto a room which he had covered all over
with large rustic mats

‘“ You sce, your trunks and your boxes are already here.
Now, I'll leave you—alone  Be quick. Remember, I'm
waiting Every minute’s delay will be one torture more.
Remember ”

He left her alone A few moments later he heavd #p
splashing of the water which ran from the enormvbus sponge
and fell back again into the bath-tub He knew the icy
coldness of this spring water well, and he imaginen S
little starts of Hippolyte’s body, that long and Mexible
body, beneath the refreshing shower

Then there remained nothing 1n his mind than thoughts
of fire. Everything about him disappeared And, when
the splashing stopped, he was seized by a trembling so
strong that his teeth began to chatter, as 1f shivering from
a mortal fever. With the termble eyes of desire, he saw
the woman disengage herself from her dressing-gown,
already dried, pure, delicate as an alabaster with golden
tones.




CHAPTER VIIL.

More fatigued now, almost fainting, H ppolyse .ank
gradually into slumber. By degrees the smile on her mouth
became unconscious, disappeared  Her lips met for a sec-
ond, then, with infirite slowness, they opeuned, and from
between appearcd a jasminelike whiteness  Agmin the
lips met for a second, and again, slowly, very slowly, they
parted, and from between reappeared the whiteness, mois-
tened.

Raised on one elbow, George looked at her. Shc appeared
so beautiful, so beautiful, beautiful 1n the same way as he
had seen her the first time, 1n the mystertious oratory, 1n
front of the philosopher Alexander Memmu's orchestra,
amidst the evaporated perfume of the incense and the
violets  She was pale, very pale, just as on that day.

She was pale, but 1t was that singular pallor which
George had never found 1n any other woman—an almost
mortal pallor, a profound and dead pallor which, when
1n the shade, became almost livid. A long shadow was
cast on the upper part of her cheeks by the eyelashes, a
masculine shadow, barely perceptible, veiled the upper
lip. The mouth, large 1f anything, had a sinuous curve,
very soft and yet sad, which, 1n the absolute silence, took
on a very intense expression.

George thought ‘*‘ How spiritual her beauty becomes 1n
llness and 1n languor! Tired as she 1s now, she pleases
me more. I recognize the unknown woman who passed
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before me that February evening—the woman wko kad not
a single drop of blood left in her body 1 believe that when
she 1s dead she will attain the supreme perfectron of her
beauty. . . . Dead? And if she were to die ? She
would then become an object for thought, a pure 1deality.
I should love her after life without jealous inquietude, with
a soothed and always even sorrow *’

He recalled that 1n other circumstances he had already
imagined Hippolyte's beauty 1n the peacefulness of death.
‘“ Oh, that day of the roses! Great sheafs of white roses
languished 1n the vases 1n June, at the beginning of their
love She was dozing on the divan, motionless, almost
breathless And he had contemplated her for a long time,
then a sudden phantasy had taken him to cover her with
roses, softly, softly, so as not to awaken her, and he had
arranged a few roses i1n her hair. But thus flowered and
garlanded, she had appeared to him like a body without a
soul, a corpse. This spectacle had filled him with terror,
he had shaken her to arouse her, but she remained 1nert,
paralyzed by one of those syncopes to which she was subject at
that time  Oh, what terror, what angwish, until she recov-
ered her senses! And also what enthusiasm for the sover-
eign beauty of that face, which was so extraordinarily enno-
bled by that reflection of death!” This episode recurrcd
to his memory, but while he lingered over these strange
thoughts, he felt a sudden 1mpulse of pity and of remorse
He bent over to kiss the forehead of the slecper, who
remained unconscious of his kiss. It was with the greatest
difficulty that he restrained himself from embracing her
more ardently, so that she mght be cogmzant of his
caress, and respond to 1t. And then he felt all the van-
1ty of a caress which would not be to the loved object a
rapid communication of joy, he felt all the vamty of 2
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love which would not be a continual and 1mmediate corre-
spondence of acute sensations; he felt the impossibility of
becoming 1ntoxicated unless an equally intense 1ntoxication
should correspond with his own

‘““Am I certain,’”’ he thought, ‘‘ am I positively certain
that always, when I have enjoyed her, she has enjoyed
me » How often has she been present, a lucid witness,
during my moments of delirrum ? How often has my
ardor appeared senseless to her ?’’ A heavy wave of anxi-
eties invaded him while he contemplated the sleeping
woman, ‘‘The true and profound sensual communion is
also 2 chimera  The senses of my mistress are as obscure
as her soul Never shall I succeed in surprising 1n her
fibres a secret disgust, an appetite unsatisfied, an 1rritation
unappeased. Never shall I succeed 1n knowing the differ-
ent sensations which are given to her by a similar caress
repeated at different moments. In the course of a single
day, an organism as unhealthy as hers passes through a
great number of physical states, each 1n discord with the
other, and sometimes 1n complete opposition. Such an
instability misleads the most penetrating clairvoyance. The
same caress which, at dawn, draws from her moans of pleas-
ure, may, an hour later, seem to her importunate Con-
sequently, 1t 1s possible that her nerves become hostile
towards me, in spite of her will. A kiss which I prolong
too far, and which gives me the vertigo of supreme enjoy-
ment, may 1n her flesh arouse 1mpatience. In the matter of
sensuality, however, simulation and dissimulation are com-
mon to all women, to those who love and to those who do
not Whatdo I say? The woman who loves, the passionate
woman, 1s more inclined to physical simulation and dis-
simulation, because she fears to grieve her lover 1if she
shows she 1s little disposed to surrender herself entirely.
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Moreover, the passionate woman often delights in exagger-
ating the semblance of pleasure, because she knows well
that that will flatter the man’s virile pride and 1ncrease his
ecstasy I confess that a proud joy swells my heart when I
see Hippolyte delirious with sensual delight. I feel she 1s
happy at thus showing herself so vanquished and prostrated
by my power, and she also knows that my vain ambition as
a young lover 1s precisely to succeed 1n making her plead
for mercy, 1n drawing from her a convulsive cry, 1n seeing
her fall back exhausted on the pillow  Which, then, 1n these
demonstrations, 1s the share of the physical sincertty and that
of the passtonate exaggeration ? Is not her ardor an artificial
attitude, assumed to please me ® Does she not often sacri-
fice herself to my desire without desirtng me ? Has she
not, at times, to repress a commencement of repugnance ?*’

Attentive and almost anxious, he leaned over the impen-
etrable creature. But, little by little, the contemplation
of her beauty seemed to appease him And he began to
consider his new state. So, from this day on, a new life
commenced for hum.

For a minute, he concentrated mind and ear, in order to
lose nothing of the great peace surrounding him. Only
the slow, monotonous wash of the calm sea was to be heard
1n the propitious silence. Against the window-panes the
branches of the olive-tree swayed imperceptibly, silvered
by the sun, balancing hight shadows on the whiteness of
the curtains. At intervals a few human voices were heard,
and almost unintelligible.

After this perception of the environing peace, he leaned
once more over the adored one. A mamfest harmony
existed between the respiration of the woman and the respi-
ration of the sea, and the concordance of the two rhythms
gave an added charm to the sleeper.
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She reposed on her right side, in a graceful attitude.
Her form was supple and long, rather too long perhaps,
but of serpentine elegance. The narrowness of the thigh
made 1t resemble that of an adolescent. The sterile
abdomen had preserved 1ts primitive virginal purity. The
bosom was small and firm, as if sculptured 1n very delicate
alabaster, and the pomnts of her extraordinarily erect
breasts were of a rose-violet hue. The posterior part of
her body, from the nape of the neck down to the middle,
made one think once more of an Ephebe 1t was one of
those fragments of the ideal human type which Nature
sometimes throws among the multitude of mediocre 1m-
prints by which the race perpetuates itself. But the most
precious singularity of this body was, in George's eyes,
the coloration. The skin had an indescribable color, very
rare, very different from the ordinary color of brunettes.
The comparison of an alabaster gilded by an inner flame
but scarcely conveyed the 1dea of this divine fineness. It
seemed that a diffusion of gold and impalpable amber
enriched the tissues, variegating them with a variety of har-
montous pallors, like music, darker in the depressions of
the loins and where the lowns join the sides, lighter on the
breast and on the gromns, where the epidermis makes 1ts
most exquisite suavity.

George thought of Othello’s words ‘I had rather be a
toad, and live upon the vapour of a dungeon, than keep a
corner 1n the thing I love for others’ uses '’

In her slumber, Hippolyte made a movement, with a
vague air of suffering, which disappeared 1mmediately.
She threw back her head on the pillow, exposing her ex-
tended breast, on which was defined the light network of
the veins. Her lower jaws were rather powerful, the
chin rather long in profile, the nostrils broad. In the
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abstract, the defects of her head were accentuated; but
they did not displease George, because 1t would have been
1mpossible for him to 1magine that they could be corrected
without removing from the physiognomy an element of
living expression. The expression, that immateral thing
which 1rradiates all matter, that changing and 1mmeasurable
force which 1nvades the corporeal face and transfigures 1t,
that significative external which superposes a symbolic
beauty of an order far more elevated and complex on the
precise reality of the lines—that was Hippolyte Sanzio’s
great charm, because it offered to the passionate thinker a
continual motive of emotions and dreams.

‘¢ Such a woman,” he thought, *‘ has belonged to others
before being mine. She has shared the couch of another
man, she has slept with another man 1n the same bed, on
the same pillow. In all women there exists a sort of extra-
ordinarily active physical memory, the memory of sensa-
tions. Does she remember the sensations which she
recerved from that man ? Can she have forgotten him who
was the first, and who violated her ? What were her feel-
1ngs beneath her husband's caress ?”’ At these questions,
which he repeated to himself for the thousandth time, a
well-known anguish oppressed his heart. ‘Oh! why can
we not put to death the creature we love, and resuscitate
her afterwards with a virgin body, with a new soul ?

He recalled certam words which Hippolyte had said 1n
an hour of supreme intoxication ‘‘You are embracing a
virgin, I have never known any voluptiuousness 1n love."

Hippolyte was married the spring preceding that of
their love. A few weeks after the wedding, she had begun
to suffer from a slow and cruel malady which had confined
her to bed, and kept her for a long time between life and
death. But, happily, this malady had spared her all new
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contact with the odious man who had seized her like an
inert prey When she emerged from her long convalescence,
she gave herself up to passion as 1n a dream. suddenly,
blindly, passionately, she abandoned herself to the young
stranger whose soft and curious voice had addressed to her
words she had never heard before. And she had not lied
when saying to him ‘You are embracing a virgin, I
have never known any voluptuousness.”’

Since then, what a profound change in this woman'!
Something new, indefinable yet real, bad entered into her
voice, mnto her gestures, into her eyes, into her shightest
tones, into her shightest movements, into the slightest
external signs  George had been present at the most
1ntoxicating spectacle of which an intellectual lover can
dream. He had seen the loved woman become metamor-
phosed after his own 1mage, borrow his thoughts, his judg-
ments, his tastes, his disdains, his predilections, his
melancholies, all that which gives a special imprint and
character to the mind. In speaking, Hippolyte used the
forms of speech he preferred, pronounced certain words
with the inflexion peculiar to him. In writing, she 1mi-
tated even his hand. Never had the influence of one being
on another been so rapid and so strong. Hippolyte had
merited the device which George had given her Graws
dum suawms. But this grave and suave creature, she 1n whom
he had succeeded 1n 1nculcating, with so much art, the dis-
dain for a commonplace existence, among what humiliating
contacts had she spent the distant hours ?

George thought again of his angwssh of long ago, when
he saw her go away, return beneath the conjugal roof, into
the house of a man of whom he knew nothing, mto a world
of which he knew nothing, into the platitudes and the pett1-
ness of the middle-class life 1n which she was born, and 1n
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which she had grown like a rare plant 1n a2 common flower-
pot. Had she, at that time, never hidden anything from
him » Had she never lied to him ? Had she always been
able to withdraw from her husband’s 1mportunitics on the
preteat that her cure was not yet complete 2 Always ?

George remembered the horrible pang he felt one day
when she came late, panting, her cheeks more colored and
warmer than usual, with a persistent odor of tobacco 1n her
hair, that bad odor which impregnates him who remains
a long time 1n a room where there are many smokers. ‘¢ Par-
don me, 1f I am late,”’ she had said to him, ‘“but I had
several of my husband’s friends to dinner, and they kept
me unt1l now.’”” And these words had suggested to him the
vision of a vulgar-looking dining-table around which the
boors exhibited their brutality.

George recalled a thousand similar little details, and an
mfinity of other cruel sufferings, and also recent sufferings,
caused by Hippolyte’s new condition—her stay at her
mother’s, 1n a house not less unknown and not less free from
suspicion.  ‘‘ At last, here she 1s now with me! Every
day, every minute, continually, I shall see her, I shall
enjoy her, I will see that her thoughts are occupied contin-
ually with me, my thoughts, my dreams, my sorrows. I will
consecrate to her every instant, umnterruptedly, I will
invent a thousand new ways of pleasing her, of agitating
her, of making her sad, of exalting her, I will so penetrate
her with my being that she will end by believing me to be
an essential element of her own life.”

He bent over her softly, he kissed her softly on the
shoulder near the arm, on that Iittle rounded eminence of
exquisite form and color, whose skin had the softness of
velvet fine enough as to seem almost impalpable. He
respired the perfume of this woman, so subtle and sweet,
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that cutaneous perfume which, during the instant of pleas-
ure, became as 1ntoxicating as that of tuberoses and gave
a terrible lash to desire  Watching thus closely the sleep
of this delicate and complicated creature, whom slumber
emveloped 1n a mystery, that strange creature who from
every pore seemed to 1rradiate towards him some occult fas-
cination of unbelievable intensity, he remarked once more
1n his 1nner self a vague movement of 1nstinctive terror

Again Hippolyte changed her position, without awaken-
ing, but with a faint moan. She turned on her back. A
hight perspiration imparted a dampness to her temples,
through her half-closed mouth the breathing respired came
more rapidly, rather irregularly, at moments, her eye-
brows contracted. She was dreaming. Of what was she
dreaming ?

George, seized by an inquietude which soon increased to
an insane anxiety, set himself to detect upon her face the
shightest 1ndications, 1n the hope of surprising there some
revealing sign. Revealing what? He was 1ncapable of
reflecting, incapable of repressing the furious tumults of
fears, doubts, and suspicions.

In her slumber Hippolyte started, her entire body was
convulsed as 1if racked by mightmare, she turned over on
her side towards George , she groaned, and cried.

[43 No, no l LR

Then she drew two or three breaths, almost like sobs, and
started again.

A prey to insane fear, George watched her fixedly, his
ear strained—fearing to hear other words, another’s name,
the name of a man! He waited, in horrble uncertainty,
as 1f under the menace of a thunderbolt which could
destroy him 1n a second. \

Hippolyte awoke, she saw him confusedly, without



thinking, st1ll sleeping, she nestled close up to ilim, with
an almost unconscious movement.

¢ Of what were you dreaming ®?’’ he asked her, in a
changed voice which seemed to reverberate his heart-
beats.

‘I do not know,”’ she answered, languid, still drowsy,
leaning her cheek on her lover’s breast. ‘‘ I don’t remem-
ber.”

She fell asleep again.

Under the soft pressure of her cheek, George remamed
motionless, with a dull rancor at the bottom of his soul.
He felt himself a stranger to her, 1solated from her, use-
lessly curious. All his bitter recollections came back to
him 1n a tumult. He lived over again, 1n a single instant,
his miseries of two years. He could oppose nothing to
the 1mmense doubts which crushed his soul and made the
bead of his loved one seem as heavy as a rock.

Suddenly Hippolyte started a second time, moaned,
twisted, cried again. And she opened her eyes, frightened,
groaning.

“QOh! my God!”

“ What ails you ? Of what were you dreaming ? "

‘1 do not know."’

Her face was contracted convulsively.

She added -

“ You must have been leaning on me. I thought you
were pushing me, hurting me.”

She suffered visibly.

“Oh! my God! My pains have come back.”

Since her 1llness, she sometimes had short attacks,
spasms that quickly passed, but whose passage forced from
her a groan or cry

She turned towards George, looked fixedly 1nto his eyes,
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and found there the traces of the tempest. And in a coax-
1ng, reproachful tone she repeated :

*You did so hurt me!’?

All at once George seized her in his arms, clasped her
passionately to s breast, and smothered her under his
kisses.



CHAPTER IX.

As the air was of an almost summer-like warmth, George
proposed

¢¢ Shall we dine outside ? '

Hippolyte consented. They went down.

On the stairway they held each other’s hand, and went
down step by step slowly, stopping to look at the crushed
flowers, turning round towards each other simultaneously, as
if they saw each other for the first time  Each saw 1n the
other eyes larger, more profound, as if more distant, and
circled by an almost supernatural shadow. They smiled at
each other without speaking, both dominated by the charm
of that indefinable sensation which seemed to disperse into
the uncertainty of space the substance of their being,
transformed 1nto a flud hike a vapor. They walked towards
the parapet, they stopped to look around, to listen to the
sea.

What they saw was unusual, extraordinarily great, yet 1llu-
mined by an inner light and as i1f by an 1rradiation of their
hearts. What they heard was unusual, extraordinanly high,
yet contemplated as if a secret revealed to them alone.

A second, as quickly passed' They were recalled to
themselves, not by a gust of the wind nor by the noise of
a wave, nor by a bellowing, nor by a bark, nor by a human
vorce, but by the very anxiety which arose from their too
ntense joy. A second, as quickly passed, 1rrevocable ! And
both recommenced to feel that life was slipping by, that
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time was flying; that everything was becoming once more
foreign to their being, that their souls were becoming anx-
lous again and their love imperfect. This second of
supreme oblivion, this unique second, was gone forever

Hippolyte, moved by the solemmity of the solitude,
oppressed by a vague fright in the presence of those vast
waters, beneath that desert sky, which, from the zemith to
the horizon, paled by slow gradations, murmured *

‘“ What endless space !’

It seemed now to both that the point of space i which
they breathed was infinitely distant from the frequented
spots, out of the way, 1solated, unknown, 1naccessible, almost
outside of the world. Now they saw the wish of their
hearts realized, they both felt the same inward terror, as
1f they foresaw their impotence to sustain the plenitude of
the new life. For a few instants longer, silent, standing
side by side, but apart, they continued to contemplate the
melancholy and 1cy Adrniatic, whose grcat white ¢apped
waves sported 1n endless playfulness From time to time
a stiff breeze swept through the tufts of the acacias, bear-
ing off their perfume.

¢“Of what are you thinking ®?”’ ashed George, drawing
himiself up, as 1f to rebel against the importunate sadness
which was about to conquer him

He was there, alone with his mastress, living and free,
and, nevertheless, his heart was not satisfied. Did he, then,
bear 1n himself an inconsolable hopelessness ?

Feeling anew a separation between the silent creature
and himself, he took her again by the hand, and gazed into
the pupils of her eyes.

¢ Of what are you thinking?"’

¢ T am thinking of Rimin1,’’ answered Hippolyte, with
a smile.

13
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Always the past! She remembers bygone days at such
a moment! Was it the same sea which lay extended before
therr eyes, veiled 1n the same 1llusion ? His first motion
was one of hostility against the unconscious evocatrice,
Then, as 1f 1 a lightning flash, with sudden uneasiness, he
saw all the summits of his love hight up, and scintillate 1n
the past, prodigiously. Far-distant things came back to
s memory, accompanied by waves of music which exalted
and transfigured them. He lived again, 1n one second, the
most lyric hours of his passion, and he lived them again
1 propitious places, among the sumptuous scenery of
nature and art which had rendered his joy nobler and more
profound  Why then, now, 1n comparison with that past,
had the moment just previous lost part of its charm? In
his eyes, dazzled by the rapid gleam of his recollections,
everything now seemed colorless. And he percerved that
the progressive diminution of the light caused him a kind
of 1ndefinable corporeal uneasiness, as 1f this external
phenomenon were 1n 1mmediate correspondence with some
element of his own life.

He sought some phrase that would bring Hippolyte closer
to him, to attach her to him by some sensitive tie, to restore
to himself of the present reality the exact feeling which he
had just lost. But this search was painful to him, the
1deas escaped him, dispersed, left him void.

As he had heard a rattle of plates, he asked .

‘¢ Are you hungry ?”’

This question, suggested by a slight material fact, and
propounded unexpectedly, with puerile vivacity, made Hip-
polyte smile.

‘“Yes, a little,”’ she anwered, smiling.

And they turned round to look at the table spread be-
neath the cak. In 2 few minutes the dinner would be ready.
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¢ You must be satisfied with what there is,’’ said George.
¢ Very countrified cooking.”

““Oh' I should be very well satisfied with grass.”’

And, gayly, she approached the table, examined with
curiosity the cloth, the kmves and forks, the glassware, the
plates, found everything pretty, rejoiced like a child at
the sight of the large flowers which decorated the white
and fine porcelain.

¢ Everything here pleases me,’’ she said.

She bent over a large round loaf of bread, yet warm
beneath 1ts beautiful browned and rounded crust. She
breathed in the odor with delight.

‘“Oh! what a delightful odor!”’

And, with childish greediness, she broke off the crusty
edge of the loaf.

¢ What fine bread ' ”’

Her white and strong teeth shone in the bitten bread;
the play of her sinuous mouth expressed vigorously the
pleasure enjoyed. In this act, her whole person shed a
pure and simple grace which seduced and surprised George
as 1f 1t were an unexpected novelty.

‘‘ Here ! taste how good 1t 15 *’

And she handed him the piece of bread on which was
imprinted the humid trace of her bite, and she pushed 1t
between his lips, laughing, 1mparting the sensual contagion
of her hilanty.

 Just see !’

He found the taste delicious, and he abandoned him-
self to this fugitive enchantment, permitted himself to be
enveloped by this seduction which seemed a novelty. A
mad longing suddenly seized hin to embrace the temp-
tress, to lift her 1n his arms, to carry her off like a prey.
His heart swelled with a confused aspiration towards phys-
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ical force, towards robust health, towards an almost savage
hife of joy, towards simple and primitive love, towards the
great primordial Iiberty. He felt a sudden desire to rend
the mortal frame which oppressed him, to leave 1t and be
entirely renewed, indemnified for all the woes he had
suffered, for all the deformity which had hindered his fhght.

He had the hallucination of a future existence which
would be his, and 1n which, freed from every harmful habut,
from every foreign tyranny, from every bad error, he would
look at things as if he saw them for the first time and had
before him all the surface of the World, exposed like a
human visage.

Was 1t then 1mpossible that the miracle should come
from this young woman, who, at the stone table, beneath
the protecting oak, had broken the new bread and shared
1t with him ? Could not the New Life really commence
from to-day ? "’



IV.

THE NEW LIFE.

CHAPTER 1.

OVER the Adriatic swept the humid and oppressive heat
of the east wind. The sky was cloudy, nebulous, white as
milk. The sea, having lost all motion and all materiahity,
seemed mingled with the diffused vapors 1n the distance—
very white, without respiration. A white sail, a single
white sa1l—so rare a thing 1n the Adriatic—was visible yon-
der, near the Diomede Islands, motionless, indefinitely
lengthened by the reflection of the water, the visible centre
of this 1nert world, which gradually seemed to evaporate

Seated 1n a tired attitude, on the parapet of the loggia,
Hippolyte fixed her gaze on the sail, her eyes magnetized
by 1ts whiteness A little bent, her whole figure relaxed,
she had an air of stupor, almost of hebetude, which 1evealed
the momentary eclipse of her 1nner ife  And this absence
of expressive energy accentuated all that there was com-
monplace and 1rregular 1n her features, remdered heavier
the lower part of her face  Even the mouth—that elastic
and sinuous mouth—whose contact had so often communi-
cated to George a sort of instinctive and 1ndefinable terror.
seemed now despoiled of 1ts bewitching charm, and reduced
to the physical appearance of a vulgar organ which only
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recalled kisses as a mechamical art deprived of all
beauty.

George considered with attention and clear-sightedness
the naked reality of thus unconscious woman, with whose
Iife he had, up to now, so furiously joined his own life.
And he thought “In an 1instant, all has ended. The
flame 1s extingwished. I love her no longer! . . .
How has that happened so quickly ?’’ What he felt was
not only the disgust following abuse, that carnal aversion
which follows prolonged pleasures, but a more profound
detachment which seemed to him defimite and irremed:-
able. ‘‘How could anyone still love, after having seen
what I see ?’* The usual phenomenon took place 1n him,
with 1ts first perceptions, real, 1solated and exaggerated,
he composed by association an inner phantom which gave
to his nerves a much strongetr 1mpulse than the present
object. Henceforth, what he saw 1n Hippolyte’s person
with 1nconceivable 1ntensity was the sexual being ex-
clusively, the inferior being deprived of all spiritual value,
a stmple 1nstrument of pleasure and of luxury, the instru-
ment of rmin and of death. And he had a horror of his
father! But, after all, was he not doing the same thing ?
And the recollection of the concubine crossed his mind,
he found 1n his memory certain details of the horrible
altercation with that odious man, 1n the country house, 1n
front of the open window through which he had heard the
cries of the lLittle bastards, in front of the large table
littered with papers on which he had perceived the disk of
gltss and the obscene vignette.

‘‘ How heavy the air 1s!'”’ murmured Hippolyte, remov-
ing her gaze from the white sail, which still remained
motionless 1n the infinmite. “ Does 1t not oppress you,
too ?"’
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She rose, took a few listless steps towards a willow seat,
provided with cushions, and sank down as if dead with
fatigue, sighing deeply, throwing back her head, half-clos-
ing her eyes, the curved lids of which trembled. She had
suddenly become very beautiful again  Her beauty was
rekindled, unexpectedly, like a torch.

‘ When will the mustral blow ? Look at that sail. It
1s always 1n the same place. It's the first white sail since
my arrival. It seems as 1f I dream 1t 1s there.”’

As George remained silent, she added:

‘¢ Have you seen any others ? "’

‘“ No, 1t’s the first I have seen, too !’

 From where did 1t come ?

‘¢ From Gargano, perhaps.”’

‘¢ And where 1s 1t going ?’

¢‘ Perhaps to Ortona

‘“ What 1s her cargo ? "’

‘¢ Perhaps oranges "’

She began to laugh, and even her laugh, enveloping her
as 1f 1n a live wave of freshness, transfigured her anew.

‘¢ Look, look ! "’ she cried, raising herself on one elbow
and pointing to the horizon of the sea, where 1t appeared as
1f a curtain had fallen. *“ Five other sails, over there 1n
file. Do you see them ?"’

‘“ Yes, I see them.”’

¢ There are five ??

‘“ Yes, five.”'

‘ More, more! Over there! Look, another file! What
a number there are!”’

The sails appeared at the extieme himit of the sea, red
like Iittle flames, motionless

““ The wind 1s changing I {eel that the wind 1s chang
1ng. Look there, how the water 1s beginning to nipple.”
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A sudden lreeze zszailed the tufts of the zecaciar which,
bending cn ther stems, shed scieral Ziws-zTs lise dead
butterflies.  Then, Defore thess lozat remnzains cowid touch
tne earth, all was 2t Teace agaiz Dunng ize mtenal of
silence, the low mmrmur of the water 25 17 vwas dasned
against the Leacn could be heard, apd tms murmur died
away with the flight of the wave as 1t passed zlopg the
snore, and then ceased,

“¢1nd you hear 11?7’

She had risen and leaned on the parapet, listeming
intently, 1n the attitude of a musician who 15 tuning his
ipstrument.

“ Here 15 the wave coming back,” she cned apam,
pointing to the mobile nippling of the water. upon which
the shower was adsancing, and she waited, ammated by
impatience, ready to fill her lungs with the wind.

After a few seconds the acacias, assailed, once more bent
on their stems, causing a shower of other flowers. And the
strong gust bore as far as the loggia the saline odor mingled
with the perfume of the withered bunches. A silvery
sound, of singular harmony, filled with its kettledrum
vibrations the concavity of the little bay between the two
promontories.

““ Do you hear >’ sard Hippolyte, 1 a low but exulting
voice, as 1f this music had penetrated as far as her soul,
and that all her life were participating 1n the vicissitudes
of the things around her.

George followed all her actions, all her gestures, all her
movements, cvery word, with such intense attention that
the rest was for him as if 1t had never existed  The preced-
1ng 1mage no longer coincided with the actual appearance,
although 1t st1ll dominated his mind to the extent of main-
taining the profound sensation of the moral detachment,
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and of preventing him from replacing this woman 1n her
first frame, of not reestablishing her in her onginal state
of being, of not reintegrating her. But from cvery one of
these actions, from every one of these gestures, from every
one of these movements, from every one of these words,
emanated an 1nevitable power  All these physical mani-
festations seemed to compose a web which trapped him,
and held him prisoner. It seemed that between this woman
and himself there was formed a sort of corporeal bond, a
sort of organic dependence, a correspondence by virtue of
which the slightest gesture provoked 1n him an involuntary
sensual modification, and that henceforth he would no
longer be capable of living and feeling independently.
How could he reconcile this evident affimity with the
occult hate which he had just discovered at the bottom
of his heart ?

Hippolyte, through a spontancous curiosity, through an
instinctive desire to multiply her sensations and to make the
surrounding neighborhood part of herself, was still absorbed
in the spectacle. The facility she exhibited in entering
into communication with every form of natural life and of
finding a world of analogies between human expressions and
the appearances of the most diverse things, this rapid and
diffuse sympathy, which attached her not only to objects
with which she was 1n daily contact, but also to foreign
objects, that sort of imitative virtuc which often permitted
her to express by a single sign the distinctive character of
an animate or mmanimate being, of talking to the domestic
animals and understanding their language—all thesc mimic
faculties properly concurred 1n rendering more visible, 1n
George's eyes, the predominance 1n her of the inferior life.

“ What’s that? ’’ she said, surprised at noticing a sudden,
mystertous rumbling. ‘“ Didn’t you hear 1t ? "’
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It was like a dull blow, which other blows followed in
rapid succession—blows so strange that 1t could not be
discerned 1if they came from near or far, in the air that
became more and more limpid.

‘¢ Didn’t you hear that ? "’

¢ It may be distant thunder.”

¢ Oh, no t»

‘¢ What, then ?

They looked around them, perplexed. Every moment
the sea was changing color 1n proportion as the sky became
clearer, here and there 1t took on that shade of indefinable
green, like unrnipe flax, as when the sun’s oblique rays pass
through the diaphanous stems 1n an April twilight.

““Ah! 1t’s the sail flapping—that white sail, yonder,”
cnied Hippolyte, happy at being the first to discover the
mystery. ‘‘ Look. She's caught the wind, She's off.”’



CHAPTER II

WiTH a few intervals of drowsy indolence, she felt 2 mad
desire to wander off, to venture out in the heat of the sun,
to scour the beach and surrounding country, to explore
unfamiliar paths. She stimulated her companion, at times
she carried him off almost by force, at times, too, she
started off alone, and he joined her unexpectedly.

In order to climb a hill, they followed a small pathway
bordered by thick hedges of violet flowers, among which
blossomed the large and delicate calices of other snowy
fragrant flowers with fine petals. On the other side of the
hedges, ears of corn waved to and fro on their stems, yel-
lowish-green 1n color, more or less ready to change into
gold, and 1n other places the corn was so thick and high
that 1t towered over the tops of the hedges, suggesting a
beautiful, overflowing cup

Nothing escaped Hippolyte's vigilant eye. Every min-
ute she stooped to blow away certain spheres of down, very
fragile, at the tips of their long, slender peduncles. Every
minute she stopped to observe the small spiders climbing
by an invisible thread from a flower situated low down to a
branch above.

On the hill, 1n a narrow, sunny circle, there was a small
field of flax already dry. The yellowish stems bore at their
summits a ball of gold, and here and there the gold
seemed tarmisbed by an 1ronlike rust. The highest stems
were waving almost imperceptibly. And, because of this
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extreme lightness, the whole gave the idea of some deli-
cate piece of gold-work.

“ Look, 1t 1s just like filigree !’ said Hippolyte.

The furze was commencing to shed 1its flowers., A few
feet away hung a sort of white foam in flakes, on others
crawled large black and brown caterpillars, soft to the
touch as velvet. Hippolyte took up one whose delicate
down was streaked with vermilion, and she kept 1t calmly
on the palm of her hand.

‘¢ It 1s more beautiful than a flower,’’ she said.

George remarked, and 1t was not the first time, that she
was almost totally devoid of instinctive repugnance towards
nsects, and that, in general, she did not feel that keen and
mnvincible repulsion which he himself felt for a host of
things considered unclean.

““ Throw 1t away, I beg of you!"’

She began to laugh, and stretched out her hand as if to
put the caterpillar on his neck. He gave a cry and
sprang back, which made her laugh all the more.

‘“ Oh, what a brave man!'’’

In a spirt of mischief, she started to pursue him between
the trunks of the young oaks, through the narrow paths that
formed a sort of mountainous labyrinth. Her peals of
faughter started from between the gray stones flocks of wild
Sparrows.

“Stop! Stop! You frighten the sheep.”

A small flock of frightened sheep dispersed, dragging
behind them up the rocky incline a bundle of bluish rags.

‘“ Stop. 1 have 1t no longer. See.”

And she showed the runaway her empty hands.

“‘ Let us help the Mute "’

And she ran towards the woman 1n rags, who was making
ineffectual efforts to hold back the sheep attached to the
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long cords of twisted osier. Hippolyte seized the bunch of
cords, and braced her feet against a stone 1n order to have
more resisting power. She panted, her face purple; and
1n this violent attitude she was very beautiful. Her beauty
lighted up, unexpectedly, like a torch.

‘‘ Come, George, come you too !’’ she cried to George,
communicating to him her frank and childish joy.

The sheep stopped 1n a clump of furze. There were six
of them, three black and three white, and bore the osier
cords around their woolly necks. The woman who looked
after them, emaciated, poorly covered by her bluish rags,
gesticulated while giving vent, from her toothless mouth,
to an incomprehensible grumbling. Her little greemsh
eyes, without eyelashes, bleary, tearful and congested, had
a malignant look.

When Hippolyte gave her alms, she kissed the pieces of
money. Then, letting go the cords, she removed from her
head a rag which no longer had erther form or color,
stooped to the ground, and slowly, with greatest care, tied
up the pieces of money 1n a multiphaity of knots.

“I am tired,”” said Happolyte. ‘ Let us sit down here
for a moment."’

They sat down. George then perceived that the spot was
near the great furze field where, on that May morning, the
five virgins had plucked the flowers to strew the path of the
beautiful Roman. That morning already seemed very far
off, lost 1n dreamy haze. He said:

‘“ Do you see, over yonder, those bushes which are now
almost flowerless ? Well, it was there that we filled the
baskets to strew flowers on your path when you ammved.

Oh, what a day! Do you remember?”’

She smiled, and 1n a transport of sudden tenderness took

one of his hands, which she kept pressed 1n her own, and
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she leaned her cheek on the shoulder of the loved one, bury-
ing herself 1n the sweetness of that memory, of that soli-
tude, of that peace, of that poesy.

From time to time a breath of wind passed through the
tops of the oaks, and below, farther on, 1n the gray of the
olive-trees, passed, from time to time, a clear wave of
silver, The Mute moved away slowly behind the feeding
sheep, and she seemed to leave something fantastic 1n her
traces, as if a reflect of the legends 1n which malignant
faines transform themselves into toads at every turn of
the path.

¢ Aren’t you happy now ?’’ murmured Hippolyte.

George thought ‘“It 15 already two weeks, and there
has been no change 1n me. Still the same anxiety, the
same 1nquietude, the same discontent! e are hardly at
the beginning, and I already foresee the end. What shall
we do to enjoy the passing hour ?’’ Certain phrases of a
letter from Hippolyte recurred to him ‘ Oh'! when will
1t be given me to be near you during entire days, to live
your life ? You will see, I shall no longer be the same
woman. I will be your mistress, your friend, your sister,
and 1f you think me worthy, I will be also your adwiser

In me you should find nothing but sweetness and
repose. . . . It will be a life of love such as has
never before been seen 7 . . .

He thought *‘ For the past two weeks our whole exist-
ence has been composed of petty, material 1ncidents, like
those of to-day. It is true, I have already seen in her
another woman !/ She 1s commencing to change, even in
appearance. It1s unbelievable how rapidly she 1s gaining
in health. One would say that every breath 1s a gain;
that, for her, every fruit turns 1nto blood, that the health-
fulness of the air penetrates her every pore. She was made
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for this life of idleness, of liberty, of physical enjoyment,
of carelessness. Up to now, she has not uttered a single
thoughtful word which revealed preoccupation of the soul
Her 1ntervals of silence and 1mmobility are caused only
by muscular fatigue, just as at the present moment. "’

¢ Of what are you thinking ? '’ she demanded.

¢ Of nothing. I am happy."’

After a pause, she added

‘“ We’ll go on now, shall we ? "’

They rose  She bestowed upon his mouth a sonorous kiss.
She was gay and restless. Every few minutes she darted
away from him to run down an incline free from rocks,
and when she wished to check her speed, she grasped the
trunk of a young oak, which groaned and bent beneath the
shock.

She gathered a violet flower and sucked 1t,

‘“It's honey.”

She gathered another, and placed 1t on her lover’s
lips.

‘“ Taste 1t ! "’

And 1t seemed as if she enjoyed the savor for the second
time, at seeing the motions of his mouth

‘¢ With all these flowers, and all these bees, there must
certainly be a hive near by,”’ she went on  “‘One of
these mornings, while you are asleep, I must come here and
search forit. . . . TI’'ll bring you a honeycomb *’

She prattled at a great rate about this adventure, which
tickled her fancy, and in her words appeared, with the
vivacity of an actual sensation, the freshness of the morning,
the mystery of the woods, the impatience of the search, the
joy of the discovery, the pale color and wild fragrance of
honey.

They halted half-way up the hill, at the border of the
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woody region, charmed by the melancholy which ascended
from the sea.

The sea was delicately colored, between a blue and
a green, 1n which the green had a progressive tendency to
dominate, but the sky, of a leaden azure at the zenith, and
streaked here and there by clouds, was rose-colored in the
curve toward Ortono This light was reflected 1n pale tints
on the surface of the water, and recalled deflowered roses
floating  Against the maritime background were arranged
1n steps, 1n harmonious degrees, first the two large oaks with
their dark foliage, then the silvery olive-trees, then the fig-
trees with their bright foliage and violet branches. The
moon, orange-colored, enormous, almost at 1its full, rose
up above the ring of the horizon, like a globe of crystal
through whose transparency could be seen a chimerical
country figured 1n bas-relief on a massive disk of gold.

One heard the warbling of birds, near and far. One
heard the lowing of an ox; then a bleating, then the wail-
ing of a child. There was a pause during which all these
voices were silent, and only this single wail was heard.

It was a wail, not violent or interrupted, but shrill, con-
tinuous, almost feeble. And 1t attracted the soul, detached
1t from all the rest, snatched 1t from the seduction of the
twilight, to oppress 1t with a veritable anguish which re-
sponded to the suffering of the unknown creature, of the
little, 1nvisible being

“ Do you hear ?'’ said Hippolyte, whose voice, already
changed by compassion, became 1nvoluntarily lower. 1
know who the child is that’s crying.”’

““You know ?'’ asked George, to whom his mistress's
voice and appearance had given a strange shock.

6t Yes."

She was again histening intently to the lamentable moan-
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ing, which now seemed to fill the whole place. She added:
‘¢ It’s the infant that the Ghouls are sucking.”

She had pronounced these words without the shadow of
a smile, as 1f she herself were beneath the empire of the
superstition.

““It lives over there, in that tumble-down cottage.
Candia told me.”’

After a slight hesitation, during which they listened to
the wails and had a fantastic vision of the dying child,
Hippolyte suggested

‘¢ Shall we go and see 1t ® It's not far.”’

George was perplexed, dreading the sadness of the spec-
tacle, and the contact of the distressed and coarse people.

‘“Shall we ?’’ repeated Hippolyte, whose curosity
became 1rresistible. ‘‘ It is over there, 1n that old cot-
tage, beneath the pine. I know the way.”’

“Let'sgo!”

She went straight ahead, hastening her steps, across a
sloping field. Both were silent, both heard only the
infantile wail which served them as a guide. And, step by
step, their anguish became more poignant and mn propor-
tion as the wailing became more distinct and 1ndicated
better the poor, bloodless body from which pain forced 1t.

They traversed a copse of odorous orange-trees, treading
on the flowers scattered on the ground. On the threshold
of a cottage close to the one they sought an enormously
stout woman was seated, and on her monstrous body was a
small round head, with soft eyes, white teeth, a placid
smile.

‘ Where are you going, signora ?’' asked the woman,
without rising.

‘““We are going to see the child whom the Ghouls are
sucking.’’

14
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¢ What’s the use ? You’d better stay here, and take a
rest. I do not lack children, either. Look!''’

Three or four naked children, who had also such large
stomachs that one would have believed them to be dropsi-
cal, dragged themselves along on the ground, grunting and
tumbling over, putting 1n their mouths everything that feil
into their hands. And the woman held 1n her arms a fifth
child, all covered with brownish scabs, from the midst of
which shone out a pair of large clear blue eyes, like
miraculous flowers.

““ You see that I have plenty of them too, and that this
one, here, 1s sick. Stay here a bit »

She smiled, soliciting with her eyes the strangers’ gener-
osity. And, with an expression 1n which one guessed the
desire to dissuade the curiosity of the woman by the vague
presentiment of a peril -

““What's the good of going there ?’’ she repeated.
¢ See how 1ll this one 1s.””

And again she showed the afflicted child, but without
simulating any sorrow, as 1f she simply offered to the passer-
by a nearer object of compassion in exchange for a more
distant one—as 1f she wished to say ‘ Since you desire to
be compassionate, have compassion for the one before you.”

George examined, with deep pain, the poor, spotted face,
whose large, bright, and clear eyes seemed to drink 1n all
the light shed on this June evening

“ What 1s he suffering from ?’’ he asked.

‘“Ah! signor, who ever knows ?”’ answered the fat
woman, always with the same placidity ‘‘ He has what
God wishes.”

Hippolyte gave her some money, and they resumed thenr
way towards the other cottage, bearing with them the nause-
ous odaor emanating from that door full of shadow.
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They did not speak. They felt a contraction of their
hearts, a disgust 1n therr mouths, a weakness 1n therr limbs.
They heard the shrill wailing, mingled with other voices,
other sounds, and they were stupefied at having been able
to hear this single sound so far away, and so distinctly
But what attracted their eyes was the tall and straight pine
whose robust trunk stood out black against the diffused light
of the twilight, sustaining a melodious summit filled with
spatrows.

At their approach, a whisper passed among the women
gathered around the victim.

‘‘ Here are the gentlefolk—Cand1a’s strangers *’

‘¢ Come, come !’

And the women opened their circle to permit the
arrivals to draw nearer. One of them, an old woman, with
wrinkled skin, of the color of parched earth, expression-
less eyes, whitish and as 1f vitrified 1n the depths of their
hollow orbits, said, addressing Hippolyte, and touching her
arm.

‘‘ I.ook, signora! Look! The Ghouls are sucking 1t,
poor creature! Look at the state they’ve reduced 1t to!
May God protect your children !’

Her voice was so dry that it appeared artificial, and
resembled the sounds articulated by an automaton.

‘¢ Cross yourself, signora!'’’ she added again

The advice seemed lugubrious 1n that lifeless mouth,
n which the voice lost 1ts human character and became a
dead thing. Hippolyte made the sign of the cross, and
looked at her companion.

In the space before the door of the hut the women were
1n a circle as around a spectacle, making from time to time
some mechanical sign of condolence And the circle was
unceasingly renewed , some, already tired of looking, went
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away , others arrived from neighboring houses. And almost
all, at the sight of this slow death, repeated the same
gesture, repeated the same words.

The child reposed 1n a little cradle, of rough pine boards,
like a small, hdless coffin  The poor creature, naked,
sickly, emaciated, greemish, was wailing continuously and
waving 1ts debilitated arms and legs, which had nothing
more than skin and bone, as 1f asking for help. And the
mother, seated at the foot of the cradle, bent 1n two, her
head so low that 1t almost touched her knees, seemed to
hear nothing. It seemed as if some termble weight rested
on her neck and prevented her from rsing. At times,
mechanically, she placed on the edge of the cradle a coarse,
callous hand, burnt by the sun, and she made the gesture
of rocking without altering her attitude or breaking the
silence. Then the holy images, the talismans, and the
telics, with which the pine cradle was almost entirely cov-
ered, undulated and tinkled, during a momentary pause in
the wail.

‘“ Liberata! Liberata!’ cried one of the women,
shaking her. *‘ Look, Liberata! The lady has come—the
lady 1s 1n your house! TLook !’

The mother slowly raised her head and looked around her,
with a bewildered air, then she fixed on her visitor her dry
and mournful eyes, 1n whose depths there was less of
fatigned sorrow than inert and shadowy terror—the terror
of nocturnal witchcraft against which no exorcism prevailed,
the terror of those insatiable beings who now had the house
1n their power, and who would not abandon 1t perhaps but
with the last corpse.

‘‘Speak ! Speak!'’ insisted one of the women, shaking
her again by the arm. *‘Speak! Ask the lady to send
you to the Madonna of the Miracles."’



Il Sy e 213

The others surrounded Hippolyte with supplications.

‘‘ Yes, signora. Be charnitable to her! Send her to the
Madonna. Send her to the Madonna ! "’

The child cried louder. In the tops of the pine-tree
the sparrows were emitting heart-rending cries. In the
neighborhood, between the deformed trunks of the olive-
trees, a dog barked. The moon was beginning to cast its
shadows. ‘¢ Yes, stammered Hippolyte, incapable of sus-
taining longer the fixed gaze of the silent mother. ¢‘ Yes,
yes, we will send her—to-morrow."’

‘‘ No, not to-morrow, Saturday, signora."’

‘¢ Saturday 15 the Vigil.”

“ Let her buy him a candle.”

“ A fine candle.”

¢ A ten-pound candle.”’

‘ Do you hear, Liberata ? Do you hear ?"*

‘¢ The lady will send you to the Madonna 1’

¢‘ The Madonna will pity you.”

““Speak! Speak!”

‘¢ She's become dumb, signora.”

‘¢ She hasn’t spoken for three days.’’

In the midst of the confused cries of the women, the
child cried st1ll louder.

‘ Do you hear how he cries ?”’

“ He always cries loudest, signora, at mghtfal}.”

“ Perhaps 1t's coming soon "’

“ Perhaps the child Zas seen ’”

¢ Make the sign of the cross, signora.”

““It's getting dark.”

‘ Do you hear how he cries ?"’

‘¢ Isn’t that the bell tolling ? "’

‘“ No, one can't hear 1t here,"

‘“ Silence ! "’
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‘¢ One can’t hear it here.”

‘“ But I hear 1t.”

¢ I hear 1t, too.”’

“ Ave Marwa !’

All were silent, made the sign of the cross, and bowed.
It seemed as 1f several sonorous waves, scarcely perceptible,
arnived from the distant market-town, but the child’s wail
filled every listener’s ear. Once more, only this single wail
could be heard. The mother had fallen on her knees at
the foot of the cradle, prostrated to the earth  Hippolyte,
her head bowed, was praying with fervor.

‘¢ Look, there, 1n the doorway!’’ whispered one of the
women to her neighbor.

George, watchful and uneasy, turned his head. The
doorway was full of shadow.

‘¢ Look, there, in the doorway'! Don’t you see some-
thing ? "’

‘“Yes, I see,”” replied the other, uncertain, a little
frightened

““IWhat 1s 1t ® What do you see ?’’ asked a third.

‘¢ What 15 1t ?’’ demanded a fourth.

‘“What 15 1t ? "

Suddenly curiosity and fright seized them all They
looked toward the door The child cried The mother
rose, and she, too, began to fix her dilated eyes on the
door which the shadows rendered mysterious. The dog
barked among the olive-trees

¢ What 15 1t ?"’ said George, 1n a low voice, but not
without requiring some effort to shake off the increasing
uneasiness of his imagination. ¢‘ What do you see ? "’

None of the women dared to answer. All, in the
shadow, saw the outlines of a vague form.

Then he advanced toward the door. When he crossed
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the threshold, a furnace-like heat and a repugnant stench
cut short his breath. He turned round, went out.

¢ It’s a scythe,”” he said.

In fact, 1t was a scythe hanging on the wall.

“ Ah! a scythe.”

And the volces recommenced.

¢ Liberata'! Liberata!’

¢ Are you mad ?”’

¢ She 15 mad ”’

“It’s getting dark. Let us go.”

¢ He’s not crying any more."’

¢ Poor creature! Is he asleep 2’

‘¢ He has stopped crying.”’

¢ Take 1n the cradle; the evening 1s damp. We will
help you, Liberata.”

‘¢ Poor creature ! Is he asleep 7”’

¢ One would think he were dead. He no longer moves.’?

¢ Take 1n the cradle, won’t you? Don’t you hear us,
Liberata ?

‘¢ She 1s mad *’

‘ Where 1s the lamp ?  Joseph will soon return. Have
you no lamp ? Joseph will soon return from the lime-
kiln.”

““ She 1s mad. She doesn’t speak any more.”

‘“We are going  God be with you !’

¢ Poor tormented flesh! Is he sleeping ?”?

‘‘He's sleeping, he’s sleeping. . . . He’s not in
pain now.’’

¢ Oh, Lord Jesus, save him!*

‘¢ Protect us, O Lord !’

¢ Farewell, farewell! Good night]'’

‘“ Good might 1"’

* Good night 1"’



CHAPTER III.

THE dog continued to bark in the olive-groves, while
George and Hippolyte came back by the path towards
Candia's house. When the ammal recognized the guests
of the house, he stopped barking, and came to meet them
joyfully.

““Why, 1t’s Grardino!"' cried Hippolyte. And she
stooped to caress the poor beast, with whom she had
already become friends. *‘ He was calling us. It's getting
late.”

The moon rose 1n the silence of the sky, slowly, pre-
ceded by a luminous wave which gradually covered the
azure. All the sounds of the surrounding fields died away
beneath this pacific light And the unexpected cessation
of every noise seemed almost supernatural to George, whom
an 1nexplicable fnight kept alert.

‘¢ Stop a moment,” he said, holding Hippolyte back.

And he Dhistened 1ntently

“ What are you listentng to ?”’

‘It seemed to me——"'

And both locked back in the direction of the bam,
which the olive-trees concealed from view. But they heard
nothing except the even and rocking rhythm of the sea in
the curve of the little gulf. Over their heads a cricket
clove the air 1n1ts flight with a grating sound like that of a
diamond on a pane of glass

““Don’t you think the child 1s dead ?'’ asked George,
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without dissimulating his emotion.  “ He stopped cry-
mg."”’

“ That's true!" said Hippolyte. ‘“And you believe
he's dead *”

George did not reply. And they resumed their way back
beneath the silvery olive-groves.

“Did you notice the mother well ?’* he asked at last,
after a silence, possessed 1nternally by the sombre 1mage.

“My God! My God 1"’

“ And that old woman who touched your elbow! What
avoice! What eyes!”

His words betrayed the strange fright which dominated
him, as 1f the recent spectacle had been a frightful revela-
tion to him, as 1f life had suddenly been made mamifest to
him under a mysterious and savage aspect, bruising and
stamping him with an 1ndelible sign.

““You know, when I entered the house, on the ground
behind the door there was the corpse of some beast—
already half-decomposed. The smell was simply chok-
ing.”

‘ What do you mean ? "’

It was erther a cat or a dog. I could not distinguish
very well. It was difficult to see well 1nside."”’

‘¢ Are you sure ? "'

‘ Yes, yes. Without any doubt there was a dead animal.
The stench——""

A shudder of disgust ran through him as he thought of it.

‘ What could 1t be?’* said Hippolyte, who felt herself
becoming infected by the contagion of fear and disgust.

‘“ How can I know ? "’

The dog gave a bark to announce their coming. They
had arnved. Candia was waiting for them, and the table
was already spread beneath the oak.

' g
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“ How late you are, signora !’ cried the affable hostess,
with a smile ¢ Where have you been ? What will you
give me 1f I guess ? Well, you have been to see the child
of Liberata Maunella. May Jesus guard us from the
Cunning One !’

When the lovers were at table, she approached, curious,
to speak and question.

‘““D1d you see him, signora? He gets no better, he's
just as bad. Vet his father and mother have done every-
thing to save him."”’

What had they not done ! Candia related all the remedies
attempted, all the exorcisms. The priest had been there,
and, after having covered the child’s head with the edge
of his stole, had read verses from the Bible. The mother
had suspended from the lintel of the door a waxen cross,
blessed on Ascension Day, she had sprinkled with holy
water the hinges of the imposts, and recited aloud the Creds,
thrice in succession, she had put a handful of salt ina
piece of linen, which afterwards she had knotted and hung
around the neck of her dyingson. The father tad done the
seven nights, for seven consecutive mghts he had watched 1n
the dark, before a lighted lantern covered with a pot, atten-
tive to the slightest sound, ready to assail and seize the
Ghoul. A single pin-prick would have sufficed to render
1t isible to human eyes. But the seven vigils had gone by
without result. The child wasted away, and was consumed
hour by hour, hopelessly. Finally, on the advice of a
witch, the despairing father had killed a dog and put the
body behind the door. This prevented the Ghoul entering
before having counted all the hairs of the dead beast.

““ Do you hear ?”’ said George to Hippolyte.

They did not eat, their hearts oppressed with pity, struck
with terror at the sudden apparition of these phantoms of
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an obscure and atrocious life, which environed the leisures
of their useless love

‘¢ May Jesus protect us from the Cunming One !’ repeated
Candia, and piously, with her open hand, she indicated
the place where lay the hiving fruit ‘¢ May God protect
your children, signora !’

Then she added

““ You're not eating this evening' You've no appetite.
That 1nnocent soul distresses your hearts And your hus-
band 1sn’t eating, erther. Look!”

Hippolyte said -

“ Do many die—like that 7’

¢“Oh!’’ went on Candia, ‘‘ this 1s a bad district. The
cursed brood swarms hereabouts. One 1s never safe. May
Jesus protect us from the Cunming One !’

She repeated the conjuration, then added, pointing to a
plate on the table.

‘¢ Do you see those fish ? They are from the Trabocco;
they were brought by Turchin.”

And she lowered her voice.

‘““Do you want to know ? For nearly a year, Turchin
and all his family have been 1n the power of some witch-
craft from which he has not yet been able to free him-
self.”’

““Who is Turchin ?’’ asked George, listemng breath-
lessly to the woman’s words, fascinated by the mystery of
these things ‘“ The man from the Trabocco ? '’

And he recalled that earthy wvisage, almost chinless,
scarcely larger than a fist, with a long nose, prominent
and pointed like the snout of a pike, between two small,
glittering eyes.

‘“ Yes, signor. Look over there. If your sight 1s good
you can see him. To-might he 1s fishing by moonlight.”’
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And Candia pointed out on the rocks the great fishing
machine—that collection of trunks freed from their bark,
planks and cables, whose strange whiteness resembled the
colossal skeleton of some antediluvian amphibian. In
the calm air was heard the creaking of the capstan. Asthe
tide was Jow and the rocks were uncovered, the odor of the
alge came up victorious from the beach, stronger and
fresher than the effluvia from the fertile hill.

Hippolyte breathed in the intoxicating odor, already
entirely occupied by that intense sensation which made her
nostrils quiver and her eyes half-close  She murmured :

¢ Oh, how delicious! Don’t you smell :t, George ?**

He, on his part, was very attentive to Candia’s words,
and saw 1n imagination the silent drama suspended over
the sea. To the phantoms evoked by this simple woman
1n the serene night his soul, inclined to mystery and natu-
rally superstitious, gave limitless life and tragic horror.
For the first time he had a vast and confused vision of that
race unknown to him, of all that miserable flesh, full of
animal 1nstincts and of bestial afflictions, bent and sweat-
1ng on the glebe or buried 1n the depths of the cottages,
beneath the perpetual menace of those dark powers.
Amidst the sweet richness of the country which he had
selected as the theatre of his love, he discovered a violent
human agitation, and 1t was as if he had discovered a
swarm of 1nsects 1n the masses of magnificent hair 1mpreg-
nated with aroma. He felt the same shudder, already felt
before this, at the contact with brutally revealed life:
‘“ recently, at the sight of his relatives, of his father, of his
brother, of the poor, bigoted glutton.’”” All at once, he
felt as if he were no longer alone with his mistress amidst
the benign growths, under the bark of which he had one
day believed he had surprised a new emotion. He felt



himself, on the contrary, environed and almost jostled by
an unknown crowd, which, bearing 1n itself the same vitality
which the trunks of trees possess, blind, tenacious, and
unconquerable, adhered to him by the bond of the species
and could immediately communicate to him 1ts suffering,
by a look, a gesture, a sigh, a sob, a groan, a cry.

‘“Ah! this district 1s bad,” repeated Candia, shaking
ber head. “‘ But the Messiah of Chapelles will come to
purify the earth,”” *

‘‘ The Messiah ?’*

‘¢ Father,” cnied Candia, 1n the direction of the house,
¢ when 1s the Messiah to be here ?”*

The old man appeared upon the threshold.

¢ One of these days,”’ he replied.

And, turning toward the beach, which 1n the dim light
cast by the half-moon disappeared to view 1n the direction
of Ortona, he signified with a vague gesture the mystery of
that new deliverer 1n whom the country people had placed
their hope and faith.

** One of these days—very soon.”

And the old man, who wanted to talk, approached the
table, looked at his guests with an uncertain smile, and
asked

“ Don't you know who 1t 15 ?”’

““ Perbaps 1t 1s Semplice,” said George, m whose
memory revived a distant and indistinct recollection of
that Semplice di Sulmone who fell 1nto an ecstasy, his eyes
fixed on the sun.

* The episode of the Messiah of Chapelies 15 historical  Oreste
de Amicis, born in 1824 at Chapelles, played precisely the réle as-
signed to him here by the novelist e died 1in 1889 Antomo di
Nino has collected and published curious documents concerning this
personage



“No, signor, Sembrz 1s dead. The new Messiah is
Oreste of Chapelles.”

And the old man, 1n fervent and vividly colored language,
related the new legend, such as 1t had been conceived by
the rural population.

Oreste, being a capuchin monk, had known Semplice at
Sulmone, and had learned from him the art of reading the
future on the face of the nsing sun. Then he began to
travel all over the world he had gone to Rome, and had
spoken with the Pope, 1n another place he had spoken
with the king. On his return to Chapelles, his birthplace,
he had passed seven years in the cemetery 1n the company
of skeletons, wearing a hair shirt, flagellating himself night
and day, according to discipline. He had preached 1n the
parish church, and had drawn tears and cries from the
fishers. Then he had started once more on a pilgrimage
to all the sanctuartes, he had remained thirty days on the
mountain of Ancona, he had remained twelve days on
Mount St. Bernard, he had climbed the highest peaks,
strugghing through the snow, his head bared. Returned
again to Chapelles, he had recommenced to preach in his
church. But, shortly afterwards, persecuted and driven
away by his enemies, he had sought refuge in the Island of
Corsica, and there he had made himself an apostle,
resolved to traverse all Italy and to write the name of the
Virgin 1n his blood on the gate of every city. As an apos-
tle, he had returned to his native place, announcing that he
had seen a star 1n the midst of a thicket of trees, and that
from 1t he had received the Word. And, finally, by the
mspiration of the Eternal Father, he had taken the great
name of the New Messiah.

He was now making his pilgrimage through the rural dis-
tricts dressed 1n a red tunic and a blue mantle, with long hair



THE NEW LIFE, 223

down to his shoulders, and his beard trimmed like Christ’s.
His apostles accompanied him-—men who had abandoned the
spade and plough to devote themselves to the triumph of the
new faith. In Pantaleom: Donadio revived the spirit of Saint
Matthew, 1n Antonio Secamiglio revived the spinit of Saint
Peter, 1n Giuseppe Scurti, that of Maximin, 1n Mana Clara,
that of Saint Elizabeth, and Vincent di1 Giambattista, who
represented the archangel Saint Michael, was the messen-
ger of the Messiah.

All these men had tilled the so1l, mown the wheat, pruned
the vines, pressed the olives, they had led the cattle to the
fair and disputed over the prices, they had led a woman to
the altar, and procreated children, and seen these children
grow, flourish, die, 1n short, they had lived the ordinary
Iife of country people amudst their equals. And now
they passed, followers of the Messiah, considered as divine
personages by the same people with whom, the previous
week, they had argued concerning a measure of wheat. They
passed transfigured, participating 1n the divinity of Oreste,
mmvested with his grace Whether 1n the fields or 1n the
house, they had heard @ wowce, they had all at once felt
pure souls enter into their sinful flesh. The spint of Saint
John was 1n Giuseppe Coppa, that of Saint Zachanas, in
Pascal Basilico. The women, also, had received the sign.
A woman of Senegallia, married to a certain Augustinone,
a tailor at Chapelles, in order to demonstiate to the Mes-
siah the ardor of her faith, had wanted to renew the sacri-
fice of Abraham, by setting fire to a mattress on which slept
her children. Other women had given other proofs.

And the Elect now wandered through the country with
his escort of Apostles and of Marys. From the most distant
places of the coast and mountain, multitudes flocked to
see him pass. At daybreak, when he appeared at the door
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of the house 1n which he had lodged, he always saw a great
crowd kneeling 1n expectation. Erect on the threshold, he
delivered the Word, received confessions, administered
communion with pieces of bread  For his nourishment, he
preferred eggs prepared with elder flowers, or with the tips
of wild asparagus, he also ate a mixture of honey, nuts, and
almonds, which he called manna, to recall the manna of
the desert.

His mracles could no longer be counted. By the sim-
ple virtue of the thumb, index and mrddle fingers, raised
1in the air, he delnered the possessed, cured the infirm,
resurrected the dead. If anyone went to consult him, he
did not even give him time to open his mouth, and 1mme-
diately told him the names of his parents, explained his
famuly affairs, and revealed to him the most obscure secrets.
He also gave news of the souls of the dead, he indicated
places where treasures were hidden ; with certain scapulares
in the form of a triangle, he delivered hearts from melan-
cholies.

“It's Jesus come back to earth,”” concluded Colas di
Sciampagne, with a voice fervent with faith ““ He will
pass near here, too  Didn’t you see how high the wheat 1s?
Have you not noticed how the olive-trees are flourishing?
Didn’t you notice how the vines are laden with grapes? '’

Respectful of the old man's beliefs, George asked gravely .

¢ And where 1s he now?”’

“ He 1s at Piomba,’’ replied the old man.

And he pointed to the distant shores on the other side of
Ortono, evoking n his guest’s mind the vision of that cor-
ner of the province of Teramo bathed by the sea—an almost
mystic vision of fertile lands watered by little, sinuous
nivers, where, beneath the endless shivering of the poplars,

_a stream of water ran over a bed of polished sand.
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After an 1nterval of stlence, Colas added :

‘‘At Piomba, one word from him sufficed to stop the
train on the railroad! My son saw1t. Didn’t Vito tell us
that, Candia?”’

Candia confirmed the old man’s words, and gave the
details of the wonderful event. The Messiah, attired 1n his
red tunic, had advanced to meet the train, walking calmly
between the two rails.

While speaking, Candia and the old man incessantly di-
rected their gaze, as well as their gestures, towards the dis-
tance, as 1f the sacred person of the expected arrival were
already visible to them

‘¢ Listen !'’’ interrupted Hippolyte, pulling the arm of
George, who was absorbed 1n an 1nner view more and more
vast and distinct. *‘ Don’t you hear something ?’’

She rose, crossed the court, went close to the parapet
under the acacias. He followed her. They listened.

‘¢ It's a procession going on a pilgrimage to the Madonna
of Casalbordino,’’ said Candia.

In the peaceful moonlight a religious chant swelled its
slow and monotonous rhythm, with an alternation of mascu-
line and feminine voices at equal intervals. One of these
half-choirs chanted a strophe 1n a low tone, the other half-
choir chanted a refrain in a higher key, indefinitely pro-
longing the cadence It was like the approach of a wave
continuously rising and falling.

The procession approached with a rapidity which con-
trasted with the slowness of the rhythm. Already the first
pilgrims appeared at the turn of the path, near the bridge of
the Trabocco

‘“ Here they are,’”’ exclaimed Hippolyte, moved by the
novelty of the scene and sounds. “‘ Here they are. What
a number of them !”’

15
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They advanced 1n a compact mass. And the opposition
of the measure between their march and their chant was so
strange that 1t gave them an almost fantastic appearance,
It seemed as if a supernatural force impelled them on,
unconscious, towards the goal, while the words emitted from
their mouths remained suspended 1n the luminous air and
continued to vibrate after their passage.

Viva Marial
Viva Maria !

They passed with a heavy trampling, exhaling a sour,
herdlike odor, so jammed one to the other that nothing
emerged from their mass except the long sticks fashioned
like a cross. The men marched 1n front, and the women,
more numerous, bebind, with the ghittering of golden orna-
ments underneath their white bandelets.

Viva Maria !
Viva her Creator !

Near by, at every repetition, thetr chant had the vehe-
mence of a cry, then 1t diminished in wvigor, betraying
fatigue, surmounted by a continual and unamimous effort,
the 1mitiative of which, 1n the two half-choirs, almost always
started 1n a single and more powerful voice. And this voice
donmunated not only the others when 1t intoned the measure,
but often, 1n the midst of the musical wave, 1t was main-
tained high and recognizable during the entire duration of
the strophe or refrain, denoting a more imperious faith, a
singular and dominating soul among that indistinct crowd.

George remarked 1t, and, very attentive, followed 1t as 1t
waned 1n the distance, as long as his ear could recognize
it. And that gave rise 1n him to an extraordinary senti-
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ment of the mystic power which lay at the roots of the
great indigenous race from which he himself had sprung

The procession disappeared 1n the curve of the coast;
then reappeared on the summt of the promontory, in the
light, then disappeared again. And the chant, through
the distant night, became veiled, softened ; became so Iight
that the slow and uniform modulation of the calm sea almost
drowned 1t.

Seated on the parapet, her shoulders leaning against the
trunk of an acacia, Hippolyte remained silent, motionless,
not daring to disturb the religious meditations 1n which her
lover seemed plunged.

What could the beams of the brightest sunlight reveal to
George, that this stmple chant 1n the night had not already
revealed to him? All the scattered images, recent and
ancient, those still vibrating with the keen sensation which
had given birth to them and those buried in the deepest
recesses of his memory, all these were bound together
internally, and composed for him an tdeal spectacle which
carried him over the most vast and most august reality.
His land and his race appeared to him transfigured, uplifted
from time, with a legendary and formidable aspect, weighty
with mysterious, eternal, and nameless things A moun-
tain, like unto an enormous primeval stump, reared up 1n
the centre 1n the form of a breast, perpetually covered with
snows, and the sloping sides, the promontories devoted to
the olive-trees, were bathed there by an inconstant and sad
sea, on which the sails bore the colors of mourmng and
flame. Roads wide as rivers, green with grass, and sown with
bare rocks, with gigantic vestiges scattered here and there,
descended from the heights to conduct to the plains the
migrations of the herds. The ntes of dead and forgotten
religions survived; incomprehensible symbols of powers
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fallen since centuries subsisted there intact, the usages
of pnnmitive peoples, gone forever, persisted there, trans-
mitted without change from generation to generation, the
rich fashions, strange and useless, were retained there as
witnesses of the nobility and the beauty of an antenor life,
Long strings of horses laden with wheat-corn passed there,
and the devotees rode on the loads, their heads crowned
with ears of corn, with belts of paste, and deposited at the
foot of a statue the cereal offerings The young girls, with
baskets of wheat on their heads, led along the roads a she-
ass bearing a st11] larger basket on 1ts crupper, and, with their
offering, they went towards the altar, singing. The men
aad boys, crowned with roses and with dewy berries, climbed
* »ir pilgrimage on a rock on which was 1mpressed a foot-

“ Sampson. A white bullock, fattened for a year on
~s+irage, covered by a vermilion graldrape and

Avanced with pomp among the standards

on the threshold of the temple, 1n the

of the people, then, arrived at the

1t voided 1ts excrements, and the

s steaming matter presages as to their

st days the fluvial populations bound

bryony and, at night, they crossed the

»> and music, bearing 1n their hands branches

/f At daybreak, 1n the fields, the virgins washed

feet, and faces 1n the fresh dew, to accomplish

4 the mountains, on the plains, the first sun of

..fF*was saluted by ancient hymns, by the clash of

;mng metals, by cries and dances  Throughout the
<atire district the men, women, and children sought the
first serpents emerged from their lethargy, seized them alive,
and wound them around their necks and arms, so as to present
themselves thus ornamented before their Saint, who would
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render them proof against venomous bites. On the inclines
of the sun-bathed hills the young toilers, with their yoked
oxen, 1n presence of their old men, rivalled one another as
to who should trace the straightest furrow from the hill-top
to the plain, and the judges awarded the prize to the con-
queror, while the father, in tears, opened his arms to his
well-deserving son. And so, 1n all the ceremonies, 1n all
the pomps, in all the labors, 1n all the games, 1n the brrths,
1 the loves, 1n the marmages, funerals, everywhere was
present and wistble a georgic symbol, everywhere was
represented and venerated the great producer Earth, from
whose womb gushed forth the sources of all that was good
and joyful. The women of the family gathered at the
house of the newly marned, bearing on their heads a basket
of wheat-corn, on the wheat a loaf of bread, and on the loaf
a flower, they entered one by one, and sprinkled a handful
of that augural grain on the head of the happy wife. At
the foot of a dying man’s bed, when the death-agony was
prolonged, two kinsmen deposited a ploughshare, which
had the virtue of interrupting the horrors and of hastening
death. The tool and the fruit thus assumed supertor sig-
nificance and power. A profound sentiment and continual
desire for mystery gave to all these environing things an
active soul, bemign or malignant, of good or ewil augury,
that participated 1n every vicissitude of fortune, by a man-
fest or occult action. A vesicating leaf pressed on the
bared arm revealed love or indifference ; the hearth-chains
thrown 1n the road exorcised the menacing hurricane, a
mortar placed on the edge of the window recalled the lost
prgeons, the swallowed heart of a sparrow communicated
wisdom  Mystery intervened 1n every event, enveloped
and bound every existence , and the supernatural life dom-
1nated, concealed, and absorbed the ordinary life by creat-
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ing innumerable and indestructible phantoms, which peo-
pled the fields, inhabited the houses, encumbered the
heavens, troubled the eyes

Mystery and rhythm, those two essential elements of every
cult were scattered everywhere. Men and women contin-
ually expressed their soul 1n song, accompanied by song all
therr labors under roof and heaven, celebrated by song both
life and death. Around the cradles and around the biers,
music was shed, slow and persistent, very ancient, as
ancient, perhaps, as the race whose profound sorrows they
manifested. Sad, grave, fixed 1n 1mmutable rhythm, they
seemed the fragments of hymns that had belonged to the
1mmemorial liturgies which had survived the destruction of
some great primordial myth. They were few 1n number,
but so dominating that the nmew songs could not displace
them or diminish their hold. They were transmitted from
generation to generation like an inner heritage, inherent 1n
the corporeal substance; and each one, on awaking 1n
this life, heard them resound in himself like an 1nnate
language to which the voice gave a visible form. Just as
well as the mountains, the valleys, and the nivers, just as
well as the customs, the vices, the virtues and beliefs, they
formed a part of the structure of the country and of the race.
They were as immortal as the glebe and as the blood.

Such was the country, such was the race, visited by this
New Messiah, of whom the old peasant had related the life
and miracles Who was this man ®» An ascetic, 1ngenuous
and innocent as Semplice, the worshipper of the sun? A
cunning and covetous charlatan, who was trying to play
upon the credulity of his devotees for his own profit ? Who,
really, was this man who, from the border of a small niver,
could gather, by his name alone, multitudes from both near
and far, induce mothers to desert their children, awaken
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in the souls of the most ignorant the visions and the voices
of another world ?

And, once more, George evoked the figure of Oreste,
attired1n his red tumc, going up the little, sinuous river,
where, beneath the endless shivering of the poplars, a stream
of water ran over a bed of polished sand

 Who knows,”’ he thought, ‘‘1f this unexpected revela-
tion will not be my salvation ? In order that I should be
myself agan, 1n order that I should recognize my true
essence, do I not need to put myself 1n immediate contact
with the race from which I have sprung ? In burying again
the roots of my being 1n the natal so1l, shall I not suck up a
pure and revivifying sap, which will have the power to expel
all that 1s false and heterogeneous 1n me, all that I have
conscrously and unconsciously received by a thousand con-
tagions ® Just mow, I do not seek the truth, I seek only
to recuperate my own substance, to replace in myself the
characters of my race, so as to strengthen them and render
them as intense as possible In thus harmonizing my soul
with the diffused soul, I shall recover that equilibrium
which I lack For the intellectual man, the secret of
equilibrium 1s to know how to transport the instincts, the
wants, the tendencies, and the fundamental sentiments of
his race to a superior order *’

Mystery and rhythm were scattered everywhere Near
by, on the foaming beach, the sea breathed at equal inter-
vals, but during the pauses one heard, more and more
feebly, the cadences of the waves, which touched the shore
at constantly increasing periods. Reverberated, doubtless
by the echo of some sonorous hollow, the chant of the pil-
grims was heard once more, then died away Over the
Vasto d’ Aimone the sky was lit up by frequent flashes of
lightning, and 1n the calm moonlight the flashes appeared
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red. Hippolyte was dreaming, leaning against the trunk
of a tree, her eyes watching the silent flashes.

She had pot made a single movement. Her prolonged
1mmobility 1n the same attitude was frequent enough ; and,
at times, 1t took on a cataleptic appearance which was
almost alarming. She had then no longer the young and
kind aspect which the plants and beasts knew so well, but
the appearance of a taciturn and indomptable creature in
whom were concentrated all the isolated, exclusive, and
destructive virtues of the passion of love  The three divine
elements of her beauty—her brow, her eyes, her mouth—had
perhaps nesver attained such a degree of symbolic intensity to
1llustrate the principle of the eternal feminine fascination.
It seemed that the serene night favored this sublimation of
her form, that 1t liberated the true, ideal essence of her
being, that 1t permitted her lover to know her entirely, not
by the acuteness of view but by that of thought The sum-
mer mght, full of lunary brilliancy and of dreams, and of
pale or invisible stars, and of the most melodious marine
voices, seemed the natural field of that sovereign image.
The same as the shadow grew at times out of entire propor-
tion to the body that caused 1t, the same as against the 1n-
finity of that background, the fatality of love rendered the
person of Hippolyte higher and more tragic for the spec-
tators whose prescience became every instant more lucid
and more terrible.

Was 1t not, in the same 1mmobility, the same woman
who, from the height of the loggia, had contemplated the
single white sail on the dead waters » It was she, and now
agamn, 1 spite of the might which despoiled her person of
all brutal reality, the same hatred moved under the senti-
ment excited by her—that mortal hatred of the sexes which
is at the bottom of love, and which, occult or openly, sub-
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sists at the bottom of every effect, from the first glance up
to extreme disgust.

#“So,”” he thought, ‘“ she 1s the Enemy  As long as she
lives, as long as she can exercise her empire over me, sne
will prevent me from putting foot on the threshold I per-
cetve. And how can I recover my substance, if a great
portion of myself 1s 1n the hands of this woman ? Vain 1s
the aspiration towards the new world, towards a new life.
As long as love endures, the axis of the world rests on a
single being, and Iife 1s shut 1n by a narrow circle. To
revive and conquer, I must free myself from love, I must
deliver myself from the Enemy »’

Once more he 1magined her dead.

“‘ Dead, she would become an object for thought, a pure
ideality. From a precarious and imperfect existence, she
would enter 1nto an integral and definite one, freed forever
from her weak flesh, so frail and sensual. Destroy to
possess ! He who seeks the absolute in love has no other
means '’

Suddenly, Hippolyte started violently, as 1f an extraord:-
nary shudder had shaken her. She said, alluding to the
common superstition

‘‘ Death has just passed.”’

And she smiled. But her lover, struck by the strange
coincidence, could not repress an instinctive movement of
stupor and fright.

‘“ Could she have fe/# my thought ?*’

The dog began to bark with sudden fury, and they both
rose at the same time.

‘‘ Who 1s 1t »*’ said Hippolyte, uneasy.

The dog barked with renewed energy, still turned in the
direction of the olive-groves. Candia and the old man
came out of the house.
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“ What is 1t ? '’ repeated Hippolyte, uneasy.

““Who can 1t be ?'" said the old man, gazing into the
darkness.

The sound of a human voice came from the olive-trees,
an 1mplornng, sobbing voice. Then appeared an indis-
tinct form, which Candia 1mmediately recognized.

¢ Liberata!'"’

The mother carried on her head the cradle, covered with
a dark cloth. She walked erect, almost ngid, without turn-
1ng, without deviating from her path, absorbed in herself,
mute like a sinister somnambulist, blindly 1mpelied towards
an unknown goal And a man followed her bareheaded,
beside himself, sobbing, imploring, calling her by her
name, bending, beating his sides or burying his hands 1n
his hair with gestures of atrocious despair. Grotesque and
miserable, following the steps of the deaf woman, he howled,
amtdst his sobs.

“ Liberata! Iaberata! Listen! Listen' Come back
to the house! Oh, my God, my God'! where are you
gomng ? What are you going to do ? Liberata! Listen!
Listen! Oh, my God, my God!*’

He mmplored to retain her, to stop her, but he did not
touch her. He held his hands out to her with gestures fran-
tic with pain, but he did not touch her, as if some myste-
rious cause prevented him, as 1f a charm had rendered that
person 1ntangible.

Candia neither went to meet her, nor did she bar her
way. She simply asked the man -

‘¢ What's the matter ? What’s happened ?”*

The man, with a gesture, sigmified her dementia. And
that recalled to the memory of George and Hippolyte the
words of the gossips  ‘‘She 1s mad. She has become
mute, signora. She has not spoken for three days.’’
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“ She 1s mad. She is mad.”

Candia pointed to the covered cradle, asking agamn ina
low voice

¢ Is he dead ?"

The man sobbed louder. And that recalled to the mem-
ory of George and Hippolyte the words of the gossips.
‘“He's stopped crying Poor creature! Is he asleep?
He looks Iike a Iittle corpse He doesn’t move. He’s
asleep, he’s asleep. . . . He’s not 1n pain now.”’

¢ Liberata!’’ cried Candia, with all the strength of her
lungs, as 1if to rouse the impassive creature. ‘¢ Liberata!
Where are you going ? "’

But she did not move her, did not prevent her from
going her way.

Then, all were silent, and watched.

The mother continued to advance, tall and erect, almost
nigid, without turming, fixing before her her dilated and dry
eyes, her mouth tightly closed, a mouth which seemed closed
as by a seal, as 1f already vowed to perpetual silence and
deprived of breath. On her head she balanced the cradle,
changed 1into a coffin; and the lamentation of the man
assumed the continuous rhythm of 2 monody.

The tragic couple crossed the court i1n this way, de-
scended the path recently beaten by the steps of the pil-
grims, and on which still floated the religious soul that the
bymn had left there.

And the lovers, their hearts oppressed by pity and horror,
followed with their eyes the figure of the funereal mother,
who disappeared in the might, 1n the direction of the flash-
ng lightning,



CHAPTER IV.

Now 1t was no longer Hippolyte, but George, who pro.
posed long excursions, long explorations  Condemned to
‘‘ be always wairting for life,’’ he believed 1n going to meet
1t, to find and gather 1t 1n the visible realities.

His factitious curiosity was attracted now to those things
which, scarcely capable of effectively moving the surface
of the soul, could not penetrate 1t and stir 1t to 1ts depth.
He tried to discover, between his soul and certain things,
connections which did not exist, he tried to shake the
indifference of his 1nmost being, that inert indifference
that had rendered him so long a stranger to all external agi-
tation Collecting all the perspicuous faculties he pos-
sessed, he applied himself to find some l1ving resemblance
between himself and the surrounding nature that he might
reconcile himself 1n a filial way with that nature, and vow
to 1t eternal fidelity

But there was not awakened in him the extraordinary
emotion which had several times exalted and astounded
him 1n the first days of his stay at the Hermitage, before
the arrival of the loved one. He could resuscitate neither
the pamcky intoxication of the first day, when he had be-
Iieved he truly felt the sun 1n his heart, nor the melancholy
charm of the first solitary walk, nor the unexpected and
divine joy which had been communicated to him on that
May morning by the song of Favetta and the perfume of the
furze, freshened by the dew. On the earth and on the sea,
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men cast a tragic shadow. Poverty, disease, dementia, ter-
ror, and death lay in wait, or were exhibited everywhere
on his path A wave of fierce fanaticism was sweeping from
one end of the country to the other. Night and day, far
and near, religious hymns resounded, monotonous and 1n-
terminable The Messiah was expected, and the poppies
1n the wheat recalled the 1mage of his red tunic.

Around hm, faith consecrated every vegetable form. The
Chnstian legend twined itself around the trunks of the
trees, blossomed amid the branches. On the knees of the
Madonna, a fugitive, and pursued by the Pharnsees, the
Infant Jesus was changed 1nto wheat that overflowed. Hid-
den 1n the bin, he made the dough rise and rendered 1t
mexhaustible  Over the dry and thorny lupines which had
wounded the Virgin’s gentle feet was suspended a curse , but
the flax was blessed, because their hulls had dazzled the
Pharisees  Blessed also the olive-tree for having given
shelter to the Holy Family 1n 1ts open trunk, in the form
of a cabin, and for having lighted 1t with its pure oil;
blessed the jumiper for having held the Infant enclosed in
1ts tufts, and blessed the holly for the same courteous ser-
vice, and blessed the laurel because 1t springs from the
so1l sprinkled by the water 1n which had been washed the
Son of God.

How could he escape the fascination of the mystery
which spread over all created things and transfigured them
nto signs and er.blems of another life ?

George, troubled by these suggestions, which provoked 1n
him the confused rising of all s mystic tendencies, said
to humself ¢ Oh! 1f I possessed the true faith, that faith
which enabled Saint Theresa to acfwally see God 1n the
host.”” And this was not a vague or passing desire 1t
was a profound and fervent aspiration of his entire soul,
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and 1t was also an extraordinary angmsh, which distressed
all the elements of his substance; because he felt that
this was the secret of his unhappiness and weakness. Like
Demetnus Aurispa, George was an ascetic without a God

And he reappeared to his mind, a mild, meditative man,
with a face full of a vinle melancholy, and a single white
curl tn the centre of his forehead, among the black harr,
giving him an odd appearance.

Demetrius was his real father. By a singular cotncidence
of names, that spiritual paternmity seemed consecrated in
the legend 1nscribed around the marvellous ostensory given
by the ancestors, and preserved 1n the cathedral at Guar-
diagrele.

1 Eco DEMETRIUS AURISPA ET UNICUS GEORGIUS FILIUS MEUS
DONAMUS ISTUD TABERNACULUM ECCLESIAE S M. DE GUARDIA,
QUOD FACTUM EST PER MANUS ABBATIS JOANNIS CASIORII DE GUAR-
DIA, ARCHIPRESBYTERI, AD USUM EUCHARISTIAE

$ NicorLAaus ANDRAE DE GUARDIA ME FECIT A D. MCCCCXIII,

Both, 1n fact, beings of intelligence and sentiment, bore
the mystic heredity of the house of Aurispa, both had the
religious soul, inclined to mystery, apt to line 1n a forest
of symbols or 1n a heaven of pure abstractions, both loved
the ceremonies of the Latin Church, sacred music, the per-
fume of 1ncense, all the sensualities of worship, the most
violent and the most delicate. But they had lost faith
They knelt before an altar deserted by God. Their misery
arose therefore from a metaphysical need, which implaca-
ble doubt prohibited to blossom, to satisfy, to repose on
the divine lap. As they had not conformed themselves in
such a manner that they could accept and sustain the battle
for vulgar existence, they had learned the necessity of seclu-
ston  But how could the man exiled from life rest 1n a
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cell which lacked the sign of the Eternal ? Solitude 1s
the supreme proof of the humility or the sovereignty of a
soul , because 1t 1s only borne on the condition of having
renounced all for God, or on the condition of having a soul
so strong that 1t might serve as an immovable foundation
for a world.

All at once, one of them, feeling perhaps that the vio-
lence of his pain began to exceed the resistance of his
organs, had wished to transform himself by death into a
higher being, and he launched into the mystery, from
which he contemplated the survivor with undimmed eyes
—Fgo Demetrius Aurispa et unicus Georgius filtus meus.

Now, 1n his lucid moments, the survivor comprehended
that he would 1n no way succeed 1n realizing the type of
exuberant life, the *“ Dionysiac *’ 1deal seen as in a hight-
ning flash beneath the great oak, when he had tasted the
bread freshly broken by the young and joyous woman He
realized that his intellectual and moral faculties, too dis-
proportioned, would never succeed 1n finding their equilib-
rium and their model. He realized, finally, that, instead
of striving to reconquer himself for himself, 1t was himself
he should renounce, and that two ways only could lead him
to 1t either to follow the example of Demetrius, or to
give himself to heaven

The second alternative fascinated him. In considering
1t, he made an abstraction of the unfavorable circumstances
and 1mmed:ate obstacles, impelled by his 1rresistible desire
to completely construct all his 1llusions and to inhabit them
for a few hours  On this natal earth, did he not feel him-
self enveloped by the ardor of faith much more than by the fire
of the sun ? Had he not 1n his veins the purest Christian
blood? Did not the ascetic 1deal circulate 1n the branches
of his race, from the noble donor Demetrius down to the



240 THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH,

pitiful creature named Joconda? Was 1t, therefore, impos-
sible that this 1deal should be regenerated 1n him, should be
elevated to 1ts supreme heights, should attain the limit of
human ecstasy 1n God ? In him, all was ready to magmify
the event. He possessed every quality of the ascetic, the
contemplative mind, the taste for symbols and allegories,
the faculty of abstraction, an extreme sensibility for visual
and aural suggestions, an organic tendency towards domi-
nating 1mages and hallucinations He lacked but one
thing, a great thing, but which perhaps was not dead in
him, and only slumbered the faith, the ancient faith of the
donor, the ancient faith of his race, that which came down
from the mountain and chanted praises on the seashore.

How to awaken 1t * How to resuscitate 1t ? No artifice
would be efficacious. He must wait for a sudden spark, an
unexpected shock. He must, perhaps, like the followers
of Oreste, see the lightming flash and hear the Word 1n the
midst of a field, at the turn of a road.

And, oncc more, he recalled the figure of Oreste, attired
1n his red tunic, advancing along the side of a little, stnuous
river, where, beneath the shivering of the poplars, a stream
of water coursed over a bed of polished sand. He imagined
a meeting, a conversation with Oreste. It was at noon,
on the coast, close to a field of wheat The Messiah spoke
Iike a simple, humble man, smiling with virginal candor,
and his teeth were as white as jasmine. In the great
silence of the sea, the continuous murmur of the breakers
at the foot of the promontory imitated the distant chords
of an organ. But, behind this mild person, in the gold
of the ripe harvest, waved the poppies, violent symbols of
desire

““ Desire ! '* thought George, thus recalling his mistress
and the corporeal sorrow of his love. “ Who wil kill
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desire ?’? The admonitions of Ecclesiastes recurred to
bim. Non des muliers potestatem anmimae tuae. A mulere
wmitium jfactum est peccats, et per lam omnes morimur. He
saw, at the sacred dawn of the ages, in a delicious garden,
the first man, solitary and sad, attracted by the first com-
panion, and he saw this companion become the scourge of
the world, spread everywhere pain and death. But volup-
tuousness, contemplated as a sin, appeared to him prouder,
more disturbing, 1t seemed to him that no other intoxica-
tion equalled the frantic intoxication of the embraces to
which the martyrs of the early church surrendered them-
selves, 1n the prisons where they awaited pumshment.
He evoked pictures of women who, mad with terror and
love, presented for kisses their faces bathed 1in silent
tears.

In aspiring to faith and redemption, what did he, there-
fore, but aspire to new thrills and spasms, to unknown
voluptuous sensations ? Infringe on duty and obtain par-
don, commit a fault and confess 1t tearfully, confess the
slightest miseries while exaggerating them, and accuse one-
self of mediocre vices while magnifying them almost to
enormity, Incessantly place one’s sick soul and ailing
flesh 1n the hands of a merciful physician—had pot these
things an entirely sensual fascination ?

From the beginming, his passion had been impregnated
with a pious odor of 1ncense and violets. He recalled the
Epiphany of Love, in the deserted oratory of the Via Bel-
siana - the little, mysterious chapel was plunged 1n a bluish
penumbra, a choir of young girls garlanded the rostrum,
curved like a balcony, below, an orchestra of string instru-
ments stood up before the music stands of white pine,
roundabout, 1n the oaken stalls, were seated the few aud:-
tors, almost all gray or bald, the chapel-master beat time,

16
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a religious odor of evaporated incense and of violets min-
gled with the music of Sebastian Bach.

He recalled also the dream of Orvieto, conjured up
once more the vision of the silent city of the Guelphs -
windows closed , grayish alleys 1n which the grasses grew, a
capuchin monk crossing a square, a bishop all in black,
descending from a carriage which has stopped 1n front of a
hospital, with a decrepit servant at the carriage door, a
tower rising against a white and rainy sky, a clock slowly
chiming the hour, and all of a sudden, at the bottom of a
street, a miracle—the Duomo.

Had he not dreamt of taking refuge at the summat of that
rock of tufa, crowned by monasteries ? Had he not, more
than once, sincerely aspired to that silence, that peace ?
And now this dream also returned to his soul, suggested by
an effeminate languor on this warm and ashy April day To
have a mistress, or, to express 1t better, a sister-lover, who
would be very devoted, to go away yonder and stay there.

To spend hours and hours in the cathedral, 1in
front of 1t, around 1t, to go and gather roses in the gar-
dens of the convents, to visit the sisters and eat preserves.

To love a great deal and sleep a great deal, 1n a
soft bed, all veiled 1n virginal white, between two pray-
1ng-stools.

He was seized once more by the languid nostalgia of the
darkness, of the silence, of the closed and 1solated retreat
in which could blossom the most frail flowers, the most
subtle thoughts, the most disturbing sensualities. All that
dazzling sunlight on those lines, too distinct and too
strong, appeared almost offensive to him. And the same
as the 1mage of the murmuring spring fascinates the brain of
him who 1s thirsty, so he was haunted by the cool and med:-
tative shadow of a Roman nave.
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The summons of the bells did not reach as far as the
Hermitage, or, at least, 1t only arrived at rare intervals on
the swells of a light breeze. The church of the market
town was too far away, commonplace perhaps, certainly
without any reputation for beauty or ancient tradition.
George wanted a retreat nearer at hand, and one worthy of
him, where his mysticism might flower asthetically as
in that deep marble urn which enclosed the Dantesque
visions of Luca Signorelh. !

He recalled the abbey of Saint Clement at Casaura, seen
in one of the distant days of his adolescence, and he re-
membered that he had visited 1t in the company of Deme-
trius. The recollection, like all recollections connected
with his kinsman, was as distinct and precise as 1f 1t had
dated only from the day bafore.

He and Demetrius were c'lescendmg the highroad towards
the abbey, still hidden by the trees. An infinite calm
reigned 1n the nerghborhood of the solitary and magn:ficent
spot, over the wide road of grasses and stones, deserted,
uneven, as 1f marked with gigantic and silent vestiges, and
the beginning of which was lost 1n the mystery of the dis-
tant and sacred mountains One felt still floating there a
primordial holiness, as 1f the grasses and stones had just
been trodden by a long migration of biblical bands in
search of a maritime horizon Below, on the plain, the
basilica appeared—almost a ruin.  All around, the ground
was encumbered with débris and brambles, fragments of
sculptured stone were heaped against the pillars, wild
grasses hung from every crevice, recent constructions, of
brick and lime, closed up large openings in the lateral
arcades, the doors were off their hinges. A band of pil-
gnms were taking a siesta 1n the court, brutishly, under
the very noble portal erected by Leonato the Magnificent.



244 = 1HE RIUNMPH Uromrrs = ]

But the three intact arched windows, above the several capi-
tals, looked so graceful and proud, and the September sun
gave to the light and soft stone such a precious appearance,
that both of them, Demetrius and himself, had felt they
were 1n the presence of a sovereign beauty.

Fascinated by the remembrance, the survivor had only
one wish, a chimerical one—to return to the spot, to see the
basilica agan, to take up his dwelling there so as to protect
1t from ruin, to restore 1t to 1ts primitive beauty, to rees-
tablish there the great worship, and, after so long a period
of desertion and oblivion, renew the Chronecon Casaunrienne.

He said to Hippolyte

¢¢ Perhaps we’ll change our quarters Do you remember
the dream of Orvieto ?”’

“ Oh, yes,”” she cried, ‘“tte caty of convents, where
you wanted to take me '’ .

1 want to take you to a deserted abbey, more 'onely
than our Hermitage, beautiful as a cathedral, full of very
old memories, where there 1s a great candelabra of white
marble, 2 marvellous work of art by some unknown artist.
Erect on the candelabra, 1n the silence, you will 1lluminate
with your face the meditations of my soul **

He smiled at this lyric phrase, while contemplating at
the same time the beautiful i1mage evoked And she, in
the 1ngenuousness of her egotism, with that tenacious ani-
malism which 1s the basis of the feminine being, was
intoxicated by nothing more than by this passing poesy
Her happiness was to appear 1n her lover’s eyes 1dealized,
hke the first evening 1n the bluish street, or again 1n the
secret oratory amid the religious music and the faded per-
fumes, or like on the wild path strewn with furze.

In her most chaste voice, she asked -

‘““ When do we go ? "’
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¢ Will you go to-morrow ?*’

‘¢ Very well—to-morrow "’

““Take care! If you rise, you won't be able to come
down "’

‘‘What does 1t matter * I'll watch you

““ You will burn, you'll be consumed like a candle.”

I will ight you ”’

“You will also light my funeral "’

He spoke lightly, but at heart, with his ordinary inten-
sity for imaginary hife, he composed a mystic fable. After
long years of erroron the abyss of sensuality, repentance had
come to him  Imitiated by this woman 1n all the mysteries
which his concupiscence excited, he now implored from
the All Merciful the grace which would dissipate the un-
bearable sadness of this carnal love. ‘¢ Pity for my pleas-
ures in the past, and for my suffering 1n the present!
Grant, O God! that I may have the strength to accomplish
the Sacrifice 1n your name '’ And he fled, followed by
his mistress 1n search of the refuge  And, finally, on the
threshold of the refuge the miracle was accomplished, for
the 1mpure, the corrupt, the 1mplacable Enemy, the Rose
of Hell, was now suddenly cleansed of all sin, and stood,
chaste and 1mmaculate, ready to follow her loved one to
the altar.  On the summit of the high marble candelabra,
which had not heard the voice of the light for centuries,
she burned 1n the inextinguishable and silent flame of her
love. ‘“Erect on the candelabra, 1n the silence, you will
1lluminate the meditations of my soul, until death.”” She
was burning with an 1nner fire, without ever claiming any
food for the flames, without ever asking anything from the
loved one 1n return  She renounced forever all possession
higher 1n her purity than God himself, since God loves his
creatures but exacts from them a reciprocity of love, and
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love was Stylite love, sublime and solitary, nournishing itself
with one blood and one soul  She had felt fall around her
that part of her substance which was opposed to an entire
offering  Nothing disquieting or impure remained 1n her.
Her body had been metamorphosed into a subtle, agile,
diaphanous, incorruptible element, her senses had dis-
solved i1nto one supreme and only voluptuousness. Set
up on the summit of the marvellous stela, she burned up
from and enjoyed her ardor and her splendor like a flame
conscious of 1ts own enflamed existence

Haippolyte listened 1ntently, and said

“ Don’t you hear » Another procession' To-morrow 1s
the Vig1l.”

The dawns, the noons, the twilights and the nights
rang with the religious chants. One procession followed
the other, 1n the hot glare of the sun, 1n the silvery rays of
the moon  All were emigrating to the same land and
were celebrating the same name, animated by the vehe-
mence of a similar passion, ternble and wretched 1n appear
ance, deserting on the highroads the sick and the dsying,
without stopping, prompt to throw down no matter what
obstacle to reach the place where aw-uted them the balm
for all their 1lls, the promise of all their hopes  They
marched, marched ceaselessly, obliterating with their onwn
sweat their footprints 1n the endless dust

What an 1mmense irradiation of strength that simple
1mage must possess, to move and allure all these masses of
heavy flesh! Almost four centuries before, an old septur-
genarian, 1n a plain devastated by the hail, thought he
percerved the Virgin of Mercy 1n the tops of a tree, and
since then, each year, on the anniversary of the appartion,
all the peoples of the mountains and the coast have gone
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on a pilgrimage to the holy place to beseech mercy for its
sufferings

Hippolyte had already heard the legend from Candie;
and for the past few days she had nourished a secret desire
to visit the Sanctuary. The predominance of love and the
habit of sensual pleasure had banished all religious senti-
ment in her, but, 2 Roman of good family, and, what 1s
more, born 1n the Trastevere, brought up 1n one of those
bourgeors families 1n which, according to immemorial trad:-
tion, the key of the conscience 1s always 1n the hands of
a priest, she was a strict Catholic, devoted to all the ex-
ternal practices of the Church, subject to periodical returns
of exalted fervor.

¢ Meanwhile, why should we not go to Casalbordino,
too ® To-morrow 1s the Vigil. Let us go there—shall
we ? It will be a great sight for you. We’ll take the old
man with us 7’

George consented.  Hippolyte’s desire corresponded
with his own. He thought 1t necessary to him to follow
this deep current, to form part of this wild conglomeration
of men, to experience matenial contact with the infenor
classes of his race, those dense and immutable layers on
which the primitive impressions had perhaps been pre-
served 1ntact.

¢ We'll start to-morrow,’’ he added, seized by a kind of
anxiety as he heard the chant approaching.

Hippolyte told him, as related by Candie, some of the
atrocious tests to which the pilgnms had vowed to submut.
She shuddered with horror. And, while the chant grew
louder, both felt a tragic breath pass over their souls.

They were on the hill, at night. The moon was high 1n
the sky. A cool humidity extended over the vast vegetable
masses, still vibrating from the storm of the afternoon.
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All the leaves were weeping, and these myriads of tears,
scintillating like diamonds 1n the moonlight, transfigured
the forest. As George had accidentally stumbled over the
trunk of a tree, the luminous drops of the shaken branches
fell on Hippolvte, covering her with constellations.  She
gave a little cry, and began to laugh.

¢ Ah, trattor!’’ she murmured, convinced that George
had done 1t 1ntentionally

And she took measures for reprisals.

"Thus shaken, the trees and bushes threw off their liqud
gems with a Invely crepitation, while Hippolyte’s laughs
resounded at intervals, on the slope of the hill George
also laughed, suddenly forgetful of his nightmare, per-
mitting himself to be won by the seduction of youth, per-
mitting himself to be penetrated by this bracing nocturnal
coolness 1 which was distilled all the fragrance of the
earth. He tried to reach first the tree whose foliage seemed
most heavily laden with water, and she tried to reach it
before him, running courageously on the slippery declivity.

They almost always reached the tree at the same time,
and they shook 1t together, both remaiming under the
shower. In the unsteady shadow of the foliage the white-
ness of Hippolyte’s eyes and teeth assumed extraordinary
lustre , and the tiny drops, like diamond dust, glittered on
the pretty curls on her temples, on her cheeks, on her lips,
even on her cyelashes, trembling from her laughter.

‘“ Ah, you magiaan'’ cried George, letting go of the
tree and seizing the woman, who once more appeared to
him 1n a mysterious flash of nocturnal beauty.

He began to kiss her all over her face, and to his lips
she was cool and wet with dew, like fruit just plucked
from the tree.

¢ There! there! there!”
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He imprinted hearty, resounding kisses on her mouth,
her cheeks, her eyes, her temples, her neck, as 1nsatiable
as if the flesh were a novelty to him. And, as she felt the
kisses, Hippolyte took that almost ecstatic attitude usual
with her when she felt that her lover was in one of his
moments of true 1ntoxication. At those times, she seemed
anxious to release from the depths of her own substance the
sweetest and most powerful perfume of love, to excite
George’s 1ntoxication to the point of anguish

‘“There !’

He stopped, seized by anguish. He had reached the
extreme limut of sensation, and could not go beyond.

They saxd no more, they took each other’s hand, they
continued on their way to the Hermitage, cutting across the
fields because, in their thoughtless frohic, they had wan-
dered from the road. They felt now indefinable lassitude
and melancholy. George seemed astomished. So ILaife,
unexpectedly, like a furtive gesture in the shadow, had
offered him a new savour-—a new sensation, real and pro-
found, at the close of a day full of anxiety, spent mna
cloister of flitting phantoms! But was that Life ? Was 1t
not rather Dreamland ®» *‘ The one 1s always the shadow of
the other,’”’ he thought. There where 15 Lafe, there 1s
Dreamland , there where 1s Dreamland, there 1s Lafe.

“ Look ' 1nterrupted Hippolyte, with a start of admi-
ration.

It was as1f she 1llustrated with a picture the thought he
had not revealed.

In the moonlight, a vine was there, silent The upnight
vine-stocks were twined around the reeds like around agile
thyrses, and the streaming branches, diaphanous against
the luminous honizon with a thousand 1ntertwimngs of their
subtle rbs, 1n the perfect immobility of mineral things, and
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with an appearance of indescribably fragile and ephemeral
crystal, had neither terrestrial reality nor any communion
with the environing forms, but seemed to be the last visible
fragment of an allegorical world conceived by a theurgy and
about to fade away

Spontaneously arose 1n George’'s memory the verse of
the bymn: ““ Vinca mea coram me est.’’



CHAPTER V.*

SiNCE dawn, train after train had vomited immense waves
of humanity on the platforms of the Casalbordino Station.
People from the villages and market towns mingled with
fraternities from the most distant hamlets who had not
wished, or been able, to make the pilgnmage on foot.
They precipitated themselves in a tumult from the car-
nages, shouting, gesticulating, and pushing each other to
storm the wagons and coaches, amid the cracking of whips
and the tinkling of bells, or, again, they fell into hine, 1n
long files, behind a crucifix, and, when their procession
started on the dusty road, they struck up the hymn.

Already frightened by the size of the crowd, George and
Hippolyte turned instinctively toward the sea close by, to
wait until the crowd dispersed. A field of hemp undulated
peacefully before the blue background of the waters, The
sa1ls shone like flames on the clear horizon.

George said to his companion

‘“Aren’t you afraid? I fear the fatigne will hurt
you.”’

She replied *

‘Do not be alarmed, I am strong Besides, to deserve
a favor, must one not suffera little ?”’ .

* It should, perhaps, be mentioned here that the publication of
‘The Trumph of Death” began in the A/utfsno, of Naples, on
February 12, 1893, while the publication of Emile Zola’s work

‘“ Lourdes " only began 1n the Gi/ Blas, of Pans, on Apnil 15, 1894,
—TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.
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He replied, smiling.

‘¢ Are you going to ask a favor 2

‘‘ Yes, only one.”

‘¢ But are we not 1n the state of morta! sin ?”

““ That 1s true.”

‘¢ Well, then ”

¢ 1 shall ask, just the same.””

They had brought with them old Coias, who, acquainted
with the localities and usages, served them as a guide. As
soon as the door of their compartment was disencumbered
they descended, and got into a coach which started off ata
gallop, with a great tinkling of bells. The horses were dec-
orated and plumed like éasbe72. The drivers wore peacocks’
feathers in their hats, and did not cease flourishing their
whips, accompanying the deafeming cracks with hoarse
cries

Hippolyte, tormented by impatience and extraordinary
uneasiness, as 1f this day were to realize some great
event for her, asked the old man.

‘“ How long will 1t take to get there 2’

¢ Half an hour at the most.”’

‘¢ Is the church very old ?”

‘“ No, signora I can still remember the time when 1t
didn’t exist. Fifty years ago, there was only a small
chapel.”’

He drew from his pocket a sheet of paper folded in
four, unfolded 1t, and showed 1t to George.

‘“ You can read 1t. It’s the history of the church.”

It was a picture, with the legend at the bottom The
Virgin, 1n a cloud of angels, was seated on an olive-tree,
and an old man was adoring her, prostrated at the foot of
the trunk. This old man was named Alexander Muzio
and thss 1s the story as told by the legend .
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‘¢ In the year of Our Lord 1527, during the evening of the
1oth of June, the Sunday of the Pentecost, a storm broke
over the district of Casalbordino and devastated the vines,
the corn, and the olive-groves  The following morning,
an old septuagenarnan of Pollutro, Alexander Muzio, propri-
etor of a wheat field at Pinno del Lago, started on his way
to visit 1t His heart sank at the sight of the damaged
crops, but, 1n his protcund humility, he praised the justice
of God. Very devoted to the Holy Virgin, he was telling
his beads while walking, when, at the end of the valley, he
heard the bell ringing at the elevation of the Mass. He
immediately kneeled down and contentrated all his fervor
for the prayer. But while he prayed he saw himself sur-
rounded by a brilhancy which eclipsed that of the sun,
and 1n this brilliancy appeared to him the Mother of
Mercy, robed 1n azure , and she spoke to him sweetly ‘ Go
and carry the news. Leta temple be raised on this spot, and
I wall distribute my favors here. Go to thy field, and thou
wilt find thy wheat intact.” She disappeared with her crown
of angels. And the old man rose, went as far as hus field,
found his wheat intact. Then he hastened to Pollutro, saw
the curate Mariano d’ Iddone, related to him the prodigy.
In a few seconds the news had spread all over the Casal-
bordino district. The entire population ran to the holy
spot, saw the dry soil around the tree, saw undulate the
prosperous harvest, recognized the miracle, and shed tears
of penitence and feeling Soon afterwards the Vicar of
Arabona laid the first stone of a chapel, and the proxies for
the edification were Geronimo di1 Geronimo and Giovanm
Fatalone, Casalesians. On the altar they painted the Vir-
gin, with the old Alexander prostrated 1n the act of adora-
tion.”’

The legend was simple, commonplace, similar to a hun-



dred others founded on miracle. Since that first act of
mercy, 1t was 1n the name of the Virgin that ships were
saved from the tempest, lands from the hail, travellers from
robbers, sick people from death Placed ammdst an un-
fortunate people, the Image was an 1nexhaustible source
of salvation

¢ Of all the Madonnas 1n the world, ours 1s the one who
does most good,”’ saxd Colas di Sciampagne, kissing the
sacred sheet before replacing 1t 1n s bosom. ‘¢ They say
that another vision has been seen in the kingdom. But
ours 15 the best. Don’t be afrasd She’s worth all the
others——"'

His tone and his attitude displayed that sectarian fanati-
cism which fires the blood of all idolaters, and which, at
times, 1n the region of the Abruzzi, impels populations to
ferocious wars for the supremacy of an 1dol. The old man,
like all his brothers 1n belief, did not conceive the Divine
Being outside of the painted image, 1t was 1n the image
that he saw and adored the real presence of the celestial
personage. The Image upon the altar, for him, was a
creature of flesh and bones, she breathed, smiled, winked,
bowed her head, made gestures with her hand. And every-
where 1t was the same thing all the sacred statues, 1n wood,
wax, bronze, or silver, lived a real life 1n their vile substance
or precious metal. When they became old, when they
broke, or were destroyed 1n the course of the years, they did
not give way to new statues without giving savage signs of
their anger. One day a fragment of a bust, become unrecog-
nizable and confounded with firewood, had splurted blood
under the axe and uttered threatening words. Another frag-
ment, planed and arranged among the staves of a vat, had
manifested 1ts supernatural character by causing the appan-
tion in the water of 1ts primitive and 1ntegral form.
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‘‘ Hey, there !’ cried the old man to a pedestrian, who
was pamnfully walking in the suffocating dust along the
curbstone  ‘‘ Hey, there, Alig1 !’

He turned towards his guests, adding with commiseration :

‘““He's a good Chnstian, 2 man of hereabouts He’s
going to carry his vow. He 1s convalescent. Do you see,
signora, how winded he 1s ? Will you let him ride on the
front seat ? "’

‘‘ Yes, yes. Stop, stop!’’ said Happolyte, affected.

The carriage stopped.

““Run, Alig1! The gentlefolk are kind to you. Come,
getup t”’

The good Chrnistian approached. He was gasping, bent
over his stick, covered with dust, bathed 1n perspiration,
dazed by the sun. A collar of reddish beard surrounded
his chin from one ear to the other, and framed his face
dotted with freckles, locks of reddish hair emerged from
under ts hat, sticking to the forehead and temples, his
hollow eyes, converging towards the base of the nose, of no
precise color, recalled those of epileptics. Gasping and
hoarsely, he said

“Thanks! God will reward you. May the Madonna
protect you! But I can’t nde.”

He held 1n lis nnght hand an object wrapped in a white
handkerchief.

¢ Is that your offering ?** asked Colas. ‘¢ Let us see.”

The man opened the corners of the handkerchief, and
showed a waxen leg as livid as the leg of a cadaver, and on
1t was painted a festering sore. The heat had softened 1t
and made 1t shiny, as 1f moist with sweat.

““ Don’t you see 1t's melting ? "’

And Colas stretched out his hand to feel it.

““ It's soft. If you go on walking, 1t’ll drip on to the road.””
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Alig: repeated

1 can't nde. I made a vow to go on foot.”

And, not without anxiety, he examined the leg by raising
1t to the level of his oblique eyes.

On this scorching road, anud this dust, under this great
strong light, nothing sadder could be imagined than this
emaciated man and that livid thing, repugnant as an ampu-
tated limb, which was to perpetuate the memory of a sore
on walls already covered by silent and motionless effigies
of so many 1nfirmities visited upon human flesh through all
the centuries.

““ Hey, there !’

And the horses resumed their trot.

After the small hills were left behind, the road crossed a
plain rich 1n harvests, almost ripe. The old man, with his
senile loquaciousness, related the episodes of Aligi’s mal-
ady, spoke of the gangrenous sore cured by the Virgin's
finger. To the nght and left of the road the sweet ears of
corn surpassed the hedges, suggesting a beautiful overflow-
1ng cup.

‘ There's the Sanctuary ! "’ exclaimed Hippolyte.

And she pointed to a red brick edifice which rose 1n the
centre of a great, encumbered plain.

A few moments later, the carriage rejoined the crowd.



CHAPTER VI.

Ir was a marvellous and ternble spectacle, unheard of,
without resemblance to any conglomeration ever seen be-
fore, whether of men or things, a pell-mell so strange, so
violent and 1ncongruous, that i1t exceeded the most troubled
dreams of nightmare. All the ugliness of the eternal
1slet, all the shameful vices, all the stupors, all the spasms
and all the deformties of the baptized flesh, all the tears
of repentance, all the mockery of the debauchee, 1nsamity,
cupidity, cunning, lewdness, stupidity, fear, mortal fatigue,
stony 1ndifference, silent despair, sacred choirs, demomacal
shrieks, acrobatic performances, the chiming of bells, the
blasts of trumpets, discordant cries, roars, sighs, the crack-
ling of fires beneath cauldrons, heaps of fruits and sugared
delicacies, shop windows full of utensils, draperies, arms,
jewels, rosaries, the obscene contortions of dancing girls.
the convulsions of epileptics, the blows exchanged in angry
brawls, the flight of the hunted thief through the surging
mob, tne scum of the worst corruptions vomited from out
the filthy alleys of distant towns and cast upon an 1gnorant
and amaczed multitude, clouds of patasites, ke gadfties
about cattle, falling upon the compact crowd, 1ncapable ot
self-defence every base temptation for the brutal appetite,
every fraud, every immodesty was exhibited 1n broad day-
light—a pell-mell of everything was there, seething and
fermenting around the House of the Virgin

This House was a massive red brick structure, of vulgar

17
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architecture, devoid of ornamentation. Against the exterior
walls, against the pillars of the portal, peddlers of sacred
objects had established their tents, arranged their stalls,
and sold their wares. Close by were erected canvas booths,
conical 1n shape, ornamented with large pictures represent-
ng bloody battles and canmbal feasts. At the entrance,
sinister-looking men, of 1gnoble and equivocal appearance,
trumpeted and vociferated. Shameless women, with enor-
mous legs, swollen abdomens, flabby breasts, clad 1n dirty
tights and bespangled rags, glonified, in extravagant jargon,
the marvels hidden by the red curtain behind them. One
of these tattered ribalds, who looked like a monster engen-
dered by a dwarf and a sow, gave kisses from her sticky
lips to a lascivious monkey, while near her a clown, cov-
ered with powder and carmine, struck an ear-splitting bell
with frantic fury.

The processions arrived in long files, preceded by their
cross-bearers, chanting the hymn. The women held each
other by a corner of their dresses and walked like ecstatics,
stupefied, their eyes wide open and fixed. Those of Trigno
wore robes of scarlet plush with a thousand folds, caught
up 1n the middle of the back, almost under the shoulders,
and crossed at the hips by a multicolored scarf which
raised the dress, tightened 1t, and formed a swelling like a
hump. And as, broken by fatigue, they wended their way—
bent, their limbs staggering, dragging shoes heavy as lead,
they had the appearance of strange, gibbous animals. Many
had goitres, and their golden necklaces glistened beneath
the sunburnt swellings.

Viva Maria !l

Above the crowd appeared the soothsayers, seated in
front, opposite each other, on a small, raised platform.
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Their head-bandage permitted a view only of the loqua-
cious mouth, tireless, full of saliva. They spoke 1n a
sing-song tone, raising and lowering their voices, their
nodding heads keeping time with the music At intervals
they reswallowed the superabundant saliva, with a light,
whistling sound  One of them displayed a greasy playing-
card, crying, ‘ This 15 the anchor of good hope '”* Another,
from whose enormous mouth darted in and out, between
decayed teeth, a tongue covered with a yellowish ecuma,
leaned her whole person towards the auditors, having on
her knees her large varicose hands and 1n the hollow of her
lap a heap of copper coins. The auditors, very attentive,
did not lose a word, did not wink, did not make a single
gesture. But, from time to time, they moistened their
parched lips with their tongues

Viva Marta!

New bands of pilgnms arnived, passed, disappeared.
Here and there, in the shadow of the booths, under big
blue parasols, or even in the sun, old women, broken by
fatigue, lay on the dry grass, sleeping, their bodies bent
forward, their faces between their hands. Others, seated
m a nng, ther legs wide apart, painfully and silently
chewing carrots and bread, caring for naught, indifferent to
the surrounding tumult, and one saw the too large mouth-
fuls pass with effort down their gullets as yellow and
wrinkled as the membrane of a tortoise. Several were cov-
ered with sores, scabs or scars, without teeth, without eye-
lashes, without hair, they did not sleep, did not eat, they
lay motionless and resigned, as if they awaited death, and
upon their poor carcasses whirled a cloud of thick and
eager flies as over carrion 1n a ditch

But 1n the booths, beneath the tents heated by the mid-
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day sun, around the posts driven 1n the earth and omna-
mented with branches, was exercised the voracity of those
who had laboriously scraped together until this day a few
savings $0 as to accomplish the sacred vow, and also to sat-
1sfy an enormous desire to indulge 1n the feast, long anti-
cipated during the meagre meals and rude toil. One saw
their faces bent over their porringers, the movements of
their grinding jaws, the gestures of their hands which rend,
all their brutish actions 1n a desperate struggle with the
unaccustomed aliments. Large saucepans full of a violet-
colored mass were smoking 1n circular holes 1n the ground,
transformed 1nto furnaces, and the appetizing vapors
spread all around. One young girl, lank and greenish as a
locust, offered long rows of cheese, shaped like Iittle
horses, birds, or flowers. A man who had a face as smooth
and soft as a woman’s, with gold rnngs 1n his ears, with
nands and arms colored by amiline like dyers’, offered for
sale sorbets which looked like poison.

Viva Maria !

New bands ammived, passed by. The mob surged about
the portal, unable to penetrate into the church, already
mvaded and jammed. Jugglers, sharpers, sharks, game-
sters, thieves, charlatans of all kinds, called them, misled
them, cajoled them This brotherhood of plunder scented
its prey from afar, struck 1t like a thunderbolt, never
missed 1ts aim. They allured the simpleton 1n a thousand
ways, raising 1 him the hope of rap:d and sure gains, with
mnfimte artifice, they persuaded him to take chances—they
excited in him an almost feverish cupidity  Then, when
he had lost all prudence and all clearsightedness, they
robbed him of his last penny, merciless, by the easiest and
quickest frauds, and they left him stupefied and miserable,
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laughing in his face and sneaking away. But the example
did not prevent the others from falling into the trap.
Each, deeming himself more clever and less gullible,
offered to avenge his rdiculed comrade, and plunged furi-
ously to his rmn  Incalculable privations, supported with-
out respite 1n order to make a little money, amounting to the
savings of an entire year scraped together penny by penny
from the vital necessities—those 1nexpressible privations
which make the avarice of the countryman as sordid and as
greedy as that of mendicants—were all revealed in the
trembling, callous hand which drew the money from the
bottom of the pocket to expose 1t to chance.

Veva Maria/

New bands arrived, passed by. A constantly renewed
torrent persisted 1n cleaving the confused and surging mob,
a cadence, always the same, rose above the medley of all
the acclamations. Gradually, against this rumbling back-
ground of discordant sounds, the ear no longer discerned
anything but the distinct name of Marv. The hymn
triumphed over the uproar. The continuous and unchained
tide battered the walls of the Sanctuary heated by the sun

e Maria !
Viwva AMlaria’

For a few minutes longer George and Hippolyte, dis-
mayed, afflicted, contemplated this formidable crowd, from
which arose a nauseating stench, from which emerged here
and there the painted faces of mimes and the hooded faces
of the fortune-tellers. Disgust arose in their throats, 1m
pelled them to flee, and yet the attraction of this humnn
spectacle was stronger, retained them 1in this heaped up
horde, led them to the spots where the worst misery was



262 THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH.

exhibited, where the worst excesses of cruelty, ignorance,
and fraud were revealed, where voices howled or tears
streamed.

¢ Let us get nearer the church,’’ said Hippolyte, who,
forgetting herself, seemed to be invaded by the flame of
nsanity diffused by the passing bands, whose wild fanati-
cism seemed to increase 1n fury as the sun beat down more
furiously on therr heads.

‘¢ Are you not tired ?’’ asked George, taking her hands.
€ 1f you like, we'll go away. We'll look for some place
where we can rest. I'm afraid it may hurt you. We will
go 1if you like.”

‘“No, no, I am strong. I can stand 1t. Let us get
nearer. Let us enter the church. You see, everybody 1s
going there. Do you hear how they are shouting 7'’ She
was visibly suffering. Her mouth was convulsed, the muscles
of her face contracted , and her hand constantly tormented
George’sarm.  But her gaze never left the door of the Sanc-
tuary, nor that veil of bluish smoke through which, by turns,
scintillated and disappeared the little flames of the wax
tapers.

““ Do you hear how they are shouting ? '’

Shestaggered. The cries resembled those of a massacre,
as 1f men and women were cutting each other’s throats, were
struggling 1n oceans of blood.

Colas said .

** They are asking favors.”’

The old man had not left his guests for an instant; he
had taken a thousand pains to open a passage for them 1n
the crowd, to make a Iittle space about them.

““ Do you want to go there ?’’ he asked.

Hippolyte made up her mind.

‘‘ Yes, let us go.”’
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Colas preceded them, pushing right and left with his
elbows 1n order to get near the portals Hippolyte no
longer touched the ground, almost carried in the arms of
George, who summoned all his strength 1n crder to support
her and himself. A female beggar pursued them, Lept at
their heels, pleading for charity 1n a lamentable tone,
stretching out her hand, at times advancing 1t so far as to
touch them. And they saw nothing but this senile hand,
deformed by large knots at the joints, of a bluish yellow,
with long violet-hued nails, with the skin peeling between
the fingers—such a hand as might belong to a sick and
decrepit monkey.

Finally they arrived at the portal, and they leaned back
against one of the pillars, near the stand of a vender of
rosaries

The processions, while waiting their turn to enter,
marched around the church, they turned, turned without
cease—heads uncovered, behind the cross-bearers, without
ever interrupting their chant. Men and women carried a
stick surmounted either with a cross or a bunch of flowers,
and leaned upon 1t with all the weight of their fatigue.
Their brows dripped with perspiration, streams of perspira-
tion rolled down their cheeks, soaked their clothes. 1he men
had their shirts open at their breasts, the neck bare, the
arms bare, and on their hands, on their wrists, on the backs
of their arms, on their breasts, the shin was checkered with
marhs tattooed 1n 1ndigo, 1n commemoration of sanctuaries
visited, of favors recenved, of vows accomplished. Esvery
deformity of muscle or bone, every variety of physical ugh-
ness, every 1ndelible imprint left by manual toil, intem-
perateness, and disease heads pointed and flat, bald or
woolly, covered with scars or excrescences, eyes white and
opaque as globes of butter-milk, eyes glaucous and sad like
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those of large, lonely frogs, flat noses as if crushed by the
blow of a fist, or hooked like the beaks of vultures, or long
and fat like trunks, or almost destroyed by eating ulcers,
cheeks red-veined like the bunches of the vine in Autumn,
or yellowish and wrinkled like the belly of a ruminant, or
bristhing with reddish hairs like the spears of maize,
mouths as thin as the gash of a razor, or wide open and
flabby like over-ripe figs, or shrunken and shnivelled like
dry leaves, or furnished with teeth as formidable as those
of a wild boar, hare-lips, goitres, erysipelas, scrofulas, pus-
tules—all the horrors of the human flesh passed, in the
light of the sun, before the House of the Virgin.

Viva Maria !

Each band had 1ts cross-bearer and 1ts chief. The leader
was a strong-limbed, violent man, who incessantly stimu-
lated the faithful by the yells and actions of a mamac,
striking the laggards on their backs, dragging the exhausted
old men, swearing at the women who 1nterrupted the hymn
to take breath. An olive-colored giant, whose eyes glit-
tered beneath a great shock of black hair, dragged along
three women by the three cords of three halters. Another
woman marched 1n front, naked in a sack from which only
her head and arms appeared. Another, long and ema-
ciated, with a livid face and whitish eyes, marched along
like a somnambulist, without chanting, without ever turn-
g, displaying on her breast a red sash resembling the
bloody bandage of a mortal wound, and every moment she
tottered, as 1f her limbs had no longer sufficient strength
to support her, and she were about to fall to rise no more.
Another, wild as a beast of prey, a true rustic Fury, with
a blood-colored mantle wound around her bony shanks,
with glittering embroideries on her bosom, like scales on
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a fish, brandished a black crucifix to gwmide and excite her
detachment. Another wore on her head a cradle covered
with a sombre cloth, like Liberata on the funereal night.

Viva Mara/

They turned, turned without cease, hastening theirsteps,
raising their voices, exciting themselves more and more to
yell and gesticulate like demons.  Virgins, almost bald at
the top of their heads, their scant hair flowing loose and
almost 1mpregnated with olive-o1l, stupid as sheep, ad-
vanced 1n files, each holding her hand on the shoulder
of her companion, her eyes fixed on the ground, and full of
repentance miserable creatures whose wombs were destined
to perpetuate in the baptized flesh, without enjoyment, the
instincts and sadness of the primeval beast. In a sort of
deep coffin carmried by four men lay a paralytic, suffocating
from obesity, with dangling hands, twisted and knotted like
roots by a frightful case of gout. A continual trembling
shook his hands, an abundant sweat dropped from his brow
and bald head, streaming down hts big face, colored like a
faded rose, covered with fine network like the spleen of an
ox. And he wore a number of scapularies suspended from his
neck, with the picture of the Image spread over his abdomen.
He wheezed and lamented as 1f already seized by the ter-
rors of the impending death-agony, round about him was
an unbearable stench, as of putrefying flesh, he exhaled
from every pore the atrocious torments which the last palpi-
tations of life caused him And yet he did not wish to
die, and so as not to die he had himself carried 1n a coffin
to the feet of the Mother. Not far from him, other vigor-
ous men, experienced 1n carrying massive statues on high
standards at holy festivals, dragged a lunatic by the arms,
and the lunatic struggled in their grasp, shnieking, his
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clothes 1n tatters, foaming at the mouth, his eyes starting
from their sockets, the vemns of his neck swollen, his
hair dishevelled, as black 1n the face as a hanged man.
Alig1 also passed, the man elect by grace, paler now than
his waxen limb. And once more they all went by again 1n
their endless turning the three women led by halters passed ,
the Fury with the black crucifix passed , and passed also the
taciturn woman with the bloody scarf, and she carrying the
cradle on her head, and she dressed 1n a sack, imprisoned
1 her mortification, bathed 1n silent tears which gushed
from beneath her lowered eyelids, a figure of the distant
ages, 1solated 1n the crowd, as if enveloped 1in a breath of
ancient pemtential rigor, and resurrecting 1in George’s soul
the great and spotless Clementine basilica, whose rude,
primitive crypt reminded him of the Christians of the
ninth century, the time of Ludovic II.

Viva Maria!l

They turned and turned, without ever stopping, hastening
their steps, raising their voices, almost crazed by the sun
which beat upon their heads, excited by the yells of the
fanatics and by the acclamations heard within the church
as they passed before the door, carmed away by a ternfic
frenzy which impelled them to sangwinary sacrifices, to the
tortures of the flesh, to the most inhuman tests. They
turned, turned, 1mpatient to enter, impatient to prostrate
themselves on the sacred stone, to fill with their tears the
furrows worn there by thousands upon thousands of knees.
They turned, turned, increasing in number, pushing, jost-
ling, with such an accordance of fury that they appeared no
longer 2 conglomeration of individuals, but a compact
mass, some kind of blind matter projected by a vertigt-
nous power.
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Viva Marwa!
Viva Maria !

In the mass, a young man suddenly fell down, struck by
an attack of epilepsy. His neighbors surrounded him, car-
rnied him away from the whirlpool. Others, numerous,
left the mob which occupied the esplanade, and ran to see
the sight.

‘“What has happened ?"’ asked Hippolyte, growing
paler, with an extraordinary change i1n her face and
voice.

‘¢ Nothing, nothing—a sunstroke,'’ replied George, tak-
ing her by the arm, and trying to lead her away.

But Hippolyte had understood. She had seen two men
forcibly open the jaws of the epileptic, and insert a key
i his mouth, doubtless to prevent his biting his tongue.
And, at the thought, she felt in her own teeth that hornble
grating, and an instinctive shudder shook her to the 1nner-
most depths of her being, there where the ¢ sacred ew1l
slept with a possibility of awakening.

Colas di Sciampagne sard

““It 1s someone who has the Saint Donat malady.
Don't be afraid ™’

¢ Let us go—let us go away ' "’ 1nsisted George, uneasy,
dismayed, trying to lead his companion elsewhere.

““What 1f she were similarly taken, all at once,”’ he
thought. ‘¢ What 1f the disease attacked her here, 1n the
nudst of this crowd? "’

A chill ran through him. He recalled the letters dated
from Caronno, those letters 1n which she had made the
‘nightful revelation 1n hopeless terms. And again, as then,
he imagined “‘ Her hands, pallid and shrivelled, and be-
tween the fingers the torn-out curl of hair '’

¢ Let us go away ' Do you want to enter the church ?*’
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She remained silent, stupefied, as if by a blow on the
head

 Shall we enter ?’’ repeated George, shaking her, and
attempting to dissimulate his own anxiety.

He would have liked to ask, also ¢“ Of what are you
thinking ?’?  But he did not dare. He saw 1n Hippolyte’s
eyes such profound sadness that he felt his heart oppressed
and a choking sensation in his throat. Then, the suspi-
cion that this silence and stupor might be the precursors of
an mmminent attack filled him with a sort of panicky terror.

Without reflection, he stammered .

“ Are you 11l 27

These anxious words, which were a confession of his
suspicion, which revealed lhis secret fear, increased still
more the trouble of the two lovers.

‘ No, no,” she said, with a visible shudder, benumbed
with horror, and pressed close to George, that he mught
defend her from the peril.

Hemmed 1n by the mob, dismayed, disgusted, miserable
like the others, as needful of pity and help as the rest,
crushed like the others beneath the weight of their mortal
flesh, both, for a moment, felt 1n veritable communion with
the multitude 1n the midst of which they trembled and
suffered, both, for a moment, forgot 1n the immensity of
human sorrow the limits of their souls.

It was Hippolyte who was the first to turn towards the
church, towards the great portal, towards that veil of bluish
smoke through which, by turns, scintillated and disappeared
the little flames of the wax tapers.

““ Let us go m," she said, in a choking voice, without
leaving George’s side.

Colas remarked that it was impossible to enter by the
main entrance.
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¢ But,” he added, *“ I know another door—follow me.”’

With great difficulty they forced a passage. And yet, a
false energy sustained them, a blind obstinacy impelled
them on, almost like that displayed by the fanatics 1n their
endless turning. They had caught the contagion. From now
on George no longer felt he was master of himself. His
nerves dominated him, imposed on him the disorder and
excess of thetr sensations.

““Follow me '’ repeated the old man, stemming the
torrent by sheer strength of his elbows, and struggling fiercely
to protect his guests against the crush,

They entered by a side door 1nto a sort of sacristy, from
which could be seen, through a bluish smoke, the walls
entirely covered by votive offerings of wax suspended there
m proof of the miracles accomplished by the Virgin.
Limbs, arms, hands, feet, breasts, shapeless pieces repre-
senting tumors, gangrenes, and ulcers, horrid representa-
tions of monstrous maladies, pictures of violet and crimson
sores which cried out from the pallor of the wax—all these
objects, motionless on the four high walls, had a mortuary
appearance, horrifying and frnightful, evoking the image of
a charnel-house where are piled up all the limbs amputated
in a hospital Heaps of human bodies encumbered the
pavement, nert, and in the heap appeared livid faces,
bleeding mouths, dusty faces, bald heads, white hair.
They were nearly all old people, prostrated by a spasm in
front of the altar, carried n arms, and heaped 1n piles
like cadavers 1n time of a pest. Another old man arrived
from the church, carned 1n the arms of two men who were
sobbing the motion caused his head to hang now on
his chest, now on his shoulder, drops of blood rained
on his shirt front trom lacerations of his nose, lips
and chin. Behind him continued the hopeless cries of
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anguish, 1mplonng the favor which this old man had not
obtained.

‘¢ Madonpa' Madonna' Madonna!’’

It was an unheard-of clamor, more atrocious than the
yells of a man burnt alive without hope of salvation, more
ternble than the cry of shipwrecked sailors condemned to a
certain death upon the nocturnal sea.

‘“Madonna! Madonna! Madonna!'”’

A thousand arms were stretched towards the altar with
savage frenzy. The women dragged themselves along on
their knees, sobbing, tearing out their hair, strniking their
hips, bruising their foreheads on the stones, twisting as 1f
1 convulsions or possessed  Many, on all fours, sustain-
1ng the entire weight of their horizontal bodies on their
elbows and naked toes, advanced gradually towards the
altar. They crawled along like reptiles, they gathered
themselves together, springing on their toes, with progres-
sive propulsions, and beneath their petticoats could be
seen their callous yellow soles, the projecting and pointed
ankle-bones of their feet. At times the hands seconded the
efforts of the elbows, trembling around the mouth which
kissed the dust, near the tongue which traced 1n this dust
the sign of the cross, with a saliva mixed with blood. And
the crawling bodies passed over these bloody tracings with-
out effacing them, whilst, before each head, a man erect
struck the pavement with the tip of a stick 1n order to 1ndi-
cate the right way to the altar.

‘“ Madonna! Madonna' Madonna!”’

Kinswomen, dragging themselves along on their knees on
each side of the furrow, superintended the votive agony.
From time to time they leaned forward to encourage their
unfortunate sisters. When the latter seemed about to faint,
they went to their relief, supported them under the arms,
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or fanned their heads with a cloth ~ While doing this they
shed hot tears, and wept even more copiously when they
assisted the old men or adolescents, acquitting themselves
of the same vows. For there were not only women, but
also old men, adults, adolescents, who, to approach the altar,
to be worthy to lift their eyes towards the Image, subjected
themselves to this torment Each placed lhis tongue on
the spot where another had already left a wet trace, each
struck his forehead or his chin on the spot where another
had already left a shred of his skin, a drop of his blood, of
his sweat, and of his tears. Suddenly a long ray of sun-
light penetrated the large portal into the interstices of the
crowd, 1lluminating the soles of the shrunken feet, calloused
by the arid soil or mountainous rocks, so deformed that they
appeared less the feet of human beings than the feet of beasts ,
1lluminating bald and hairy heads, white with old age, or
light brown or black, supported by bull-like necks which
swelled 1n the effort, or shaking and weak like the greenish
head of an old turtle, out of his shell, or like a disinterred
skull still bearing a few grayish locks and a few shreds of
reddish skin.

Now and then, over this swarm of reptiles, a blue wave
of incense spread slowly, veiling for a moment this humility,
this hope, and this bodily pain, as i1f 1n compassion. New
patients forced a passage, presented themselves at the altar
to solicit the miracle, and their shadows and their voices
covered the prostrate bodies that seemed as 1f they would
never be able to rise.

‘“ Madonna! Madonna' Madonna!”’

The mothers exposed their dried-up breasts, which they
showed to the Virgin, imploring the blessing of milk, while
behind them their kinswomen carried the emaciated chil-
dren, almost dying, who uttered wailing cries. Wives
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prayed for the fecundity of their sterile womb, and gave as
offerings their clothes and marriage jewels.

‘ Holy Virgin, have mercy on me, in the name of the
Son whom thou dost bear 1n thine arms !’

They prayed at first 1n low tones, tearfully reciting their
woes, as 1f they were having a secret conversation with the
Image, as 1f the Image were bending forward from above
to listen to their lamentations. Then, gradually, they
exalted themselves almost to the point of fury, insamty,
as 1f they wished, by their acclamations and 1nsane gestures,
to compel consent to the prodigy They summoned all
therr energy to utter a superhuman shriek capable of
reaching the very bottom of the Virgin’s heart.

¢ Have mercy on us' Have mercy on us'”

And they stopped, staring anxiously, with their dilated
and fixed eyes, in the hope of surprising, finally, a sign
upon the visage of the celestial person who scintillated in
a reflection of jewels between the columns of the inacces-
sible altar.

Another wave of fanatics arrived, took their places,
spread out along the entire length of the railing. Tumul-
tuous cries and violent gestures alternated with therr offer-
ings Inside the railing which intercepted the access to
the large altar, priests received 1n their fat and white
hands the moneys and trinkets In the act of tendering the
right or left hand, on either side, they balanced themselves
like caged beasts in a menagerie. Behind them, the clerks
held large metal plates on which the offerings jinglingly
accumulated. On one side, near the door of the sacristy,
other priests were stooping over a table they were count-
ing the money and examining the jewels, while one of
them, bony and brownish, made entries with a quill pen 1n
a large ledger. They each performed this task in turn, and
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then left it to offictate. From time to time the bell
sounded, and the censer was elevated amidst a cloud of
smoke. Long, bluish waves rolled around the tonsured heads
and dispersed on the other side of the railing. The sacred
perfume mingled with the human stench.

‘* Ora pro nobis, sancta Der Genitrix
Ut dign efficramar promissionabus Chrrste ™

At times, during unexpected and terrible pauses like
those of a hurricane, when the crowd was oppressed by the
angwish of expectation, one could distinctly hear the Latin
words

¢ Concede nos famulos tuos ™

Beneath the large portal advanced with pomp a married
couple, escorted by all their relatives 1n a blaze of gold,
1n a rustling of silk. The spouse, young and vigorous, had
a head like a barbanan queen, with thick and joining eye-
brows, wavy and shuning black hair, a fleshy and blood-red
mouth, 1 which the incistve, irregular teeth raised the
upper l1p, shaded with a virile shadow A necklace of large
gold beads was wound thrice around her neck, large gold
hoops embellished with filigree work hung from her ears,
on her cheeks, a corsage scintillating like a coat of mail
confined her bosom. She marched gravely, entirely ab-
sorbed 1n her thoughts, scarcely winking her eyehds,
holding her ringed hand on her husband’s shoulder.
The husband was also young, of medium stature, almost
beardless, very pale and with an expression of profound
sadness, as 1f devoured by a sad secret. The appearance
of both seemed to indicate the fatality of a prnimtive
mystery.

18
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Whispers spread around their passage. They themselves
neither spoke nor turned their heads, followed by theiur
parents, men and women, entwined in a chain by ther
arms, as 1f about to perform an ancient dance ‘¢ What
vow were they accomplishing ? What favors were they
asking *”’

The news spread 1n a low tone from mouth to mouth - they
asked for the young man a return of gemtal virility, of
which some evil influence doubtless had deprived him.
The virginity of his spouse still remained intact, the
conjugal couch was sti1ll immaculate.

When they were near to the railing they both raised
their eyes toward the Image silently, and they remained a
few moments motionless, absorbed 1n the same mute sup-
plication. But, behind them, the two mothers extended
their arms, agitated their dried and wrinkled hands, which
on the marmage day had distributed 1n vain the augural
gram. They stretched out their arms and cried

¢ Madonna! Madonna' Madonna'®’

With slow gestures, the wife removed the rings from her
fingers and offered them  Then she took out the heavy
golden hoops. Then she took off her hereditary necklace.
All this wealth she offered at the altar

‘¢ Take 1t, blessed Virgin! Take 1t, most Holy Mary of
Muracles '*? cried the mothers, with voices already rendered
hoarse by their cries, with demonstrations redoubled by
fervor, each glancing at the other sidewise to see that her
neighbor was not surpassing her in ardor 1n the eyes of
the attentive crowd

¢ Take1t! Takeit!”

They saw the gold fall, fall into the hands of the im-
passive priest, then they heard the precious metal jingle on
the clerk’s plate, coin acquired by dint of the persistent toil
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of several generations, preserved for years and years at the
bottom of the strong box, and brought to light again at every
new wedding-day. They beheld fall the family wealth,
fall, disappear forever. The 1mmensity of the sacnfice
plunged them 1nto despair, and their distress extended to
therr kinsmen. The relatives ended by uttering piercing
shrieks altogether. The young man alone remained silent,
keeping constantly fixed on the Image his eyes, from which
gushed two streams of silent tears.

Then there was a pause, during which one could hear the
Latin words of the service and the cadence chanted by the
processions which were still turning around the church.
Then the couple resumed their first position, and, their eyes
still fixed on the Image, slowly fell back.

A new band, yelling furiously, now interposed between
them and the railing  For a few seconds the young woman
towered a head above the tumult, despoiled now of all her
bridal jewelry, but more beautiful and more vigorous, envel-
oped in a sort of Dionysiac mystery, exhaling over this
barbaric multitude a breath as of very ancient life and
she disappeared, never to be forgotten. Exalted far beyond
the time and the reality, George's gaze followed her until
she disappeared. His soul lived m the horror of an un-
known world, 1n the presence of a nameless people, associ-
ated with rites of very obscure ongin. The faces of men
and women appeared to him as if in a delirious vision,
marked with the stamp of a humanity other than his own,
and formed of a different substance, and the looks, the
motions, and the voices, and all the perceptible signs, struck
him with stupor, as 1f they had had no analogy with the
habitual human expressions which he had known up to then.
Certain figures exercised over him a sudden magnetic
attraction. He followed them 1n the crowd, dragging Hip-
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polyte with him, he gazed after them on tiptoe; he
watched all their actions, he felt their cries reverberate in
his own heart, he felt himself mnvaded by the same mad-
ness, he himself felt a brutal desire to shout and gesticu-
late

From time to time Hippolyte and he glanced at each
other, they sav each other pale, convulsed, aghast, ex-
hausted  But nerther one proposed to leave the termble
place, as 1f they lacked the strength to do so.  Jostled by
the mob, almost carried away at times, they wandered here
and there 1n the midst of the uproar, holding hands or arms,
while the old man made continuous efforts to help and pro-
tect them A procession, coming up, forced them against
the railing. During several minutes they remained there,
prisoners, closed 1n on all sides, enveloped by the smoke of
the incense, deafened by the cries, suffocated by the heat,
1n the thickest part of the gesticulating and 1nsanty.

¢ Madonna'! Madonna! Madonna!’’

It was the reptile women, who, arrived at last, rose to their
feet One among them was carried by her relatives, ngid as
a corpse. They stood her on her feet, they shook her She
seemed dead. Her face was all dusty, the skin flayed
from her nose and forehead, her mouth full of blood. Those
who helped her blew 1n her face to bring her back to con-
sciousness, wiped her mouth with a cloth which became
crimson, shook her again and called her by name All at
once her head fell back, then she threw herself against the
railing, grasped the 1ron bars, stiffened her whole body, and
began to scream like a woman 1n delivery.

She yelled and struggled, drowning every other clamor.
A torrent of tears inundated her face, washing off the dust
and blood.

¢ Madonna! Madonna' Madonna!l®’
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And behind her, by her sides, other women surged, tot-
tered, reanimated themselves, 1mplored

“Mercy! Mercy!”

They lost their voices, grew pale, broke down heavily,
and were carned away 1nert masses, while others agan
seemed to surge up from below ground.

““Mercy! Mercy!”

These shrieks, which rent the breasts that emitted
them, these syllables repeated without cease, with the
persistence of the same unconquerable faith, this thick
smoke, which overhung like the cloud of a tempest, this
contact of bodies, this mixture of breaths, the sight of this
blood and these tears—all this made that at one moment
the entire multitude found 1tself possessed by a single soul,
became a single being, miserable and terrible, having but
one gesture, but one voice, but one convulsion, but one
frenzy. All the evils melted into one single ev1l, which
the Virgin should destroy, all the hopes melted into one
single hope, which the Virgin should grant.

“Mercy! Mercy!”

And, beneath the scintillating Image, the little flames of
the waxen tapers trembled before this wind of passion.
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GeorcE and Hippolyte were now seated 1n the open air,
away from the turmoil, beneath the trees, stupefied and
faint, like two shipwrecked people escaped from penl, mute,
almost without power of thought, although, from time to
time, a shudder at the recent horror again ran through
them. Hippolyte’s eyes were red from crying. Both, in
the Sanctuary, at the tragic moment, had been seized by a
common delirium, and, from fear of madness, they had
taken flight.

They were now seated away from the turmoul, at the ex-
treme end of the esplanade, beneath the trees. This
corner was almost deserted One only saw there, around
several twisted olive-tree trunks, groups of beasts of burden
with empty pack-saddles, 1n an immobility of lifeless forms,
and they cast a sad aspect over the shade of the trees In
the distance could be heard the murmur of the swarming
multitude, one heard the cadences of the sacred chants,
the blasts of the trumpets, the ninging of the bells, one
perceived the pilgrimages developing 1nto long files, turning
around the church, entering 1t and leaving 1it.

““Do you want to sleep ?'’ asked George, who noticed
that Hippolyte was closing her eyes.

‘No, but I have no longer the courage to look—"'

George felt the same repugnance. The continuty and
acuteness of the sensations had overcome the resistance of his
organs. The spectacle had become intolerable. He arose.
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‘“ Come, get up,”’ he said. *‘Let us go and sit down
farther off.”’

They descended 1nto a cultivated valley, seeking a little
shade. The sun was very ardent. Both thought of their
house at San Vito, of the beautiful, airy rooms, opening
on the sea

‘“ Are you suffering much *’’ asked George, discovering
on his friend’s face the mamfest signs of pain, and, 1n
ber eyes, the sombre sadness that lately, in the midst of the
crowd, near the pillar of the portal, had already frightened
him.

““No. I am very tired.”’

‘“ Do you want to sleep ? Why not sleep a hittle ? Lean
against me. Afterwards you will feel better. Will you?

‘¢ No, no."”

“ Lean against me. We will wait until Colas returns
before we go to Casalbordino. Meanwhile, rest a little.”’

She removed her hat, bent towards him, and leaned her
head. He looked at her in this attitude.

¢ How beautiful you are,” he said.

She smiled. Once more the suffering transfigured her,
gave her greater seductive charm.

He said again

“ How long 1t 1s since you gave me a kiss ! "’

They embraced.

““ Now, sleep a Iittle,”” he begged, tenderly.,

His sentiment of love seemed renewed 1n him, after so
many horrible and strange things that had oppressed them.
He began once more to 1solate himself, to recoil within
himself, to rcpulse all communion that was not with the
elect of his heart His mind freed itself with an 1ncon-
cetvable rapidity from all the phantoms created during the
period of the mystic illusion, the ascetic 1deal, he threw
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off the yoke of that ¢ divine *’ which he had tried to substi-
tute for his 1nert will, from the very hopelessness of arous-
g 1t He now felt for ““ faith ’ the same disgust that he
had felt in the church for the unclean beasts that crawled
1n the sacred dust He saw again the fat and pale hands
of the priests who recened the offerings, the continual bal-
ancing of the black figures behind the closed rathing. All
that was 1gnoble, denied the presence of that Lord whom
he had hoped to know 1n an annihilating revelation. But,
finally, the great proof had been accomplished. He had
experienced the matenial contact with the infertor classes of
his race, and nothing had resulted from 1t for him but a
sentiment of 1nvincible horror. His being had no roots 1n
that ground, could have nothing 1n common with that mul-
titude which, ltke most species of amimals, had attained
its defimite type, had definitely incarnated 1n its brutish
flesh permanency of habit. For how many centuries, dur-
ing how many generations, had this immutable type been
perpetuated ? So the human species had an absolutely inert
basis which persisted beneath the undulations of moving
superior elements

So the 1deal type of humanity was not in a distant future,
at the unknown end of a progressive evolution, 1t could
only manifest 1tself on the crest of the waves, 1n the most
elevated bemngs. He perceived now that, 1n trying to find
himself entirely and to recognize his veritable essence by
means of an immediate contact with the race from which
he had sprung, he decerved himself like a man who attempts
to determine the form, dimension, direction, speed, and
power of a sea wave by the action of the subjacent volume
of water. The experiment had not succeeded. He was as
much a stranger to this multitude as to a tnbe of Ocean-
ians; he was as much a stranger to his country, to the land
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of his birth, to his fatherland, as he was to his fammly and
to his hearth. He should forever renounce that vain search
for the fixed state, the stable support, the assured help.
¢ The sensation I have of my being resembles that which a
man would have, who, condemned to hold himself upright
on a ceaselessly oscillating and unbalanced surface, would
feel his support ceaselessly fail him, no matter where he
placed his foot.” He had used this vision once to paint
his perpetual anxiety. But why, since he wished to preserve
life, did he not become, by dint of method, sufficiently
strong and agile to become habituated to preserving his
equilibrium amid the diverse 1mpulsions, and to dance even
on the edge of the precipice, freely and boldly® In truth,
he wished to preserve l1fe.  What proved that, as far as evi-
dence could, was his successive experiments themselves.
In him a deep instinct, resting intact up to then, arose
with ever new artifices against mortal languor  That ascetic
dream which he had constructed with such richness,
trimmed with such elegance, was it anything else than an
expedient for combating death ? He himself, since the
beginming, had set himself the dilemma erther to fol
low the example of Demetnus, or to give himself to
Heaven. He had chosen Heaven, to preserve his life.
¢ Apply henceforth your mind to acquire the disgust of truth
and certitude, if you wish to live. Renounce searching ex-
perience. Respect the veils. Believe in the visible line
and 1n the proffered Word. Do not seek beyond the world
any of the appearances that your marvellous senses have
created. Adore the 1llusion.”

And he already found a charm in this fleeting hour. The
profundity of his conscience and the 1infinite extension of
his sensibility filled him with pride. The innumerable
phenomena that, 1nstant by 1nstant, succeeded one another
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in his 1nner world made the comprehensive power of his
soul appear to be 1llimitable And that fleeting hour dur-
ing which he believed he could discover hidden connec-
tions and secret analogies between the representations of
Chance and his own sentiment possessed, 1n reality, a singu-
lar charm for him

In the distance could be heard the confused murmur of
the wild crowd from which he had just extricated himself ,
and that confused murmur aroused in him, in flashes, the
vision of a great, simister furnace in which demons were
struggling 1n a tragic combat. And above this incessant
murmur he distinguished also, at every breath of the breeze,
the delicious rustling of the branches that shielded his med-
itation and Hippolyte's repose. Hippolyte was resting in
a doze, her mouth half-open, scarcely breathing, and a
light moisture dampened her brow. Her hands were folded
1n her lap, ungloved, pale, and 1n imagination George saw
between the fingers the ‘‘ plucked-out tuft of hair.”” Just
as this tuft of hair appeared and disappeared 1n the strong
lLight, on the burning soil, appeared also the phantom of the
epileptic, he who had unexpectedly fallen at the doorway
writhing beneath the grasp of two men who were trying to
force open and place a key in his mouth This phantom
appeared and disappeared, as 1f it were the dream of the
sleeping woman, and rendered wisible. “What 1f she
awoke and the epilepsy returned ?'’ thought George, with
an 1nner shudder. ‘‘ The image that forms in my brain 1s
perhaps transmitted to me from her. I see perhaps her
dream  And her dream 15 perhaps caused by an organic
disturbance that commences and will increase as far as an
attack Is not a dream sometimes the presage of a malady
that 15 breeding ' He dwelt for a long time 1n the medita-
tion of these mysteries of the animal substance, vaguely per-
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cerved. Against the diffuse depths of this physical sen-
sibility, already enlightened by the five superior sensss,
gradually appeared other 1intermediary semses, whose very
subtle perceptions disclosed to him a world up to then
unknown. Was 1t impossible that Hippolyte’s latent mal-
ady furmished him with a condition favorable for communi-
cating with her 1n some extraordinary manner ?

He regarded her attentively, as he had done 1n bed on
that first day, already so distant. He saw the Light shadows
of the hanging branches tremble on her face. He heard the
continual tumult that spread out from the Sanctuary in the
mfinite light. Sadness again fell on his heart, lassitude
crushed him to earth again. He leaned his head against
the trunk of the tree and closed his eyes, without thinking
of anything.

Slumber was about to seize him, when a start of Hippolyte
awoke him.

¢ George 17’

She awoke frightened, agitated, no longer recognizing
the surrounding spot, the strong light annoyed her, and she
covered her eyes with her hands, groaning.

““ My God, how I'm suffering ! "

She complained of a pain 1n her temples.

““Where are we? Oh! what an awful dream it
was.,,

¢¢ I should not have brought you,”’ said George, uneasy.
‘ How sorry I am ! ”’

¢¢ I have not strength enough to nise. Help me.”

Heé raised her up by the arms  She tottered, and, seized
by vertigo, clung to him.

‘¢ What's the matter ? Where do you suffer ?”’ he
cried 1n a changed voice, seized by a panicky terror, be-
heving that she was about to be taken with a fit, there, 1n
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the open country, far from all help. ‘‘ What’s the matter ?
What's the matter ? "’

He clasped her closely to him, pressing her to his heart,
which beat with horrible violence.

¢¢ No, no, 1t 1s nothing,”’ stammered Hippolyte, who had
all at once understood his terror, and who had grown pale.
¢ It 1s nothing My head 1s giddy. The sun has made
me dizzy. It 1s nothing.”

Her lips were almost white, and she avoided looking her
lover 1n the eyes. He could not yet succeed in dominat-
ing his angush, and poignantly regretted having awak-
ened 1n her the fearful and shameful preoccupation. His
memory recalled this passage in a letter ‘‘ What 1if the
malady should seize me while 1n your arms ? No, no, I
will never see you agamn, I do not wish to see you any
more !’

She said, 1n a feeble voice

“It’'s over. I'm better. But I'm thirsty. Where can I
get a drink P "’

¢ Over there, near the church, where the tents are,’’ said
George.

She refused vigorously, with a motion of her head.

“1wil go. Wart for me here!"

She was obstinate 1n her refusal.

““Let us send Colas. He must be near by; I'll call
him.”’

““ Yes, call him, so we may return to Casalbordino. I
will dnnk there. I can wait Let us go.”’

She leaned on George’s arm. They remounted the hill.
Armnved at the top, they saw once more the plain swarming
with people, the white huts, the reddish edifice. Around
the twisted trunks of the olive-trees still stood, ever mo-
tionless, the melancholy forms of the beasts of burden.
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Near them, in the same shade where they had previously
sought a refuge, an old woman was seated, who, to all
appearances, seemed to be a centenarian, she, also, was mo-
tionless, her hands placed on her knees, the fleshless limbs
only partly covered by her petticoat. Her white bair hung
down the sides of her waen cheeks, the mouth, without
lips, resembled a deep furrow, her eyes were sealed forever
beneath the corroded eyelids, her entire air expressed a
reminiscence of innumerable pains.

‘“Is she dead ?"’ asked Hippolyte 1n a whisper, stop-
ping, seized by fear and respect.

The multitude was pushing about the Sanctuary. The
processions whirled around chanting, beneath the cruel
sun. One of these processions came from under the great
portal and turned towards the open space, preceded by 1ts
cross-bearer. Arrived at the edge of the esplanade, men
and women stopped and turned towards the church in a
half-circle, the women squatting, the men upright, the
cross-bearer 1n the centre. They prayed and crossed them-
selves. Then they sent towards the church a great, simulta-
neous cry—the last salutation And they resumed their
way, intoning the hymn

Viva Maria’
Viva Maria '/

The old woman did not change her attitude. Something
great, terrible, and indefinitely supernatural emanated
from her solitary old age in the shadow of the and and
almost petrified olive-tree whose cleft trunk seemed marked
by a bolt from heaven. If she still lived, her eyes at least
did not see, her ears no longer heard, all her senses were
obliterated. Yet she had the appearance of a Witness who
was looking towards the inwvisible region of etermity.
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¢ Death 1s not as mysterious as this remnant of life 1n this
human rwn,’”’ thought George. And at the same time
there arose 1n his mind, accompanied by an extraordinary
emotion, the vague 1mage of a very ancient myth, ““ I77%y dost
thou net awaken the Mother secular who sleeps on the threshold
of Death?  In her slumber resides the first Science.  [Vhy
dost thou not interrogate the wise earthly Mother 7'’ Vague
words, the obscure fragments of ancient epics, awoke 1n his
memory , indefimte Iines and symbols swayed and envel-
oped him

““ Let us go, George,”” said Hippolyte, shaking him
lightly, after an interval of pensive silence. ‘‘ How sud
everything 1s here!”

Her voice was weak, and 1n her eyes was that sad shadow
1n which her lover read an 1nexpressible horror and disgust.

He dared not encourage her, for fear she would feel 1n his
encouragements the preoccupation of the horrible menace
that seemed to hang over her, since the moment that she
had seen the epileptic fall 1n the crowd

But, a few steps farther on, she stopped again, choked
by incoercible anguish, strangled by a knot of sobs that she
could not untie. She looked at her lover, then gazed about
her, distracted.

“ My God, my God! What sorrow !’

It was a sorrow entirely corporeal, a brutal sorrow that
arose from the depths of her being like a compact and
heavy thing, crushing her with an insupportable weight.
She would have liked to sink to the ground as if beneath an
enormous burden, never to arise again, she would have hiked
to lose consciousness, to become an 1nert mass, to expire.

¢ Tell me, tell me, what can I do? What can I do to
ease you ?’' stammered George, pressing her hand, prey to
a mad terror.
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Was not this sadness perhaps the chrysalis of the 1llness?

For a few seconds, she remained with her eyes fixed and
rather haggard She shivered beneath the shock caused by
the clamor raised 1n the vicmity by a procession which
saluted the church on leaving

‘“ Take me away somewhere Perhaps there 1s a hotel
at Casalbordino. Vhere can Colas be ?*’

George looked anxiously around, 1n the hope of discov-
enng the old man. He said

‘¢ Perhaps he 1s looking for us 1n the crowd, or perhaps
he has gone to Casalbordino, thinking he will find us
there '’

‘““Iet us go alone, then. Down below, yonder, I see
some carrages.’’

‘¢ Let us go, 1f you like. But lean on me.”’

They directed their steps towards the highroad, which
lay like a long white ribbon on the other side of the es-
planade. It seemed as 1f the tumult followed them. The
trumpet of a mountebank sent after them 1ts piercing notes.
The always even cadence of the hymn, persistently domi-
nated all other sounds by 1ts exasperating continuity.

Viwa Masr e -
Viza Masa !

A beggar unexpectedly appeared, as i1f he had sprung
from below ground, and he stretched out his hand.

¢ Chanty, for the love of the Madonna !'*’

It was a young man, with lus head bound 1n a red hand-
kerchief, one corner of which covered his eye. He raised
this corner and showed an enormous eye, swollen like a
pocket, purulent, on which the winking of the upper eye-
lids forced a shudder hornble to see.

‘¢ Charity, for the love of the Madonnpa !’
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George gave him money, and the beggar again hid his
deformity. But, a little farther on, a man of gigantic
stature, with an empty sleeve, half-raised his shirt 1n order
to show the red and furrowed cicatrice of the amputation.

‘“ A bite—a horse’s bite! Look!”

And he threw himself on the ground, thus uncovered,
and he kissed the ground several times, crying each time,
1n a harsh voice

““ For pity’s sake !”’

Under a tree was another beggar, a bandy-legged fellow,
ona kind of seat composed of a pack-saddle, a goat-skin, an
empty petroleum can and large stones  Wrapped 1n a sordid
covering from which protruded two hairy legs, soiled with
dry mud, he wildly shook his hand, twisted like a root, to
chase away the flies that assailed him 1n clouds.

“ Charity! Charity! Have pity on a poor man! The
Madonna will pardon you. Have pity on a poor man'”’

At the sight of other beggars who came running up,
Hippolyte hastened her steps * George made a sign to the
nearest coachman  When they were 1n the carnage, Hip-
polyte uttered a cry of relief

‘At last!”

George questioned the coachman -

‘¢ Is there a hotel at Casalbordino ? "’

‘“ Yes, signor, there 1s one.”’

‘“ How long will 1t take to get there ?**

¢ A short half-hour.”

‘“ Let us go on, then!”’

He took Hippolyte's hands, tried to cheer her up.

¢ Courage, courage! We will take a room, we can rest.
We will see nothing, hear nothing more. I, too, am ex-
hausted with fatigue and my head feels tired.”’

He added, smiling
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‘¢ Aren’t you a little hungry ? "’

She responded to his smile. He added again, evoking
the remembrance of the old hotel of Ludovic Togn1

It will be as 1t was at Albano Do you remember ? *’

It seemed to him that she was becoming a little calmer.
He wanted to bring her to a state of light and joyous
thoughts. He said

‘“ What has become of Pancrace ? Ah! if we had one
of his oranges. Do you remember » I do not know what I
would give for an orange. Are you very thirsty ®  Are you
suffering ? 7’

““No. . . . I feel better. . . . I can hardly
believe that the torture 1s over. . . . My God! I
shall never forget this day, never—never!"’

‘¢ Poor soul !’

He tenderly kissed her hands. Then, pointing to the
vegetation that bordered the road .

‘“ Look !’ he exclaimed, ‘“ see how beautiful the corn
is. Let us punfy our eyes.”

To mnight and left the harvest stretched immaculate,
already nipe for the sickle, high and vigorous, breathing 1n
the light by the slender points of their innumerable ears,
that, at certain moments, seemed to wave and become con-
verted 1nto a volatile gold. Alone beneath the limpid arch
of heaven, they exhaled a spinit of purity by which both
their hearts, sad and tired, were refreshed

 How strong the reflection 1s ?’’ said Hippolyte, half-
lowering her long lashes

“ You have your curtains »’

She smiled It seemed that the shadow of her sadness
was about to he dissipated

Many carriages came 1n a long line from the opposite
direction, descending towards the Sanctuary. For a few

19
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minutes the road, the bushes, the fields, all disappeared
from around them 1n the dust.

¢ Chanty, for the Jove of the Madonna! Chanty!
Chanty !’

“ Charity ! In the name of the Virgin of Miracles!”’

‘- Have pity on a poor, unfortunate man!?”’

“ Charity! Chanty!”’

““ Give me a piece of bread !’

“ Charity !’

One, two, three, four, five voices, more and still more
voices, the voices of beings still inwisible, burst forth in
the midst of the cloud, hoarse, penetrating, sharp, caver-
nous. humble, angry, plaintive, all different and discordant.

“ Charity'”

“ Charty !’

““Stop'! Stop!”

¢ Charity, 1n the name of the most holy Mary of Mira-
cles!”’

““Charity! Chanty!'"

111 Stop [

And through the dust appeared confusedly a growling
mob of monsters. One shook the stumps of his amputated
hands, bleeding as if the mutilation were fresh or badly cic-
atrized. Another had on his palms disks of leather, that
he used painfully to drag along the weight of his inert
body. Another had an enormous goitre, wrinkled and
violet-hued, that dangled like a pendant. Another, on
account of an excrescence on his lip, seemed to hold
between his teeth the remains of a raw Iner  Another dis-
played a face devastated by a deep erosion that showed his
nasal cavities and upper jaw. Others exhibited similar
horrors, freely, with violent gestures, with almost menacing
attitudes, as though to enforce a night.
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¢ Chanity !’

““Look! Look! Look!"™

““Help me'! Help me!l”

¢ Chanty !’

““ Chanty !"’

‘““Help me!”

It was an assault—almost an extortion. They all seemed
resolved to demand a mute, even if they had to seize the
wheels and hang on the limbs of the horses.

“Stop! Stop!”

While George sought for some money in his pockets 1n
order to throw 1t among the horde, Hippolyte pressed close
to him, seized at the throat by a feeling of disgust, power-
less henceforth to master the fantastic terror which 1nvaded
her 1n this powerful white hight 1n this unknown land
where swarmed so lugubrious a life.

‘Stop! Stop!”

“ Chanty !’

“Pity! Pity!'”

But the coachman, becoming angry, rose suddenly on his
seat, shook his whip vigorously, and began to beat the beg-
gars with all his might, and he accompanied every blow
with 1nvectives. The lash whistled. Beneath his blows
the beggars howled maledictions, but did not retreat. Each
wished his share.

““ Give me some! Give me some !’

Then George threw a handful of coins in the dust, and
the dust covered the scuffle of the monsters, choked therr
blasphemies. The man with the amputated hands and the
fellow with the 1nert imbs still essayed to follow the car-
riage for a moment, but, menaced by the whip, they
stopped.
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““ Don't be afraid, signora,’’ said the coachman. ¢ No-
body w11l get near us now, 1 promise you."

New voices arose, groaning, yelling, invoking the Virgin
and Jesus, announcing the nature of their deformities and
sores, recounting the malady or misfortune. On the other
side of the ambush prepared by the first bandits, a second
army 1n tatters stretched along in a double chain on the
borders of the road as far as the houses of the distant mar-
ket town

“My God, my God! What a cursed country'” mur-
mured Hippolyte, exhausted, feeling herself fainting. ‘‘ Let
us get away from here. Let us go away' Please, George,
let us go back.”

Nothing—not the whirlwind of madness that drove the
fanatic bands around the temple, nor the hopeless cries
that seemed to 1ssue from a place on fire, from a shipwreck
or a massacre, nor the inammate and bloody old men who
lay 1n heaps along the court of the votive hall, nor the
convulsed women who crawled towards the altar tearing their
tongues against the stone, nor the supreme clamor that
1ssued from the entrails of the multitude confounded 1n an
unique anguish and 1n an umque hope—nothing, nothing,
was as terrible as the spectacle of that great dusty hillside,
blinding 1n the glare of the sun, where all these monsters
of human misery, all this débris of a ruined race, these
bodies vilified to the level of the unclean beast and excre-
mental matter, opened their rags to expose their impuri-
ties and proclaim them The innumerable horde occupied
the slope and the ditches , they had with them their family,
their progemiture, their relatives, their household goods.
One saw women half-naked and as lean as bitches who have
just hittered, children green as lizards, emaciated, with
rapacious eyes, their mouths already withered, taciturn,
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breeding 1n the blood the hereditary disease. Each tribe
possessed 1ts monster one-armed, bandy-legged, subject to
goitre, blindness, leprosy, epilepsy Each had as a patn-
mony s ulcer to cultivate, from which to derive an 1n-
come. Urged on by his own people, the monster left the
group, advanced 1n the dust, gesticulated and 1mplored, for
the common benefit

‘¢ Charity, charity, if you hope for mercy! Chanty!
Take pity on me! Take pity on me!’’

A monomere, black and flat-nosed as a mulatto, with a
long leonine mane, picked up the dust in the curls of his
hair, then shook his head, enveloping lhimself 1n acloud A
woman afflicted with hernia, of no age, having no longer a
human face, squatted on a post, raised her apron to show
her hernia, enormous and yellowish ltke a bladder full of
suet. Seated on the ground, a man afflicted with ele-
phantiasis pointed with his finger to his leg, massive as the
trunk of an oak, covered with warts and yellow crusts,
dotted with black or hardened spots, so voluminous that
one would have said it did not belong to him A blind
man, on his knees, his hands stretched towards heaven n
the attitude of an ecstatic, had under his high and bald
brow two little blood-stained holes Others and still others
showed themselves 1 the dazzling glare of the sun, as far
as the view could carry. All the great hillside was 1n-
fested by them without an interval Their supplications
continued uninterruptedly, nising and falling 1n chorus, 1n
discord, with a thousand accents The vast extent of the
solitary country, the deserted and silent sky, the hallucinat-
1ng reverberation of the fiery road, the immobility of the
vegetable forms—all these environments rendered the hour
tragic, evoked the biblical image of a road of desolation
conducting to the gates of a cursed city.

o
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“Let's go! Let’s go back! DPlease, George, let's go
back !’ repeated Hippolyte, with a shudder of horror,
dominated by the superstitious 1dea of a divine punishment,
fearing other spectacles and more atrocious ones, under this
burning and empty sky 1n which there began to be heard a
metallic rumbling.

‘¢ But where can we go? Where shall we go ?"’

¢ No matter where No matter where. Let us go back
over there, near the sea. We’ll wait there until 1t’s time
to leave Please!’’

The fast, the torture of thirst, the hot, oppressive atmos-
phere, had increased 1n both therr uneasiness of mind

‘““Do yousee ? Do yousee ?’’ she cried, as 1f 1n front
of a supernatural apparition. ‘Do you see ? Will 1t then
never end? "’

In the light, the glaring and implacable light, advanced
towards them a band of tattered men and women, and 1n
front of the band marched a sort of crier who vociferated
while agitating a copper tray. These men and women bore
upon their shoulders a trestle covered with a mattress on
which lay an 1nvalid of cadaverous appearance, a yellowish-
looking creature, thin as a skeleton, tightly wrapped in
bands of cloth like a mummy, the feet bare. And the crier
—an olive-colored and serpentine man with the eyes of a
madman—opointed to the dying woman, and related in a
high key that this woman, who had been 11l from hemor-
rhage for years, had obtained the miracle from the Virgin
at the very dawn of that day, and he begged for alms so
that, cured of her disease, she could gain fresh blood.
And he shook the copper tray, on which tinkled a few corns.

¢ 'The Madonna has performed the miracle! The mur-
acle! The miracle!' Charity! In the name of the Very
Holy and the Very Merciful Mary, chanty !’
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The men, the women, all together, contracted thetr faces
as if about to weep. And the invalid, with a vague gesture,
slightly raised her bony hands, the fingers of which moved
as 1f to seize something 1n the air, while her bare feet, as
yellow as her hands and face, shiny at the ankles, had the
ngidity of death  And all that was exposed 1n the glaring
and implacable light—near, near, always nearer.

¢ Turn back! Turn back!'’ cried George to the dniver.
‘¢ Turn back, and whip up your horses."

‘ We're there, signor. What alarms you ? "’

¢ Turn back !’

The 1njunction was so imperative that the driver turned
round his horses amidst the deafening cries.

¢ Whip them up! Whip them up!”’

From the top to the bottom of the hill the carmriage
seemed, among the clouds of thick dust, pierced every now
and then by a hoarse yell.

¢ Where are we going ? '’ asked the driver, bending down.

¢ Over there, over there, near the sea! Whip themup!'”’

George was supporting Hippolyte, who had almost fainted,
without trying to revive her. He had but a confused sen-
sation of all that was going on. Real 1mages, and fantastic
images, whirled around his brain and gave him hallucina-
tions. A continual buzzing filled his ears, and prevented
him from hearing any other sound distinctly. His heart
was oppressed with 2 keen angwish, as in the mghtmare—
the anguish to emerge from the zone of this horrible dream,
the anguish to recover his first lucidity, to feel the loved
creature palpitate on his breast, and to see once more the
tender smile

Viva Marwa !

Once more the undulation of the hymn reached him,

once more the House of the Virgin appeared to him on the
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left amid the immense human swarm, reddish 1n the solar
conflagration, throned on the summats of the profane tents,
irradiating a formidable power.

Viva Marial
Viva Maria !

The undulation faded away, and ata bend of the hill the
Sanctuary disappeared. And, suddenly, a cool breath
ghded over the vast, waving harvests. And a long blue
band cut the horizon.

‘“The sea! There's the sea!’ crnied George, as if he
had just attained salvation.

And his heart dilated.

¢ Courage, my soul ! Contemplate the seal”



V.

TEMPUS DESTRUENDI

CHAPTER I.

THE table, lard 1n the loggia, presented a gay appearance,
with 1ts transparent porcelain, 1ts bluish glassware, 1ts crim-
son pinks, under the golden light of a fixed, large lamp,
which attracted the nocturnal moths scattered i the twi-
light.

‘“ Look, George, look! A devil moth! It has the eyes
of a demon. Do you see them shine ? "

Hippolyte pointed to a moth larger than the others,
strange 1n appearance, covered with a thick red flush, with
projecting eyes which, under the light, ghttered like two
carbuncles.

“It's coming on you! It's coming on you'! Take
care!"’

She laughed heartily, making fun of the instinctive alarm
that George exhibited, in spite of himself, when one of
these 1nsects threatened to alight on him. ‘‘I must have
1t!”’ she cried, with the rapture of a childish caprice.

And she tried to capture the diabolical moth, which, with-
out settling, flew around the lamp Her attempts, abrupt
and violent, were unsuccessful. She upset a glass, knocked
over a pyramid of fruit, almost smashed the lamp-shade.
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¢ What fury'’ said George, who wanted to.excite her.
‘¢ But you won't succeed *’

¢ 1 shall succeed,’” replied Hippolyte obstinately, and
looking fixedly at him. ¢ Will you make a bet 2"’

‘¢ What shall we bet ? '

¢ Anything you hike."”

‘“ Well, then, a love game.”

“ Very well, a love game.”’

In the warm light her face was colored with 1ts softest
and richest tints, that 1deal colonng, “‘ a compound of pale
amber and dull gold in which were mingled, perhaps, a few
tints of faded roses,’’ in which formerly George had thought
he had found all the mystery and all the beauty of the
antique Venetian soul emigrated to the kingdom of Cyprus.
She wore 1n her hair a pink, ardent as desire. And her
eyes, shaded by the lashes, shone nke lakes between the
willows 1n the twilight.

At that instant she appeared the woman of delights, the
strong and delicate instrument of pleasure, the voluptuous
and magnificent animal destined to ornament a banquet, to
enliven a bed, to provoke equivocal phantasies of an ws-
thetic sensuality. She appeared in the supreme splendor of
her animalism—joyous, active, supple, lascivious, cruel.

George observed her with attentive curiosity, and he
thought ‘¢ What different appearances she assumes 1n my
eyes! Her form 1s sketched by my desire, her shadows are
produced by my thought. Such as she appears to me each
1nstant, she 1s only the effect of my continual 1nner creation.
She exists only 1n me. Her appearances change like the
dreams of an invalid. Grawms dum suams’ When was
that "’ He retained but a very confused recollection of
the time when he had kissed her brow and decorated her
with this title of 1deal nobility. Now, this glonfication of
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the loved one had become almost inconceivable to him.
He remembered vaguely certain words that she had uttered
and that seemed to reveal a depth of soul  ‘* What spoke
1n her then? Was 1t not my own soul ? It was one of my
ambuitions to offer to my sad soul those sinuous lips, so she
might exhale her sorrow from an instrument of signal
beauty '’

He looked at those lips. They were slightly contracted,
not ungracefully, participating in the intense attention with
which Hippolyte waited for an opportunity to seize the
night-moth. .

She watched for 1t with sly prudence, she wanted,
with one killing blow, to shut up 1n the palm of her hand
the winged prey that was whirling restlessly around the light.
She contracted her eyebrows and seemed to be prepared for
a spring, ready to jump. She leaped forward two or three
times, but without success. The moth was unseizable.

‘¢ Confess that you’ve lost,”” said George. ‘‘I won’t
abuse my pnivilege.”’

113 No.ii

‘¢ Confess that you've lost '’

““No! Woe to him and to you, 1f I catch him.”’

And she resumed her hunt with trembling 1mpatience.

¢ Oh, he’s gone,”” cnied George, who had lost the agile
flame-worshipper from sight. ¢ He's flown away ! ”’

Hippolyte was really vexed, the wager had excited her.

She rose and cast a keen glance around the room, to dis-
cover the fugitive.

‘““ Here 1t 15! "’ she cried, triumphant. ‘¢ There, on the
wall! Do you see ? "’

And she made a sign that she regretted she had cried out.

“ Don'tstir,’’ she went on 1n a low tone, turning towards
her friend.
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The moth had alighted on the lunnous wall and stayed
there motionless, sinlar to a little brown spot. With 1nfi-
nite precaution, Hippolyte approached, and her beautiful
body, slender and flexible, cast a shadow on the white wall.
Quickly her hand was raised, descended, closed.

‘I haveit! I haveit!”

And she exulted with childish joy.

¢ \What forfeit shall I impose? I'll put 1t down your
neck. You are 1n my power, too ’’

And she pretended she was about to execute her threat,
as on the day she ran after him on the h:ll.

George laughed, conquered by the spontaneity of that
joy, which awoke 1n him all that still remained to him of
his youth He said

¢ Come ! now sit down and eat your fruit, quietly.”’

‘¢ Wait, wart !’

¢ What are you going to do ?"

“ Wart !’

She drew out the pin which held the pink 1n her hair,
and put 1t between her lips. Then, gently, she opened
her fist, took the moth by the wings, got ready to tramnsfix 1t.

** How cruel you are !’ said George. *‘ How cruel you
are!’

She smiled, attentive to her work, while the little victim
beat 1ts wings, already despoiled.

‘“ How cruel you are ! '’ repeated George, 1n a lower but
graver voice, noticing on Hippolyte’s physiognomy an am-
biguous expression, mingled with complacency and repug-
nance, which seemed to signify that she found a special
pleasure 1n artificially exciting and tormenting her own
feelings.

He recalled that 1n several circumstances she had already
shown a morbid taste for this kind of excitation. No pure



=FEMYUS DESTRUENDI 301

sentiment of pity had entered her heart, either in presence
of the tears and blood of the pilgrims at the Sanctuary or
n the presence of the child 1n 1ts death agony. And he
saw her again quickening her step towuds the group of
curious passers-by leaning agunst the parapet of the Pincio
to distingumish the traces left on the pavement by the sui-
cide

“ Cruelty 1s latent at the bottom of her love,”” he
thought. ‘¢ There 1s something destructive 1n her, and this
shows 1tself all the stronger as the ardor of her caresses
becomes more intense '’

And he saw once more the frightful and almost Gorgonian
image of this woman, just as she had often appeared to his
half-closed eyes 1n the spasm of voluptuousness or 1n the
mertia of the supreme exhaustion.

“Look!"" she said, showing him the moth squirming
on the pin  ““ Look how 1ts eyes shine ! "’

She presented 1t 1n different ways to the light, as when
one wishes to cause the scintillation of a gem. She added:

““ What a beautiful jewel !”’

And, with an easy gesture, she stuck 1t 1n her hair. Then,
fixing George with her gray eyes

““You do nothing but think, think, think! What are
you thinking of »  \t least, vou used to talk—more per-
haps than was necessary Now you have grown taciturn,
you have an air of mystery and conspiracy . . . Are
you angry with me ? Speak, even if 1t will grieve me ”’

The tone of her voice, which had suddenly changed, ex-
pressed impatience and reproach. Once more she perceived
that her lover had been only a meditative and solitary spec-
tator, a vigilant and maybe hostile witness.

‘Do speak! I prefer the cruel words of the old days to
this mysterious silence  What’s the matter ? Doesn’t 1t
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please you to be here ? Are you unhappy ? Are you tired
of me? Are you disappointed 1n me?’’

To be thus suddenly and unexpectedly taken to task exas-
perated George, but he repressed his anger—he even tried to
smile.

““Why these strange questions ?”’ he said calmly.
‘¢ Does 1t worry you ? I am always thinking of you and the
things that concern you *’

And quickly, with an amiable smile, fearing that she
might suspect a shade of 1rony 1n his words, he added

¢ You fecundate my brain. When I am 1n your presence
my 1nner life 1s so full that the sound of my own voice
displeases me.”’

She was pleased with this affected phrase, which seemed
to elevate her to a spiritual function, to proclaim her the
creator of a superior life The expression of her face be-
came serious, while, 1n her hair, the nocturnal moth
squirmed continuously.

¢ Permit me to remain silent without being suspected,’’
he continued, appreciating the change produced by his
artifice 1n this femimine soul, which the idealities of love
fascinated and exalted. ‘¢ Permit me to remain silent.
Do you ask me to speak when you see me dying under your
kisses ? Well, 1t 1s not your mouth alone which has the
power to give me sensations surpassing all known limits.
Every moment you give me an excess of sentiment and an
excess of thought. You will never 1magine what agitations
are aroused 1n my mind by a single one of your gestures.
When you stir, when you speak, I see a series of prodiges.
At times you give me, as 1t were, a reminiscence of a life
I have never lived. Immensities of darkness are suddenly
1llumined and live 1n my memory like unlooked-for con-
quests. What, then, are the bread, the viands, the fruit—all
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those material things that make an impression on my senses 2
What are the very operations of my organs, the external
manifestations of my corporeal existence ? When my mouth
speaks, it seems almost as 1f the sound of my 1oice cannot
reach the depths 1n which I live. It seems to me that, not
to disturb my vision, I should rest motionless and mute,
while you pass, perpetually transformed, across the worlds
which you have revealed ™’

He spoke slowly, his eyes fixed on Hippolyte, fascinated
by this extraordinarily luminous face crowned by hair dark
and decp as the might and 1n which a living and dying
thing caused a continual palpitation. This face, so near
and yet which seemed to him intangible, and these scat-
tered objects on the table, and these high, purple flowers,
and this whirl of light-winged forms around the source of
the light, and the pure serenity which descended from the
stars, and the musical breath which rose from the sea, and
all the 1mages reflected by s feelings—all seemed to him
as 1 a dream His very person, his very voice, seemed
fictitious to him. Her thoughts and words were associ-
ated 1n an easy and vague manner. As on the moonlit
night in front of the marvellous vine, the substance of his
life and of the umiversal life was dissolved 1n the musts of
the dream.



CHAPTER 1II.

UNDER the tent erected on the sand, after the bath, still
half-nude, he watched Hippolyte lingering 1n the sun by
the water-side, wrapped 1n her white peignorr  He had
almost painful scintillations 1n his eyes, and the strong
noonday sun caused him a novel sensation of physical
trouble, mingled with a sort of vague fear. It was the ter-
nble hour, the supreme hour of light and silence, hovenng
over the chasm of life He comprehended the pagan
superstition, the holy horror of canicular noon-trmes on the
shore 1nhabited by a cruel and occult god. At the bottom
of his vague fright stirred something like the anxiety of
the man who expects a sudden and formidable apparition.
He appeared to himself puerlely weak and cowardly, as
diminished 1n courage and strength as after a trial that has
not succeeded. In plunging his body into the sea, 1n
presenting his brow to the glare of the sun, 1n swimming a
short distance, 1n 1ndulging his favorite exercise, 1n measur-
g his respiration by the breath of the endless space, he
had felt by indubitable indications the 1mpoverishment of
his youth, the destructive work of the enemy; he had felt
once more the 1ron band tighten around his vital activity,
and so reduce a new zone to 1nertia and impotency. The
sensation of this muscular lassitude became all the deeper
1n proportion as he regarded more attentively the figure of
that woman standing 1n the splendor of the day.

To dry her hair, she had unfastened 1t; and the curls,
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made heavy by the water, fell over her shoulders, so dark
that they almost appeared violet. Her erect and slender form,
enveloped as in the folds of a dress, stood out half against
the glaucous surface of the sea and half against the luminous
transparency of the sky. Scarcely could one see, under-
neath the hair, the profile of her bent and pensive face.
She was wholly absorbed 1n the alternate pleasures of put-
ting her bare feet in the tornd sand and keeping them there
as long as she could endure the heat, then 1n plunging them,
all burning, into the caressing waves that licked the sand.
This double sensation seemed to afford her infinite enjoy-
ment, 1n which she lost herself  She tempered and fortified
her soul by the contact with free and healthy things, by the
complacent absorption of the salt water and the sunbeams.
How, at the same time, could she be so 1ll and so well ?
How could she conciliate 1n her being so many contradic-
tions, assume so many aspects 1n a single day, 1n a single
hour? The taciturn and sad woman 1n whom epilepsy was
breeding, the mistress, eager and convulsed, whose ardor
was at times alarming, whose sensuality had at times the
lugubrious appearance of agony—this same creature, stand-
ing at the edge of the sea, had senses capable of gathering
and savoring all the natural delights shed over the surround-
1ng things, of appearing similar to the 1mages of the ancient
Beauty leaning over the harmomious crystal of a Helles-
pont.

She had an evidently superior power of resistance.
George viewed her with a vexation which, becoming grad-
ually concentrated, ended by assuming the seriousness of
rancor. The sentiment of his own weakness was disturbed
by hatred 1n proportion as his perspicacity became more
lucid and almost vindictive.

Those bare feet, which by turns she bumnt in the sand
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and cooled 1n the water, were not beautiful ; the toes were
even deformed, plebeian, not at all delicate—they bore the
impress of a lowly ongin. George looked at them atten-
tively, saw only them, with an extraordinary clearness of
perception, as 1f the details of their shape had revealed a
secret to him  And he thought.

“ How many impure things are fermenting 1n that blood !
All the hereditary 1nstincts of her race persist 1n her, inde-
structible, ready to develop and arise against any restraint
whatsoever I shall never succeed 1n making her pure I
shall be able only to superpose her real individuality above
the changing 1mages of my dreams, and she will be able
only to offer to my solitary intoxication the 1ndispensable
instrument of her organs.”’

But, while his intelligence reduced this woman to be but
a simple mofyf for lus 1magination and despoiled of all
value the palpable form, the very acuteness of the present
perception made him feel that what attached him to her the
most was precisely the real quality of that {lesh, not only
what there was most beautiful 1n her, but, above all, wha?
was least beautyful i her ‘LThe discovery of defect did
not loosen the tie, did not diminish the fascination. The
most vulgar features had an 1rntating attraction for him. He
knew well this phenomenon, which had often asserted 1tself.
Often, with perfect clearness of vision, his eyes had seen
the shightest defects of Hippolyte’s person accentuated , and
they had been for a long time subject to the attraction, they
had been compelled to establish them, to examine them, to
exaggerate them And by his senses, 1n his mind, he had
felt an indefinable disquietude, almost always followed by
the sudden ardor of destre. ‘That, certainly, was the most
ternble 1ndication of the great carnal obsession which a
human creature exercises over another human creature. Such
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was the spell which was obeyed by the nameless lover who,
1 his mustress, loved above all the marks traced by the
years on her white neck, the parting of the hair every day
wider, the faded mouth on which the salty tears made the
savor of the kisses more lasting.

He thought of the flight of years, of the chain niveted
forever by custom, of the infinite sadness of the love be-
come a weary vice. He saw himself, in the future, tied
to this flesh Iike the slave to his ron collar, deprived of
will and thought, stupefied and vacuous, he saw the concu-
bine fade, grow old, abandon herself without resistance to
the slow work of time, let fall from her inert hands the
lacerated veil of 1llusions, but preserie, nevertheless, her
fatal power, he saw the deserted house, desolate, silent,
awaiting the supreme visitor, Death !

He recalled the shouts of the little bastards, heard on
that distant afternoon 1n the paternal house. He thought:

¢ She 15 barren, her entrails have been visited by a curse.
In 1t the germs penish as 1n a fiery furnace. She thus
thwarts and betrays the most profound 1nstinct of life.”

The uselessness of his love appeared to him like a mon-
strous transgression of the supreme law. But since his love
was an uneasy sensuality only, why had he, then, this char-
acter of ineluctable fatality ? Was not the instinct of the
perpetuation of the race the unique and true motive of all
sexual love ? Was not this blind and eternal instinct the
source of desire, and should not desire have as 1ts object,
occult or manifest, the generation prescribed by Nature ?
How was 1t, then, that so strong a tic attached lum to the
barren woman ? Why was the terrible ““ will ”’ of the Spe-
cles 50 obstinate 1n demanding, 1n exacting, the vital tribute
of that organism ravaged by disease and incapable of gener-
ating ? What was lacking 1n his love was the first reasor
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of love—the affirmation and the deselopment of life beyond
the limits of 1ndividual existence  What was lacking 1n
the woman he loved was the highest mystery of her sex—the
suffering of her who gives birth  And what caused the mis-
ery of both was precisely that persistent monstrosity.

‘“ Aren’t you coming 1n the sun ?'' asked Hippolyte,
suddenly turning towards him. ““ Look how I am standing
1t! I want to become really what you say—ake an olwe.
Shall I?”

She approached the tent, raising with her two hands the
edge of her long tunic, putting 1n her gesturcs an almost
lascivious grace, as though suddenly invaded by languor.

““Shall I?”

She stooped a little to enter the tent  Under the abun-
dance of snowy folds, her thin and flexible body had move-
ments of feline grace, exhaled a heat and odor which spurred
strangely the disturbed sensibihity of the young man. And,
while she stretched herself out on the mat beside him, there
fell all around his flanung face a shower of hair, sti1ll wet
with salt water, and through which shone the white of her
eyes and the red of her lips, like frutts among foliage.

In her voice, as on her face, as 1n her smile, there was a
shadow, an infimtely mysterious and fascinating shadow.
It seemed as 1f she divined her lover’s secret hostility, and
was getting ready to triumph over 1t.

““What are you looking at ?'"’ she asked with a sudden
start ‘“* No, no, don’t look at them! They are ugly.”’

She withdrew her feet, hid them under the folds of her
peignoir

‘““No, no I forbid you.”

She was vexed and ashamed for 2 moment ; she frowned,

as 1if she had surprised 1n George’s eyes a spark of the cruel
truth.
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¢ Unkind man !”’ she said agamn, 1n an ambiguous tone
of pleasantry and rancor.

He replied, rather enervated

‘“ You know that, 1n my eyes, you are beautiful all over.”

And he made the gesture as 1f to draw her to him and
kiss her

‘““No, wait  Don’'t look.”

She arose and glided to a comer of the tent. Rapidly,
with furtive gestures, she drew on her long black-silk stock-
1ngs, then she turned round, immodestly, an 1ndefinable
smile hovering on her lips. And, before George’s eyes,
holding up, one after the other, her perfect legs 1n therr
shining sheath, she fastcned her garters above each knee.
In her action there was something wilfully lascivious, and
1n her smile there was a touch of subtle irony. And that
mute and termible eloquence assumed in the young man’s
eyes this precise signification ‘' I am always the uncon-
quered. You have known with me all the enjoyments for
which your endless desire was thirsty, and I will clothe my-
self 1n lies that will endlessly provoke your desire. What
matters to me your perspicacity ? The veil that you tear I
can repair In an instant, the bandage that you pluck off I
can fasten 1n an instant. I am stronger than your thought.
I know the secret of my transfigurations 1n your soul I
know the gestures and the words that have the virtue of
metamorphosing me 1n your eyes  The odor of my skin
has the power to dissolve a world 1n you ”’

In him a world was being dissolved while she drew near,
serpentine and 1nsidious, to fling herself at his side on the
coarse rush mat. Once more, the reality was converted
1nto a confused fiction full of hallucinating images. The
reverberation of the sea filled the tent with a reflection of
gold, mingled a thousand golden spangles 1n the threads of



the tissue, Through the opening was a glimpse of the im-
mensity of the calm sea, the vast immobuility of the waters
under an almost lugubrious blaze. And, gradually, these
very appearances faded away.

In the silence, he heard nothing more but the rhythm of
his own blood, 1n the shade, he saw nothing but two large
eyes fixed on him with a kind of fury. She enshrouded
bhim completely, as 1f she possessed the nature of a cloud.
And through all the pores of this ardent skin he 1nhaled the
marine fragrance hike a salt volatilized through a flame
And 1n the thickness of her still hurmd hair he beheld the
mystery of the deepest forests of sea-weed. And, 1n the final
bewilderment of his conscience, he imagined he touched the
bottom of an abyss-falling to his death

Then he heard, as 1f at a distance, amud the rustling of
skirts, Hippolyte’s voice, which was saying.

““Do you want to stay a little longer?  Are you
asleep ? "’

He opened his eyes, he murmured, all dazed

* No, I'm not asleep.”

“ What’s the matter ? '’

¢“I'm expiring.”

He tried to smile. He caught a glance of Hippolyte's
white teeth. She said, smiling

‘¢ Do you want me to help you to dress ? '’

““No. T'll get dressed presently. Go on, I'll join
you,”’ he murmured, with a sleepy tone.

““Then I'll go back. I'm too hungry. Dress quickly,
and come "’

‘‘ Yes, immediately."”’

He started when he felt unexpectedly Hippolyte's lips
on his lips. He opened his eyes, he tried to smile.

‘ Have pity ! "
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He heard the crunching of the sand under her receding
footsteps. A heavy silence again took possession of the
beach. At intervals, a light splashing came from the edge
of the sea and the neighboring rocks, a feeble noise like
that made by animals drinking 1n a trough.

A few minutes passed, during which he struggled against
an exhaustion that threatened to turn into lethargy. Fi-
nally, he sat up, not without effort, he shook his head to
dissipate his clouded thoughts, he looked all around him
with bewilderment He felt 1n his whole being a strange
sensation of empfiness , he was no longer able to coordinate
his 1deas, he was almost incapable of thought, and to ac-
complish any act he needed an enormous effort. He threw
a glance outside the tent, and was again invaded by the
horror of the light.

“Oh!' 1if, on lymng down again, I could never nse
agamn. To die! Never to see heragamn!’’ He felt over-
whelmed by the certainty that 1n a few 1nstants he must see
this woman again, he must stay near her, he must receive
more of her kisses, he must hear her speak.

Before beginning to dress, he hesitated. Several mad
1deas passed through his brain. Then he dressed mechani-
cally. e went out of the tent, and the glare of the hight
made him close his eyes. Through the tissue of his eye-
lids he saw a great red light. He had a shight vertigo.

When he reopened his eyes, the spectacle of the external
things gave him an 1mexpressible sensation. It seemed to
him as 1f he saw everything again after an indefinite time,
during a different existence.

The sandy beach, beaten by the sun, had the whiteness
of chalk. On the immense and lugubrious mirror of the sea
the 1incandescent sky seemed to subside, every second more
under the weight of one of those gloomy silences that ac-
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company the expectation of an unknown catastrophe. The
sandy promontortes, with their large, deserted creeks, rose
1n the form of towers above the black rocks, their crests
wooded with olive-trees that stood out against the tornd
sky 1n the attitudes of anger or madness. Stretched out on
the rocks, like some monster ready to spring onits prey, the
Trabocco, with 1ts numerous machines, had a formidable
aspect. In the entanglement of the beams and ropes, one
could distinguish the fishermen stooping towards the waters,
steady, motionless, like bronzes, and over their tragic lives
hung the mortal spell.

All at once, amid the silence, a voice struck the young
man'sears It was the woman calling him from the height
of the Hermitage.

He started, he turned round with an 1mpressive palpita-
tion. The voice repeated 1ts call, limpid and strong, as if
1t wished to affirm 1ts power.

¢ Come!'”

While he clitmbed up the hill, the smoky mouth of one
of the tunnels cast in the air a rumbling reverberation
which resounded throughout the gulf. He stopped at the
edge of the railroad, taken anew with a slight dizziness,
and the flash of an 1nsane 1dea crossed his wearied brain
*To lie down across the rails. . . . The end of all
1n a second !’

Deafening, rapid, and smster, the train which passed
swept 1n his face the wind 1t displaced, then, whistling and
rumbling, 1t disappeared 1n the mouth of the opposite tun-
nel, the black smoke curling up in the sky,



‘ CHAPTER III.

Froum dawn until twilight, the songs of the reapers—men
and women—alternated on the slopes of the fecund hiii.
Masculine choruses, with a bacchic vehemence, were cele-
brating their joy at the abundant feast and the richness of
the old wine. For the men of the scythe, the time of the
harvest was a time of abundancy. Hour after hour, from
dawn to twilight, according to the old-time custom, they
interrupted their work to eat and drink on the field of stub-
ble, among the newly made sheaves, 1n honor of the gener-
ous master. And each took from s porringer the share of
nourishment sufficient to satiate one of the women. Thus, at
the hour of the repast, Boaz had sa1d to Ruth the Moabite :
* Come thou hither, and eat of the bread, and dip thon
thy morsel in the vinegar  And Ruth came and sat down
beside the reapers, and was sufficed.’’

But the feminine choruses were prolonged 1n almost relig-
10us cadences, with a slow and solemn sweetness, revealing
the orniginal holiness of the alimentary work, the primitive
nobility of this task, where, on the ancestral so1l, the sweat
of man consecrated the nativity of the bread.

George heard them and followed them, his soul attentive ;
and gradually a beneficent and unhoped-for influence pene-
trated him. His soul seemed to gradually dilate, by an
aspiration always broader and more serene 1n proportion
as the wave of the chant, propagated in the still tornd
noons, became purer, but 1n 1t the hope of the pacifying
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night began to spread a species of ecstatic calm. Itwasa
renewed aspiration towards the sources of life, towards the
Ornigins. It was, perhaps, the supreme trembling of ™is
youth attacked 1n the deepest part of 1ts substantial er

the supreme panting towards the regaining of happines
henceforth, forever.

The harvest-time was drawing to 1ts close. 1
along tbe mown fields, he caught a glimpse of the nic
toms that seemed to be the rites of a georgic liturgy.
day he stopped close to a field already despoiled, v
the haymakers had just constructed the last haystack, auu
he was a witness to the ceremony.

On the things exhausted by the heat hovered the himpid
and sweet hour that was about to gather in 1ts crystalline
sphere the 1mpalpable ashes of the consumed day.

The field was laid out 1n a parallelogram, on a tableland
girt with gigantic olive-trees, through the branches of
which were glimpses of the blue band of the Adnatic, mys-
terious as the velum perceived in the temple behind the
stlver palms. The high baystacks were erected at intervals
n the form of cones, massive, and opulent with the rich-
ness heaped up by the arms of men, celebrated by the songs
of women. When the toil was ended, the band of hay-
makers made a circle around 1ts chief in the centre of the
field. They were robust, sunburnt men, dressed in linen.
On their arms, on their legs, on their bare feet, they had
deformities which the long and slow endurance of manual
labor 1mprints on limbs that toil. In the fist of each
man shone a scythe, curved and thin as the moon 1n 1ts first
quarter. From time to time, with a simple gesture of their
disengaged hand, they wiped the sweat from their brows, and
with 1t sprinkled the ground where the straw was shining
under the oblique rays of the setting sun.
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In his turn, the chief made the same gesture, then, rais-
1ng his hand as 1f to bless, he cried, 1n his sonorous voice,
rich 1n rhythm and assonance

‘¢ Let’s leave the field, 1n the name of the Father and of
the Son and of the Holy Ghost !’

In chorus, the men of the scythe replied, with a great cry»

11 Amen 1t

And the chief went on -

‘¢ Blessed be our master, and blessed be our mistress | "’

The men replied : -

({1 Amen [ 2 .

And the chief, 1n a voice that gradually gathered strength
and fire

‘‘ Blessed be he who brought us good food to eat.’’

(14 Amen [k 2]

‘¢ Blessed be he who says “ Don’t put water in the wine
of the haymaker!’ "’

(13 Amen tn

‘‘ Blessed be the employer who says to his lady: ¢ Give
without measuring, and put sapor in the wine of the hay-
maker!’”’

13 Amen t»

The benedictions extended from one to another* to him
who had killed the sheep, to him who had washed the
herbs and vegetables, to him who had polished the copper
saucepan, to him who had seasoned the meats with spices.
And the chief, 1n the fire of enthusiasm, 1n the sudden trans-
port of a sort of poetic fury, expressed himself, all at once,
in couplets. The band replied to him by immense clamors
that reverberated through all the creeks, while on the 1ron
of the scythes the flashes of the twilight, and the sheaves
arranged on the top of the stacks, had the appearance of
flames.
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‘¢ Blessed be the woman who sings beautiful songs while
bringing pitchers of old wine !’

[ Amen ’ 7?

There was a thunderclap of joy. Then all were silent,
and watched approach the chorus of the women, bearers of
the last gifts of the mown field.

The women, 1n double file, were singing, carrying 1n
their arms the large painted jars. And the uninitiated
spectator, seeing them advance between the olive-trees, as
through a colonnade, against the maritime background,
might 1magine he saw one of those votive images that
develop harmoniously 1n bas-relief on the friezes of the
temples or around the sarcophagi.

As he went back to the house this image of beauty
accompanied him along the road, while he slowly wended
his way amid the illusions of the evening, 1 which
were still floating the waves of the choruses. At a bend
1n the road, he stopped to listen to a melodious voice that
was approaching and that he seemed to recogmize. As soon
as he recognized 1t he started joyfully. it was the voice of
Favetta, the young singer with the falconlike eyes, with
the vibrating voice that always awoke in him the memory
of that delicious May morning, resplendent on the labyrintt,
of the blossoming furze, on the solitude of the garden of
gold 1in which, to his surprise, he thought he had discov-
ered the secret of joy.

Without suspecting the presence of the stranger, hidden
by a hedge, Favetta advanced, leading a cow by the tether.
And she sang, her head high, her mouth open towards the
sky, tbe full light on her face, and from her throat the
song gushed forth, flud, limpid, crystal as a stream. Be-
hind her the fine, snowy beast ambled gently, and at
each step 1ts fetlock undulated, and its massive udder,
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swollen with milk by the pasture, dangled between 1its
legs.

When she perceived the stranger, the singer stopped sing-
1ng, and seemed about to halt, but he went to meet her with
a joyous air, as 1f he had met a friend of the happy days.

““ Where are you going, Favetta ?’’ he cned.

Hearing herself addressed by her name, she blushed and
smiled with embarrassment. ‘‘I'm taking the cow to the
shed,”’ she replied.

As she had suddenly slowed down her step, the snout of
the beast grazed her hips, and her bold bust stood out
between the large horns as 1n the crescent of a lyre.

‘¢ You're always singing,’’ said George, admiring her in
this attitude.

¢ Ah! signor,” she said with a smle, ‘ if we couldn't
sing, what could we do ?”’

‘Do you remember that morning when you plucked the
furze flowers ? "’

‘‘ The first flowers for your lady ? '’

‘“ Yes, do you remember ? "’

‘“ I remember.”’

‘¢ Sing agan for me the song you sang that day |’

‘I can't sing 1t alone.”’

‘‘ Well, sing another.”’

‘¢ Like that, all at once, 1n your presence? I'm ashamed.
I'll sing on the road, Addio, signor.”

¢ Addio, Favetta.”

And she resumed her way along the path, dragging the
peaceable beast after her. When she had gone a little way,
she struck up the song with all the strength of her voice
that 1nvaded the surrounding luminous country.

The sun had just set, and an extraordinarily vinid hght
was shed over the coasts and over the sea, an immense wave



of impalpable gold mounted from the occidental sky to the
zenith and redescended to the opposite side, the glassy
transparency of vhich 1t penetrated with infinite slowness.
Gradually the Adnatic became more clear and more gentle,
approaching the green hue of the first leaves of the new
shoots of willows. Alone, the red sails, as superb asif
they were of purple, broke the diffused light.

“It's a holiday,” thought George, dazzled by the splen-
did sunset, feeling palpitate around him the joy of life.
Where does the human creature breathe for whom the
whole day, from dawn to twalight, should not be a Holiday
consecrated by some new conquest ?

On the hll, the songs 1n honor of the nativity of the
bread continued and alternated. The long feminine files
appeared on the slopes and disappeared. Here and there,
in the still air, columns of smoke rose slowly from mnvisible
fires. The spectacle grew solemn and seemed to sink back
into the mystery of the primitive centuries, in the holiness
of a celebration of rural Dionysiacs,



CHAPTER 1IV.

SINCE the tragic might on which Candia, lowening her
voice, had spoken of the witchcraft that hung over the men
of the Trabocco, that great, whitish framework, stretched
along on the rocks, had more than once attracted the stran-
gers’ attention and excited their curiosity. In the crescent
of the little musical bay, that bristling and treacherous
form, continually lying 1n ambush, seemed to deny the be-
nignity of the solitude. At the burning and motionless
noon-times, at the misty twilights, it often took on for-
midable aspects. At times, when all was still, one could
hear the grinding of the capstan and the creaking of the
timber. During the moonless mights, the red light of the
torches was seen reflected by the water.

On an afternoon of oppressive 1dleness, George pro-
posed to Hippolyte.

f Shall we go and wisit the Trabocco ? "

She answered

“We'll go, if you hike. But how can I cross the bridge ?
I have already tried 1t once.”’

I will lead you by the hand.”

‘“ The plank 15 too narrow.”

“Wwe'll try.”

They went there. They descended by the path. At the
turt. they found a sort of stairway hewn in the gramte,
haru]y practicable, and the 1rregular steps of which stretched
@ut & far as the reefs, at the end of the shaky bridge.
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‘““Yousee! How can I manage ?’’ said Hippolyte re-
gretfully. ‘“ Even looking at 1t makes my head swim.”’

The first portion of the bridge was composed of a single
plank, very narrow, upheld by stanchions fixed on the rock,
the other part, broader, was formed of transverse thin deal
boards, of an almost silvery whiteness, worm-eaten, brittle,
badly joined, so thin that they seemed likely to break
under the shightest pressure of the foot.

‘“Don’t you want to try 1t ?’’ asked George, with an
nner sense of strange relief on finding that Hippolyte
would never succeed 1n accomplishing the perilous passage.
¢ Lock , someone 1s coming to lend us a hand.”’

A nalf-naked child ran toward them from the platform,
agile as a cat, brown as a rich golden bronze. Beneath his
unfaltering foot the deal boards creaked, the rafters bent.
Armved at the end of the bridge, near the strangers, he
encouraged them by energetic gestures to confide 1 him,
lookipg up at them with his prercing eyes like the bird at
1ts prey.

‘ Don’t you want to try ?’’ repeated George, smiling.

Irresolute, she advanced one foot on the shaking plank,
looked at the rocks and water, then drew back, incapable
of conquerning her agitation.

¢¢1 fear vertigo,’’ she said. ‘I am sure I should fall.”

She added, with mamfest regret.

‘¢ Go, go alone. You’'re not afraid 2"’

‘ No. But what wmill youdo?”’

¢ T will sit down 1n the shade and wait for you.””

She added again, with hesttation, as 1f to try and retain
him:

‘‘ But why do you go there ?”’

“I'm going. I’'m curious to see.”

She seemed sorry not to be able to follow him, vexed at
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letting him go to a place which she could not reach herself,
and what seemed to chagrin and vex her was, not only
having to renounce a curiosity and pleasure, but also some
other cause, not distinct. What made her suffer, also, was
the temporary obstacle that was about to be interposed
between her lover and herself, that obstacle over which she
was powerless to climb.

So essential had become the necessity of holding her
lover always attached to her by a sensible bond, to be with
him 1n uninterrupted contact, to dominate him, to possess
him!

She said, a scarcely perceptible note of anger 1n her voice :

““ Go, go along.”’

George became cognizant of a sentiment in himself that
contrasted with the 1nstinctive sentiment of Hippolyte, 1t
was a sort of relief to establish beyond doubt that there
was a place where Hippolyte could not follow him, a refuge
completely 1naccessible to the Enemy, a retreat defended
by the rocks and by the sea where he could at last find a
few hours of real repose. And these two impressions of
their souls, although 1ndistinct and even somewhat puenle,
but certainly opposed, demonstrated the actual position of
the lovers toward one another the one, a conscious victim
destined to perish, the other, an unconscious and caressing
executioner.

“T'l go,” sard George, with a shade of provocation 1n
his voice and attituge. “‘ Good-by.’’

Although he did not feel sure of himself, he refused the
child’s assistance, and was very careful to take bold and
sure steps, not to hesitate, not to vacillate on the shaking
plank. As soon as he had put foot on the wider part, he
hastened his steps, still preoccupied by Hippolyte's look,
1nstinctively giving to his efforts the heat of a hostile reac-
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tion. When he trod the planks of the platform, he felt the
1llusory sensation of finding himself on the brdge of a
ship. In one second, the freshness of the short, splashing
sea that broke on the rocks revived 1n his memory certain
fragments of the hife that he had lived on the Don juan,
and he felt through all his being a sudden thnll at the
chimerical 1dea of raising the anchor.

Immediately after, his gaze was attracted to the surround-
1ng objects, the slightest details of which he remarked with
his usual lucidity.

Turchino had saluted him abruptly, with a gesture that
neither word nor smile softened, as 1f no event whatever,
however unusual and extraordinary 1t might be, would have
the power to 1interrupt even for a second the terrible preoc-
cupation that appeared on his terrene face, almost chin-
less, scarcely larger than a fist, with a long, prominent nose,
pointed like the snout of a pike, between twosmall, glitter-
1ng eyes.

The same preoccupation was legible 1n the faces of his
two sons, who also saluted 1n silence, and resumed their
work without laying aside their immutable sadness. They
were boys of over twenty, fleshless, sunburnt, agitated by a
continual muscular restlessness, like demoniacs. All their
movements had an air of convulsive contraction, of starts,
and beneath the skin of their chinless faces the muscles
could be seen, at moments, trembling.

*“ Is the fishing good ?"' asked George, pointing to the
large, immerged net, whose corners could be seen at the sur-
face of the water.

Nothing to-day, signor,”’ murmured Turchino, 1n a
tone of suppressed anger.

After a pause, he added

‘“ Who knows ? Perhaps you’ve brought us good luck.”’
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¢ Draw up the net. Let’s see.”

His sons began to manceuvre the capstan.

Through the nterstices of the planks could be seen the
reflecting and foaming waves. In a corner of the platform
stood a low cabin with a straw roof, the summait of whick
had a layer of red tiles, and decorated with a piece of sculp-
tured oak 1n the form of a bull’s head with two large, con-
necting horns—a charm against witchcraft  Other amulets
were suspended from the roof, mingled with wooden disks,
on which were glued with pitch pieces of mirror, round as
eyes; and a bunch of four-pronged rusty forks lay before
the low door. To right and left, two large vertical masts
were erected, fixed on the rock, fastened at their bases by
stakes of all dimensions, that intercrossed and mingled,
riveted to one another by enormous nails, bound by iron wire
and cordage, strengthened 1n a thousand ways against the rage
of the sea. Two other horizontal masts crossed the first two
and stretched out like bowsprits beyond the rocks, over the
deep water teeming with fish. At the forked extremities of
the four masts hung pulleys provided with cords correspond-
ing to the corners of the square net. Other cords passed
through other pulleys, at the end of smaller spars, as far as
the most distant rocks, the stakes driven 1n sustained the re-
enforced cables,, innumerable planks, nailed on the beams,
strengthened the weakest points. The long and obstinate
struggle against the fury and treacherousness of the waves
was as 1f written on this enormous carcass by means of these
knots, these nails, this machinery. The machine seemed
to have a life of 1ts own, to have the air and figure of an ani-
mated body. The wood, exposed for years to sun, rain,
and tempest, showed all 1ts fibres, exhibited all 1t rugos-
ities and knottiness, revealed every part of its resistant
structure, was denuded, was consumed, was white like a
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tibia, or shining like silver, or grayish like silex, acquired
a special character and sigmificance, an imprint just as dis-
tinct as that of a person on whom old age and suffering
have achieved their cruel work.

The capstan creaked as 1t turned by the impulsion of the
four bars, and the whole machine trembled and creaked
under the effort, while the vast net gradually emerged with
golden reflections from the green depth.

‘ Nothing '’ grumbled the father, on seeing the empty
bottom of the net rise to the surface of the water.

The sons released the bars together, and with st1ll louder
creakings the capstan began to turn, beating the air with 1ts
four brutish arms, that could have cut a man i1n twain. The
net replunged into the water. All were silent. In the
silence was heard only the breaking of the sea against the
rocks.

The weight of witchcraft crushed these miserable lives.
George had lost all curiosity to question them, to discover,
to know, but he felt that this taciturn and tragic company
would soon possess for him the attraction of dolorous affin-
ity. Was he not, too, the victim of a malefice? And he
looked 1nstinctively toward the beach, where appeared the
figure of the woman outlined against a rock.



CHAPTER V.

HE returned to the Trabocco almost every day, at differ-
ent hours. It became the favorite place for his dreams and
his meditations. The fishermen had become accustomed to
his visits, they recetved him respectfully, prepared 1n
the shade of the hut a conch for him, made from an old sal
smelling of tar. On his part, he was not 1lliberal toward
them.

In listening to the murmur of the waters, 1n watching the
top of the mast, unmovable 1n the azure, he evoked his nau-
tical recollections, relived his wandering life of long-distant
summers, that life of limtless liberty that to-day seemed
to him singularly beautiful and almost chimerical. He
recalled his last voyage on the Admnatic, several months
after the Epiphany of Love, during a period of sorrows and
poetic enthusiasms, under the influence of Percy Shelley,
of that divine Antel whom the sea had transfigured ‘‘ into
something rich and strange.”” And he recalled the debarka-
tion at Rimini, the entry into Malamocco, the anchorage be-
fore the Schiavom quays, all gilded by the September sun.
Where, now, was his old travelling companion, Adolpho
Astorgr 7 Where was the Don juan? The preceding
week he had received news of 1t from Chios, 10 a letter
that seemed st1ll 1mpregnated with the odor of mastic, and
which announced the coming shipment of a quantity of
Orental confections.

Adolpho AstorgL was truly a fraternal spinit, the only
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one with whom he had been able to live a little time in
complete communion, without feeling the embarrassment,
uneasiness, and repugnance that prolonged familiarity with
his other friends almost always caused him. How unfortu-
nate he should be so far away now' And at times he rep-
resented him to himself as an unexpected deliverer who
would appear with his vessel 1n the waters of San Vito to
propose escape to him.

In his incurable weakness, 1n this total abolition of
active will, he lingered at times 1n dreams of this kind , he
mmplored the armval of a strong and imperious man who
would roughly rouse him, and who, breaking his chains,
with an abrupt and defimte blow, forever, would enliven
him, carry him off, confine him 1n some lost region, where
he would be unknown to everybody, where he would know
no one, and where he could either begin life over again or
die a less hopeless death.

Die he must. He knew to what he was condemned,
knew 1t to be irrevocable, and he was convinced that the
final act would be accomplished during the week preceding
the fifth anniversary, between the last days of July and the
first days of August. Since the temptation that, 1n the hor-
ror of the torrid noon, before the bright ratls, had traversed
his soul like a flash, 1t even seemed to him that the means
were already found. He had listened 1ntently, ceaselessly,
to the rumbling of the train, and he felt a strange unrest
when the time of 1ts passage approached As one of the
tunnels crossed the point of the Trabocco, he could, from
his pallet, hear the dull noise that made the entire eminence
tremble, and at times, when he was distracted by other
thoughts, he experienced a start of fear, as if he had sud-
denly heard the rumbling of his destiny.

Was 1t not the same thought that reigned in him and 1n
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these taciturn men 7 Did not both they and he feel a sim-
tlar chill 1n their hearts, even n the most burning heat of
the dog-days » It was perhaps this affimty that made him
love this place and this company  On the musical waters,
he let himself be lulled 1n the arms of the phantom created
by himself, while the will to live grew gradually less, as the
heat abandons a corpse.

The great calms of July had come. The sea extended
before the view all white, milky, greemish here and there
1 the vieomty of the shore. A maist, shghtly tinted with
violet, paled the distant coasts Cape Moro, the Nicchiola,
Cape Ortona, the Vasto Point  The scarcely perceptible
undulations of the smooth sea produced between the rocks
a deep-toned harmony, measured by equal pauses. Holding
himself at the extremity of one of the long, horizontal masts,
the child acted as a lookout, with watchful eye he scruti-
nized beneath him the mirror of the wave, and, from time
to time, to entice the frightened fish into entering the net,
he threw a stone, the light splash of which increased the
surrounding melancholy

At times, the visitor dozed beneath the caress of the
slow rhythms. These bnief slumbers were the only com-
pensation for his sleepless mghts \nd he had the habit of
pretending this need of repose, so that Hippolyte might
permit him to rest on the Trabocco as long as he pleased.
George assured her that he could not <lecp elsewhere than
on those planks, amid the exh1lations of the rocks, anud the
music of the sea.

To this music he lent an ear more and more attentive
and subtle From now on he knew all 1ts mysteries, under-
stood all 1ts significattons  lhe fecble splash of the surf,
like the lingual sound of a flock quenching 1ts thirst, the
great, sudden roar of a giant wave, which, arriving from
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the offing, meets and breaks the wave refracted from the
shore ; the most humble note, the most superb note, and
the 1nnumerable intermediate scales, and the diverse
measures of the intervals, and the most simple chords, and
the most complex chords, and all the powers of this pro-
found marnine orchestra 1n the sonorous gulf—he knew all,
he understood all.

Mysterious, the twilight symphony developed and swelled,
very slowly, very slowly, beneath a sky of chaste violets, and
between the ethereal clusters of which shone the first tinmd
glances of the constellations still covered by a veil. Here
and there, errant breezes raised and pushed the billows,
rare at first, then more frequent, then weaker, they raised
and pushed the waves whose delicate crests blossomed,
stole a glint from the twilight, foamed a moment, and fell
back languidly. Now like the dull sound of cymbals,
now like the sound of silver disks clashed against one
another, such was the sound produced 1n the silence by those
falling and expiring waves. New billows arose, engen-
dered by a stronger gust, curved limpidly, bore 1n their
curvature the grace of the closing day, broke with a sort of
indolence, like restless white rose-trees shedding their
leaves, and leaving durable foam, like petals, on the mirror
that stretched out where they disappeared forever. Still
others arose, 1ncreased 1n velocity and strength, approached
the shore, reached 1t with a triumphant roar followed by a
diffused murmur similar to the rustling of dry leaves. And,
while this 1llusionary rustling of the unreal forest lasted,
other waves, over there, over there, on the crescent of the
gulf, unfurled at constantly diminishing distances, to be fol-
lowed by the same murmur, so that the sonorous zone seemed
to extend to the infinite by the perpetual vibrations of a
myriad of dry leaves.
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The water rushed on the unshakable rocks with the 1m-
petuous warmth of love or anger, it dashed over them
roaring, washed over them foaming, invaded with 1its
Liquidity the most secret crevices It seemed that an ultra-
sovereign natural soul was filling with its frantic perturba-
tion an instrument as vast and multiple as an organ, gulty
of every discordance, touching all the notes of joy and
pain.

The water laughed, moaned, prayed, sang, caressed,
sobbed, threatened—by turns joyous, plaintive, humble,
ronical, coaxing, dejected, cruel. It dashed to the sum-
mit of the highest rock, to fill the little cavity round as
a votive cup, 1t crept into the oblique crevice where
swarmed the mollusks , 1t sank 1nto the soft carpets of coral-
line, tearing them and creeping as lightly as a serpent on a
bed of moss. The regular dripping of the waters which
ooze 1n the occult cave, the rhythmic overflow of the springs
similar to the pulsation of a vast heart, the harsh splashing
of the streams on the steep declivity, the dull rumbling of
the torrent 1mprisoned between two walls of granite, the
reiterated thunder of the river precipitated from the
heights of the cataract—all these sounds produced by run-
ning waters on the inert stone and all the sports of their
echoes, the sea imitated. The tender word that one mur-
murs apart in the shade, the sigh exhaled by a mortal
anguwsh, the clamor of a multitude buried 1n the depths of
a catacomb, the sob of a titanic bosom, arrogant and cruel
denision—all these sounds produced by the human mouth
when sad or gay, the sea imitated. The nocturnal choruses
of the spirrts with the aerial tongues, the whispering of the
phantoms put to flight by the dawn, the suppressed grins of
flud and malevolent creatures 1n ambush on the threshold
of their lairs, the calls of vocal flowers 1n sensual paradises,
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the magic dance 1n the moonlight—all these sounds that
the ears of the poets listen to in secret, all the enchant-
ments of the antique siren, the sea 1mitated. Omne and
multiple, elusive and 1mpernishable, 1t enclosed in itself all
the languages of Life and Dreamland

In the attentive mind of the auditor 1t seemed like the
resurrection of a world. The grandeur of the marine sym-
phony revived 1in him faith in the unlimited power of
music. He was stupefied at having been able to deprive
his soul so long of this darly nourishment, of having
renounced the only means conceded to man to free himself
from the deception of appearances and to discover in the
inner umverse of the soul the real essence of things. He
was stupefied at having been able to neglect so long this
religious cult, which, after Demetrius’s example, he had
practised with so much fervor since the first years of his
mnfancy. For Demetnus and for himself, had not music
been a religion ? Had 1t not revealed to both the mystery
of the supreme Iife ? To both 1t had repeated, but with a
different sense, the words of Chnist. ‘‘ My kingdom 1s not
of this world.”

And he reappeared to his mind, a mild, meditative man,
with a face full of a virile melancholy, and a single white
curl 1n the centre of his forehead, among the black hair,
giving him an odd appearance.

Once more George felt himself penetrated by the super-
natural fascination which that man, existing outside of
life, exercised upon him from the bottom of the tomb.
Distant things came back to his memory similar to indis-
tinct waves of harmony, elements of thought received from
that teacher seemed to take vague forms of rhythm, the
1deal sceptre of the defunct appeared to be transfigured
musically, to lose 1ts visible outlines, to reenter into the
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profound umty of the being, into that being which the
solitary musician, mn the light of his inspiration, had dis-
covered under the diversity of the Appearances.

‘ Without doubt,”” he thought, ‘it 1s music that in1-
tiated him into the mystery of Death, that showed him,
beyond this life, a nocturnal empire of marvels. Harmony,
an element superior to time and space, had given him, like
a beatitude, a glimpse of the possibility of freeing himself
from space and time, of detaching himself from the 1ndi-
vidual will that confined him 1n the prison of a personality
enclosed 1 a restricted place, that kept him perpetually
subject to the brutish matter of corporeal substance. How
he had a thousand times felt in himself, in the moments
of insprration, the awakening of the universal will, what
extraordinary joy he had tasted on recognizing the su-
preme unity that 1s at the bottom of things, he believed
that death would be a means for prolonging his existence m
the infinite, that he would become dissolved in the con-
tinuous harmony of the Great All and would partici-
pate 1n the endless voluptuousness of the Eternal. Why
should I, too, not have the same 1nitiator into the same
mystery ? "’

Elevated images arose 1n his mind, at the same time as
the stars appeared one by one 1n the silence of the heavens.
Some of his most poetic dreams came back to im He
recalled the immense sentiment of joy and liberty that he
had felt one day in 1dentifying himself in 1magination
with an unknown man who was lying 1n a bier at the sum-
mit of a majestic catafalque, surrounded by torches, while
at the back of the sacred shadow, in the organ, inthe orches-
tra, and 1in the human voices, the soul of Beethoven, the
divine teacher, spoke with the Invisible He saw onc.
more the ch'merical vessel laden with a gigantic organ that,
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between the sky and the sea, 1n infimite distances, poured
over the calm wave torrents of harmony from 1ts forests of
tubes, while twilight pyres blazed on the extreme horizon,
or the serenity of the moon spread all over the ecstatic sky,
or 1n the circle of the darkness the constellations shone from
the heights of their crystal chanots. He reconstructed
that marvellous Temple of Death, all of white marble,
where remarkable musicians, stationed between the columns
of the propylon, fascinated with their strains the young men
as they passed, and put so much art in 1mtiating them
that never did one 1nitiated, when placing his foot on the
funereal threshold, look back to salute the light in which,
up to then, he had found joy.

‘¢ Give me a noble manner of dying. Let Beauty spread
one of her wings out under my laststep ! It 1sall I implore
from my Destiny.”’

A lync breath expanded his thought. The end of Percy
Shelley, so often envied and dreamed of by him under the
shadow and flapping of the sail, reappeared to him 1n an
mmmense flash of poetry. That destiny had superhuman
grandeur and sadness. ¢/ His death 1s mysterious and
solemn as that of the ancirent heroes of Greece which an
invisible power removed unexpectedly from the earth and
carned off transfigured 1nto the Jovian sphere, As in the
song of Arel, nothing of him is destroyed, but the sea has
transfigured him into something rich and strange. His
youthful body is burning on a pyre, at the foot of the Apen-
nine, before the solitude of the Tyrrheman Sea, under the
blue arch of heaven. He 1s burming with aromas, with
incense, with o1l, with wine, with salt. The sonorous
flames are msing 1n the still air, vibrating and chanting
towards the sun, a looker-on that makes the marbles scin-
tillate on the tops of the mountains. As long as the body



TEMPUS DESTRUENDI. 333

is not consumed, a seagull circles the pyre with its flights.
And then, when the body, in ashes, falls apart, the hear
appears, bare and 1ntact.

Had not he, too, perhaps, like the poet of Epipsychudion,
loved Antigone during an anterior existence ?

Beneath him, around him, the symphony of the sea
swelled, swelled 1n the shade, and over him, the silence
of the starry sky grew deeper. But from the shore came a
rumbling without resemblance to any other sound, very
familiar. And, when he turmed his gaze on that side, he
saw the two headlights of the train, like the fulguration of
two eyes of fire.

Deafening, rapid, and sinister, the train that passed shook
the promontory, 1n a second 1t had dashed across the open
space, then, whistling and roaring, it disappeared in the
mouth of the tunnel opposite.

George started to s feet. He perceived that he was
alone on the Trabocco.

‘‘ George, George, where are you 7'’ It was the uneasy
cry of Hippolyte, who had come to look for hm—it was
a cry of anguish and fear.

“‘ George! Where are you ? '



CHAPTER VI.

HiproLYTE exulted from joy when George told her of
the near arrtval of the ptano and pieces of music. How
grateful she was to mm for that kind surpnise! At last,
they would have something to break the monotony of the
long days and to keep them from temptation.

She laughed as she alluded to that species of erotic fever
with which she maintained continual ardor 1n her lover,
she laughed as she alluded to their carnalism, interrupted
only by the stlences of lassitude or by some caprice of the
loved one.

¢ In that way,”’ she satd, laughing, with a touch of 1rony
yet without bitterness, *‘ 1n that way you won't have to take
refuge on your horrid Trabocco. Will you 2’

She drew close to him, laid her hands on his head,
pressed his temples between her palms, and gazed 1nto the
depths of his puptls.

‘“ Confess that you took refuge there decause of that,”
she murmured, in a coaxing voice, as if to induce him to
confess

‘¢ Because of what? '’ he demanded, feeling under the con-
tact of her hands the sensation one feels when one grows pale.

¢ Because you are afraid of my kisses '

She pronounced the words slowly, almost scanning the
syllables, and 1n a voice which bhad all at once assumed
singular limpidity. She had in her look an 1ndefinable
mxture of passion, irony, cruelty, and pnde.
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¢ Is it true, 1s it true ? "’ she insisted.

She continued to press his temples between her palms;
but, gradually, her fingers crept into his hair, shghtly
tickled his ears, descended to his neck with one of those
multiple kisses 1n the science of which she was an accom-
plished artist.

““Is 1t true ?’’ she repeated in a subtle, coaxing tone
that she knew well, by experience, was most efficactous 1n
arousing her lover. ¢‘Is it true ?2”

He did not reply, he closed his eyes, he abandoned
himself ; he felt Iife slipping by—the world fading away.

Once more he was succumbing at the mere contact of
those thin hands, once more the Enemy was triumphantly
essaying 1ts power It seemed as 1f she were saying. ‘‘ You
cannot escape me. I know you fear me, but the desire I
arouse 1n you 1s stronger than your terror. And nothing
1ntoxicates me so much as to read that terror in your eyes,
to surprise 1t 1n the shudder of your fibres.”

In the ingenuousness of her egotism, she did not appear
to have the least consciousness of the evil she was doing, of
the work of destruction that she was carrying on without
truce or mercy. Accustomed as she was to her lover's
peculiarities—his melancholies, his intense and mute con-
templations, his sudden uneasiness, his sombre and almost
insane ardor, his bitter and ambiguous words—she did not
comprehend all the gravity of the actual situation, that she
was aggravating more every hour. Gradually, excluded
from all participation 1n George's 1nner existence, she had,
at first by mnstinct, and afterwards deliberately, made 1t
her study to fortify her sensual dominion over hm  Their
new way of life, in the open air, 1n the country, on the
seashore, favored the development of her animalism,
aroused 1n her nature a factitious strength and the need of
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exercising that strength to excess. Complete idleness, the
absence of commonplace cares, the continual presence of
the loved one, the common possession of the couch, the
scantiness of their Summer attire, the daily bath—all those
new habits concurred to subtilize and multiply her volup-
tuous artifices, at the same time offering her numerous
opportunities to repeat them And 1t really seemed as if
she were making ample amends for her coldness 1n the early
days and her 1nexperience of the early months, and that she
was now corrupting him who had corrupted her.

She had become so expert, so certain of her effects, she
was so quick at unexpected 1nventions, so graceful 1n her
gestures and attitudes, she showed at times 1n the offer of
herself such violent frenzy, that George could no longer
see 1n her the bloodless and wounded creature who used
to submit with profound astonishment, the ignorant and
frightened creature who had given him that fierce and
divine spectacle—the agony of modesty felled by victorious
passion.

A short time ago, as he had watched her sleeping, he had
thought ‘¢ True sensual communion 1s also a chimera. The
senses of my mistress are not less obscure than her soul. I
shall never succeed 1n surprising in her fibres a secret dis-
gust, an appetite unsatisfied, an 1irritation unappeased. I
shall never succeed 1n knowing the different sensations pro-
duced 1n her by the same kiss repeated at different times.”’
Yet Hippolyte had acquired that science over him, she
possessed that infallible science , she knew her lover’s most
secret and subtle sensibilities and knew how to move them
with a marvellous intuition of the physical conditions that
depend on them, and their corresponding sensations and
their associations, and thetr alternatives

But the 1nextinguishable desire that she had enflamed 1n
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George burned her, too A sorceress, she herself felt the
effects of her own spell. The consciousness of her power,
essayed a thousand times without failure, intoxicated her,
and this ravishment blinded her, prevented her from per-
cewving the great shadow that was thickening every day
behind the head of her slave. The terror that she had
surprised 1n George’s eyes, his attempts at flight, the
thinly disgumised hostilities, excited her instead of restrain-
ing her. Her artificial taste for transcendent life, for extra-
ordinary things, for mystery, tastes that George had edu-
cated 1n her, took pleasure 1n these symptoms significant
of a deep change. Formerly her lover, separated from her,
tortured by the anguish of desire and jealousy, had written
her “‘Is that love ? Oh, no! It 1s a sort of monstrous
mfirmity that can blossom only w e, for my joy and my
martyrdom I love to think that no other human creature
has experienced that feeling.’’ She was proud at having
aroused such a sentiment 1n a man so different from the
commonplace men she had known, she became exalted as
she recognized, hour by hour, the strange effects of her
exclusive domination on this morbid-minded man. And
she had no other object than to exercise her tyranny, with
a miuxture of levity and seriousness, passing by turns from

playfulness to wilful abuse.
22



CHAPTER VII.

SoMETIMES, when at the edge of the sea, contevaplating
the unconscious woman standing near the calm and perlous
waves, George thought® ‘I could easily cause her death
She often tries to swim leaning on me. I could easily
smother her under the water, let her drown. No suspicion
would attach to me, the crime would appear like an acci-
dent Only then, in front of the corpse of the Enemy,
should I have an opportunity to find the solution of my
problem. Since she 1s now the centre of all my existence,
what change would take place 1n me after her disappearance?
Have 1 not more than once experienced a feeling of peace
and liberty in thinking of her as dead, enclosed forever
the tomb ? Perhaps I should succeed 1n saving myself and
reconquerning life, 1f I made the Enemy perish, if I removed
the Obstacle ”’ He dwelt on this thought, he tried to
construct a representation of his being freed and appeased
m a future without love, he took pleasure 1n enveloping
his mistress’s sensual body 1n a fantastic shroud.

Hippolyte was timid in the water. During her swim-
ming lessons she never ventured beyond her depth. A
sudden terror seized her when, on resuming the vertical
position, she did not at once feel ground under her feet.
George urged her to venture, with s help, as far as a rock
situated a short distance from the shore, about twenty
strokes from her depth. Very slight effort was necessary to
swim there,
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‘““Be brave''' he kept repeating, to convince her.
“You'll never learn unless you are courageous. I'll stay
near you.'’

Thus he enveloped her with his homicidal thought, and
he had a long inner thnill each time, during the incidents
of the bath, that he became convinced of the extreme facility
with which he could carry his thoughts into effect. But
the necessary energy fatled him, and he confined himself to
proposing the swim to the rock and leaving the rest to
chance. In his present, weak condition, he himself would
be 1n penl i1f Hippolyte, seized by fright, took violent
hold of him. But such a probability did not dissuade him
from making the attempt, on the contrary, 1t made him
more determined to do so.

‘“Be brave ! Cannot you see that the rock 1s so near that
we can almost touch 1t with our hands ? Swim slowly, by
my side. You can rest when you're there. We'll sit
down, we'll gather some coral Come, be brave!”’

He dissimulated his own anxiety with difficulty. She
resisted, undecided, wavering between fear and caprice.

‘¢ Supposgemy strength gives out ? ”’

“IT'll be there to help you ”’

‘¢ And 1f your strength 1sn’t sufficient ? "’

‘It mill be  You see how close the rock 1s.”

Smiling, she touched her lips with her wet fingers.

¢ The water 1s so salt !’ she said, pouting.

Then, her last repugnance overcome, she suddenly made
up her mind.

“Come! I'm ready

Her heart did not beat so fast as the heart of her com-
panion. As the water was very calm, almost motionless,
the first strokes were easy. But suddenly, through lack
of experience, she began to hurry and blow herself. A
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false movement filled her mouth with water, pamic seized
her, she cnied, struggled, drank 1n more.

‘ Help, George! Help!'”’

Instinctively, he dashed to her aid and caught hold of
the shrivelled fingers that clutched him. Under the clutch,
and weight, he weakened, and he had a sudden vision of
the foreseen end.

““Don’t hold me like that!’’ he cried ¢ Don’t hold
me like that! Leave me an arm free!”’

The brutal instinct of self-preservation restored s
strength He made an extraordinary effort, swam the short
distance with his burden, and he touched the rock, his
strength exhausted

“Cling hold'"” he said to Hippolyte, unable to raise
her himself.

Finding herself safe, she had recovered her promptness
of action, but, barely seated on the rocks, gasping and
dripping, she burst into sobs.

She cried violently, like a child, and her sobs exas-
perated George instead of touching him. He had never
seen her cry such a torrent of tears, with such swollen and
burning eyes, making such a grimace He thought her
ugly and pusillanimous  He felt an angry rancor toward
her, and at heart almost a regret for having given himself
that trouble and taken her from the water He imagined
her drowned, disappeared 1n the sea, he 1magined his own
emotion on seeing her disappear, and then the signs of grief
that he would give 1n public, his attitude 1n front of the
cadaver cast up by the waves.

Stupefied at seeing herself left to her tears without a
consoling word, she turmed toward hini. She had stopped
crying.

‘ What shall T do to get back ?’’ she asked.
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“ Make another attempt,’’ he answered, with a touch of
mockery

¢ No, no, never!"

“¢What, then ? "

‘“I'11 stay here.”

““Very well. Addio !’

And he made a gesture as 1if to dive in the sea.

‘“ Addio! T'll shout They'll come and rescue me.”

She passed from sobbing to laughter, her eyes st1ll full of
tears.

“ What's that on your arm ? '’ she asked.

¢‘ The marks of your nails *’

He showed her the bleeding scratches.

Do they hurt ?”’

She felt sorry, and stroked the arm with her hand.

“¢ It was your fault—only yours, wasn’t 1t ?’’ she contin-
ued. ‘‘ You made me come. I didn’t want to &

Then, smiling

¢¢ It was perhaps a way to get rid of me ?"”

A shudder ran through her

‘‘ What a horrible death! The water 1s so batter {*

She bent her head down to one side, and felt the water
run from her ear, warm as the blood.

The sun-beaten rock was hot, brownish, and slippery, like
the back of a living animal, and at its base, 1t swarmed
with infinite ife. The green vegetation undulated on the
surface of the water with the suppleness of unloosened harir,
with a light, splashing sound. The solitary rock, which
recetved the heavenly heat, exercised a sort of seductton,
and communicated 1t to 1ts people of happy creatures.

As 1f allowing himself to be won by this seduction,
George stretched himself out on his back. For a few sec-
onds he applied his consciousness to perceive the vague
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feeling of comfort that penetrated his wet skin drying in the
heat emanated from the stones and in that of the direct
rays. Phantoms of distant sensations came back to his
memory. The thought of the chaste baths of formerly, of
the long apathies on the sand, more ardent and more suave
than 2 female body. Oh! for solitude, liberty, love with-
out the accessories, love for dead or inaccessible women'!
Hippolyte’s presence prohibited forgetfulness, recalled
incessantly the image of the physical relation, of the
accouplement operated by ignoble organs, of the infecund
and sad spasm which had since become the unique mam-
festation of their love.

¢ Of what are you thinking ? '’ asked Hippolyte, touch-
g him. “* Do you want to stay here ? ’

He rose He replied

¢ Let's go.”

The life of the Enemy was still 1n hus hands. He could
st1ll destroy 1t. He cast a rapid glance around him. A
heavy silence hung over the hill and the beach, on the
Trabocco, the taciturn fishermen were watching their net.

‘“ Come, be brave !’ he repeated, smiling.

‘¢ No, no, never again !’

¢ Let’s stay here, then.”’

‘“No. Let’s call the men of the Trabocco.”

¢ They’ll laugh at us.”

““Very well! I'll call them myself.” v

‘¢ If you didn’t get frightened—if you didn't clutch me
so, I should be strong enough to carry you.’’

‘““No,no I want to go back 1n the cannizza.”

She was so determined that George let her have her way.
He stood up on the rock, and, making a speaking trumpet
of his hands, he called one of Turchin’s sons.

‘“ Damel! Daniel !"
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On hearing this repeated shout, one of the fishermen left
the capstan, crossed the bndge, chimbed down, and began
to run along the beach.

¢ Daniel, bring the cannizza /'

The man heard, turned back, went toward the boathouse,
dragged the little dingy into the water, and, pushing off
with a long pole, proceeded towards the rock.,



CHAPTER VIII.

THE next morning—it was a Sunday—George, seated be-
neath the oak, was listeming to old Colas, who was relating
how, several days before, at Tocco Casauria, the new Messiah
had been arrested by the police and led to the Saint Valen-
tine prison with several of his disciples The old man
said, shaking s head

“ Qur Lord Jesus Chnst himself suffered from the hate
of the Pharsees Oreste came 1nto the district to bring
peace and abundance, and they put him 1o prison !"’

0 father, don't grieve,” cried Candia. ‘‘The Mes-
siah can leave the prison when he wishes to, and we'll see
him again here, Wait and see !”’

She was leaning against the door-post, supporting, with-
out fatigue, the weight of her peaceful matermity, and 1n
her large ashen eyes shone an infinite serenity

All at once, Albadora, the septuagenanan Sibyl, who had
brought to the world twentv-two children, remounted to
the court, by the path, and, pointing to the neighboring
shore of the left promontory, she announced, deeply moved .

“ A child has been drowned yonder !

Candia made the sign of the cross

George tose and ascended to the logma, in order to ob-
serve the point indicated. On the beach, at the foot of
the promontory, near the reefs and the tunnel, there was
a white spot, doubtless the cloth that covered the little
corpse. A group of people stood close by.
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As Hippolyte had gone to mass with Helen, to the chapet
of the Port, he was curious to go down, and said to his
hosts

¢ T'T1 go and see

¢ Why do vou want to put a pain 1n your heart "' asked
Candia

He turned quickly mto the path, took a short cut to the
beach, walked alons the edge of the sea. On arriviog af
the place oi the zcuident. he was panting 2 lhittle He
asked

““ What has happened * ™

The assembled peasants saluted him, making room for
him. One of them answered, calm

““It's the son of @ mother, who's been drowned.”

Another, clothed 1n hnen. who appeared to be in charge
of the corpse, stooped, and ra:sed the cloth.

The little body appeared, rnert, stretched on the hard
beach. It was the body of a child of eight or nine, a
thin and frail blond. For a pillow, they had put beneath
his head his poor rags rolled up 1n a bundle « ks shirt, blue
breeches, red belt, soft felt hat. His face was scarcely
livid, with a snub nose, prominent forehead, very long eye-
lashes, a half-open mouth with large, viclet-colowed lips
between which showed the white teeth, spaccd onc from
another. His neck was thin, flacaid, like a withered stem,
marked with tiny folds. The tendons of the arm were weak ;
the arms were slender, covered with a down like the fine
feathers that cover a newly hatched bird. 1l mbs were
promnent and distinct, a darker line divided the hin m
the middle of the chest, the umbilicus protruded hke a
knot. The feet, a little swollen, had the same ycllowish
color as the hands, and the small hands were callous, cov-
ered with warts, with white nails that were beginning to turn
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Iivid. On the left arm, on the thighs near the groin, and
lower down, on the knees, along the limbs, reddish spots
appeared. All the particulanties of this miserable body
assumed an extraordinary significance in George's eyes,
1mmobilized as they were, and fixed forever 1n the ngidity
of death.

“ How did he get drowned ? Where ?’’ he asked in a
low voice.

The man clad 1n linen began, not without some signs
of impatience, the story, that, doubtless, he had already
repeated too often. He had a square, bestial face, hairy
eyebrows, and a broad, hard, fierce mouth. The story he
told was as follows

Immediately after having taken his sheep back to the
barn, the child had eaten his lunch and had gone down to
bathe 1n company with a comrade. But scarcely had he
put foot 1n the water than he fell and was drowned At hus
comrade’s cries, someone had run from the house built on
the chiffs, and had drawn him out half-dead, without get-
ting wet above the knees. He had lowered the head to cause
vomiting, had shaken him, but uselessly. And, so as to
illustrate just where the poor little fellow had gone down,
the man picked up a stone and threw 1t into the sea

¢ There, just there — three arms’ length from the
shore.””

The calm sea breathed softly near the head of the Iittle
corpse. But the sun blazed on the beach, and, in pres-
ence of this pallid corpse, there seemed something 1mpla-
cable 1n that burning sky and these coarse witnesses.

George asked .

‘‘ Why don’t you carry him 1nto the shade, to a house, a
bed ? "

‘‘ He mustn’t be moved,’’ replied the guardian senten-
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tiously. ‘¢ Until the arrival of the Authorities, he must not
be moved.”’

‘“ But, at least, carry him into the shade—there, under
that embankment.”’

Obstinately, the guardian repeated :

¢ He must not be moved.”’

And nothing could be more sad than that frail, lifeless
creature, stretched on the strand, and guarded by that im-
passive brute, who always repeated the same tale mn the
same words, who always made the same motion when throw-
1ng the stone 1nto the sea

‘‘ There, just there *’

A woman came up, a hook-nosed scold, with hard eyes
and a bitter tongue—the comrade’s mother. One could
plainly see on her features a suspicious anxiety, as if she
feared an accusation against her own son. Shespoke sourly,
and displayed almost 1mitation against the victim.

“It was his fate. God told him, ¢ Go 1n the sea and
die.”

She gesticulated vehemently.

““Why did he go i1n when he couldn’t swim ?"’

A child who did not belong to the district, a boatman’s
son, repeated disdainfully

““Why did he go in? Yes, we fellows all know how to
swim,’’

People came up, looked on with cold curnosity, stopped
or passed on One group occupied the railway embank-
ment, another group was looking from the top of the prom-
ontory, as at a spectacle  Children, seated or kneeling,
played with the little pebbles that they threw in the air to
catch them alternately on the backs of their hands and 1n
their palms. Everyone displayed profound indifference at
the sight of another’s misfortune, and at death.
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Another woman, on her way back from mass, came up, in
a silk dress, decked with all her gold trninkets. To her,
also, the weary guardian repeated his story, and showed the
place 1n the water. This woman was loquacious.

¢ always say to my children, ‘ Don’t go near the sea,
or I'll kill you.” The sea 1s the sea. You can’t save
yourself.”’

She related stories of drowned people. She recalled the
case of the headless corpse that the sea had thrown up at
San Vito and which a child had discovered among the rocks,

¢¢ There, between those rocks you see. The child came
running up, saying, ‘ There's a dead man.’” We thought he
was joking. All the same, we went, and we found 1it.
The body had no head. The Authorities came. They bur-
1ed him 1n a ditch, then, at might, he was taken up again.
He was all mangled and decomposed, but he still had his
shoes on his feet. The magistrate said, ‘ Look, they are
better than mine.” He must be a rich man. And hewas a
cattle-dealer. He had been assassinated, they had cut his
head off and thrown him 1nto the Tronto.’’

She continued 1n a shnll treble, swallowing the excessive
saliva, from time to time, with a light, whistling sound

‘‘ Where's the mother ? When will the mother come ? "’

All the assembled women uttered exclamations of pity
at that name

‘¢ The mother. The mother will come.’’

They all turned around, thinking they saw her in the dis-
tance, on the burming sand. Others gave information con-
cerming her. Her name was Riccangela ; she was a widow
with seven children. She had placed this one with the
farmers to feed the sheep and earn his bread.

One was saying, as she looked at the corpse -

‘¢ His mother had so much trouble to raise him "’



Another said :

¢¢ She has even begged alms so as to nourish ker children.”

A third told that, several months previously, the poor
youngster had already come near drowning himself 1n a
stable-yard pond—in three inches of water!

Everyone repeated

¢¢ It was his destiny. He was to die so.”’

Waiting rendered them uneasy, anxious.

‘“ The mother! The mother's coming!”?

George, deeply affected, cried

‘¢ Carry him 1nto the shade, won’t you ? Or 1nto a house,
so that his mother will not see him naked on the sand 1n
the broiling sun ! "

The guardian objected obstinately

‘“ He mustn’t be moved. Until the arrival of the Au-
thorities, he mustn’t be moved."’

The assistants looked at Candia’s stranger with surpnse.
Their number 1mcreased. Some occupied the embankment,
planted with acacias, others crowned the and promontory
reaning up perpendicularly above the rocks. Here and
there, lying on the great, monstrous blocks, clumps of reeds
shone like gold, at the foot of the enormous slide of the
cliffs, resembling a ruin of a cyclopean tower in front of
the 1mmense sea.

Suddenly, above the heights, a voice announced:

‘¢ Here she 1s.”

Other voices followed .

¢ The mother, the mother!"’

Everybody turned round, some came down from the em-
bankment , those on the promontory leaned forward. Ex-
pectation rendered all dumb. The guardian recovered the
corpse with the cloth. In the silence, the sea scarcely
gasped, the acacias scarcely rustled.

4



And then, in the silence, one heard the cries of the new
ammval.

The mother came along the shore, 1n the sun, crying.
She was dressed in widow's weeds. Her body bent, she
stumbled along on the sand, crying:

‘“Myson! Myson!®

She raised her hands to heaven, crying:

“Myson!™

One of her older sons, with a red handkerchief knotted
about his neck, followed her with a stupefied air, wiping
away his tears with the back of his hand.

She walked along the shore, bent, striking her knees,
directing her steps toward the white cloth. And while
she called the dead, her mouth uttered cries that had
nothing human about them, like the yelping of a savage
dog. The nearer she came the lower she bent, almost
stooping on all fours, when she reached the body, she threw
herself on the cloth with a shriek.

She arose. With her coarse and blackened hand, a hand
hardened by every toil, she uncovered the corpse. She
looked at 1t for a few 1nstants, motionless, as 1f petrified.
Then, several times, 1n a piercing voice, with all the force
of her lungs, she cried as if to awaken the dead:

‘““Myson! Myson' Myson!”

The sobs choked her. On her knees, furious, she struck
her sides with her fists. Her hopeless gaze wandered
around on the people present. And during a lull 1n that
violent tempest she seemed to collect herself.

Then she began to chant.

She chanted her sorrow 1n a rhythm that rose and fell
regularly, like the palpitation of a heart.

It was an ancient monody that, from time immemonal,
1 the region of the Abruzzi, the women chanted over the
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loss of their kin. It was the melodious eloquence of the
sacred sorrow that spontaneously wells up from the depths
of the being, that hereditary rhythm in which the mothers of
other times had modulated their lament.

She chanted, chanted -

‘“ Open your eyes, anse, walk, my son! How beautiful
you are ! How beautiful you are !’

She chanted .

““ For 2 morsel of bread, I have drowned you, my son!
For a morsel of bread, I sent you todeath! It was for this,
then, that I raised you!"’

But the woman with the hooked nose interrupted her,
snappishly .

‘“ No, you have not drowned him, It was Destiny. No,
you didn't send him to his death. You put 1t in the midst of
the bread.”’

And with a gesture towards the hill on which stood the
house that bad given hospitality to the child, she added:

‘“ They took care of him there Zke a jewel in 1fs caskel.”

The mother continued

“0O my son! Who sent you here? Who sent you
here, to be drowned ? "’

And the snappy woman :

‘“Who sent him ? It was our Lord. He said to him,
‘ Go 1nto the sea and drown.’ *’

As George observed 1mn a low voice to one of the by-
standers that the child, succored 1n time, could have been
saved, and that they had killed him by putting his head
low and suspending him by the feet, he felt the mother’s
gaze fixed on himself.

‘‘ Do something for him, signor,”” she implored. “‘ Do
something for him.”’

She prayed:
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¢ O Madonna of Miracles, perform the miracle !”

She repeated, touching the head of the dead

‘“Myson! Myson! Myson! Arse! Walk!”

Before her, on his knees, was the brother of the dead
child, and he sobbed with grief, gazing about him from
time to time with a face that had suddenly become 1ndiffer-
ent Another brother, the eldest, remained seated near by
1n the shadow of a rock, and he simulated grief by hiding
his face 1n is hands  In order to console the mother, the
women bent around her with gestures of pity, and accom-
panied the monady with a few groans.

She chanted

““Why did I send you away from my house > Why have
1 sent you to your death ? I have done everything to feed
my sons, everything but sold myself  And 1t 1s for a mor-
sel of bread that I have lost you! That, that 1s how you
were to end. They have drowned you, my son !’

Then the woman with the rapacious nose 1n a burst of
anger raised her skirt, entered the water as far as the knees,
and cried

““Look! He went 1n this far. Look' The water 15
Iike o1l. It 1s a sign that he was to die in this manner.”’

And she regained the shore 1n two long strides.

‘¢ Look, look !'’’ she repeated, pointing out on the sand
the deep 1mprints of the man who had drawn out the body.

The mother looked on 1n a stupor, but one would have
said that she did not see, that she understood nothing.
After the hopeless explosions of grief, there supervened 1n
her short pauses, like the dulling of consciousness. She
remained silent, she touched her foot, or leg, mecham-
cally, she dried her tears with her black apron, she seemed
to become composed Then suddenly a new explosion
shook her entire frame, she fell on the corpse
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‘ And I cannot take you away'! I cannot take you in
my arms to the church! Myson! Myson!”’

She felt him from head to foot, with a slow caress. Her
wild anguish became more gentle, more touching. Her hand,
sunburnt and callous by work, became infinitely coaxing
when she touched her son’s eyes, mouth, and forehead.

‘‘ How beautiful you are! How beautiful you are !’

She touched his lower lip, already violet-hued, and this
slight pressure caused a flow of whitish foam to flow from the
mouth. She removed from between the eyelashes a bit of
straw, gently, gently, as if she feared to hurt lum

‘“ How beautiful you are, you mother’s pet !’*

The eyelashes of the child were very long and very
blond. On the temples, on the cheeks, a light down gave
a golden reflection.

““Don’t you hear me ? Arnse'! Walk!"

She took the little hat, worn, soft as a rag. She gazed
on him, kissed him. She said:

‘¢ I want to keep thus as a relic; I want to carry 1t always
on my heart.”

She took the red waistband, and said :

1 wish to dress you.’’

The rough woman who had not left her place ap-
proved

‘¢ Yes, let us dress him."”’

She herself removed the clothes from beneath the head
of the corpse, felt 1n the vest pocket, and found there a
prece of bread and a fig.

““You see' They had just given him his meal. They
took care of him there Ake a_jewel 1n ifs casket”’

The mother looked at the little shirt, dirty, tom, on
which her tears were falling, and she said -

‘¢ Put this shirt on him '”’

23
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Promptly the woman shouted up to one of her people on
the heights above

‘“ Bring quickly one of Nufrillo’s clean shirts.”

The clean shirt was brought. When the mother raised
the small body, a little water came from the mouth and
rolled down the chest.

‘O Madonna of Miracles, perform the miracle!’’ she
prayed, raising her eyes to heaven 1n a supreme supplication.

Then she laid her sweet burden down again  She took
the old shirt, the red waistband, the hat, she rolled them
all up 1nto a bundle, and said.

““ It will be my pillow, at might I shall rest my head on
1t. I want to die on 1t.”

She placed the poor relic on the sand near the child’s
head, placed her temple on 1t, and stretched out as i1f on a
bed.

They both lay there, side by side, the mother and son,
on the hard stones, beneath the burning sky, near the
homicidal sea. And she chanted the same cantilena that
had formerly shed a chaste slumber over the cradle.

‘ Get up, Riccangela, get up!’’ repeated the women
around her.

She was not listening to them.

““ My son 1s lymng on the stones, and I could not rest
there, too ! Oh! my son, on these stones.’’

‘‘ Get up, Riccangela. Come!”

She rose  She gazed once more and with terrible inten-
sity on the Iivid face of the corpse. She called once more,
with all the force of her lungs

“My son! Myson! Myson!”

Then, with her own hands, she re-covered her heavy loss
with the cloth

And the women surrounded her, drew her a Little farther
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away under the shade of a rock, forced her to sit down,
lamented with her.

Gradually the spectators disbanded, dispersed. There
rematned only a few consolers, and also the man clothed 1n
linen, the impassive guardian who waited for the Au-
thorities. The canicular sun beat down on the beach, and
imparted to the funereal cloth a dazzling whiteness. The
promontory, perpendicular above the jagged rocks, towered
up 1n the conflagration with 1ts desolate aridity. The sea,
1mmense and green, breathed always evenly. And it seemed
that the slow hour would never end.

In the shade of the rock, before the white cloth raised by
the ngid form of the corpse, the mother continued her
monody 1n the rhythm rendered sacred by so many sorrows,
ancient and recent, of her race. And 1t seemed as if her
lamentation would never cease.



CHAPTER IX.

O~ her return from the chapel of the Port, Hippolyte
had heard of the accident. Accompanied by Helen, she
had wished to rejoin George on the beach. But when
near the tragic spot, at the sight of the cloth that made
a white spot on the sand, she had felt her strength fail
her. Seized by an outburst of sobs, she had retraced her
steps, had gone back to the house, had waited for George,
weeping

She felt less compassion for the little body than she feit
for herself, haunted by the recollection of the perl she had
so lately 1incurred at the bath. And an 1nstinctive, 1ndom-
table repulsion arose 1n her against that sea

‘1 do not want to bathe in the sea any more I do not
want you to bathe there,”’ she enjoined George, almost
roughly, 1 a tone that expressed a firm, unyielding resolu-
tion ‘I will not have 1t Do you hear ? ’

They passed the rest of that Sunday in an anxious restless-
ness, returning ceaselessly to the loggia, to look at the
white spot, over therc, on the beach  George had the
1mmage of the corpse constantly before his eyes so strongly
outlined that 1t seemed to him almost tangible  And 1n
his ears was constantly the cadence of the monody chanted
by the mother Was the mother still lamenting in the
shade of the rock ? Had she stayed there alone with the
sea and the dead » He saw again 1n 1magination another
unfortunate. He relived the hour of that May moming,
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long ago, in the house far away, when he had felt all at
once the maternal Iife come 1n contact with his own life
with a sort of adherence, when he had felt the mysterious
correspondences of blood, of sorrow, and of destiny sus-
pended over the heads of both Would he ever see her
again with mortal eyes ? Would he ever again see that
feeble smile, which, without changing a line of the face,
seemed to spread a light veil of hope, too fugitive, alas!
over the indelible imprints of pain ? Would 1t be permit-
ted him ever to kiss that long and emaciated hand again,
whose caress could be compared to no other ? And he re-
lived the distant hour of the tears when, at the window, he
had received the ternible revelation from the glimmer of a
smile - when he had at last heard the dear voice, the only
and unforgettable voice, the voice of comfort, of counsel, of
forgiveness, of 1nfinite goodness—when he had at last recog-
nized the tender creature of long ago, the adored one. And
he relived the hour of the farewell, the farewell tear-
less, and yet so cruel, when he had lied for shame on read-
mg 1 his deceived mother’s eyes the too sad question:
‘¢ For whom are you abandoming me ?’’ And all the past
sorrows arose again 1n his memory, with all their dolorous
Images * that emaciated face, those swollen eyelids, red
and burning, Christine’s gentle and heart-rending smile,
the sickly child whose large head was always resting on a
chest barren of all but sighs, the cadaveric mask of the
poor idiotic gormand. . . . And the tired eyes of
his mother repeated. ‘‘For whom are you abandomng
me 7"’

He felt himself penetrated by a wave of gentle feeling,
he languished, dissolved, he felt a vague desire to bend his
forehead, to hide his face on a bosom, to be caressed chastely,
to savor slowly this secret bitterness, to doze, to perish
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gradually. It was as if all the effeminations of his soul had
blossomed at the same time, and were floating.

A man passed by on the path, bearing on his head a
hittle white-pine coffin.

Later 1n the afternoon the Authorities arrived at the
beach. The little corpse, lifted up away from the stones,
had been carried to the heights, disappeared. Piercing
shrieks reached the Hermitage. Then all was quiet. The
stlence, ascending from the calm sea, regained possession
of the surrounding parts.

The sea was so calm, the air was so calm, that Iife seemed
suspended. A bluish light spread uniformly over everything.

Hippolyte had reentered, and had thrown herself on her
bed. George remained 1n the loggia, seated on a chair.
Both suffered, and they could not speak of their pain.
Time slipped by.

‘“Did you call me ?’’ asked George, who thought he
heard his name.

¢ No, I didn’t call you,”" she answered.

‘‘ What are you doing ? Are you going to sleep ? "'

She did not answer.

George reseated himself, and half-closed his eyes. His
thoughts always went back towards the mountain. In this
silence, he felt the silence of the solitary and abandoned
garden 1 which the little cypress-trees, tall and straight,
reared up motionless toward the sky, religiously, like vo-
tive wax candles, from which, through the windows of the
deserted chambers, st1ll intact like reliquaries, came a relig-
10us sweetness of recollections.

And he appeared to him, a mild, meditative man, with
a face full of a vinle melancholy, and a single white curl 1n
the centre of his forehead, among the black hair, giving
him an odd appearance.
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¢ Oh ! why,” said he to Demet nus, ““why did I not
obey your suggestion, the last time I entered the chambers
1nhabited by your spirit ?  Why d 1d I wish to make a new
trial cf life, and cover myself with shame before your eyes ?
How could I have made the mist ake of pursming the sure
possessiwon of another soul, when I possessed yours, and when
you hived in me ? "’

After the physical death, the soul of Demetrius had been
preserved 1n the survivor with out any diminution, and m
him 1t had even attained, and retained, its supreme inten-
sity. All that the living per son had consumed 1n contact
with lus fellows, all the word s sown 1n the course of time, all
the diverse manifestations tliat had determined the special
character of his being compiared with other beings, all the
ways, constant or variable, t.hat had distinguished his person-
ality among other person alities and made of him a man
apart 1n the human multituude, in short, all that had differ-
entiated his own life from other lives—all that was col-
lected, concentrated, ci rcumscribed 1n the umique, 1deal
tie that attached the defunct to the survivor. And the
divine ostensory preser ved 1n the Duomo of the natal town
seemed to consecrate this high mystery. Ego Demetrius
Aurispa et unicus Gecrrgrus filius meus.

The impure creature who was now lying on that unchaste
bed had interposed between. The terrible corrupter was
not only the obstacle to life, but also an obstacle to death
—{o that death. She was the Enemy of both.

And George, 1. thought, returned to the mountain, once
more reached the old mansion, reentered the deserted
rooms. As on that May morning, he crossed the tragic
threshold Ard, as on that day, he felt the obscure obses-
sion over his will. The fifth anniversary was near. In
what manner should he celebrate 1t ?
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A sudden cry from FIippolyte made him start violently,
He jumped up and ran.

““What's the matter ? "’

Seated up n bed, ter rified, she was passing her hands
over her brow and eyeluls, as though to thrust off some-
thing that tormented her.  She fixed large, haggard eyes on
her lover. Then, with an* abrupt gesture, she threw her
arms round his neck, covere d his face with kisses and tears,

“ What's the matter ? W’hat’s the matter ?*’ he asked,
astonished, uneasy

‘“ Nothing, nothing——"'

*“ Why are you crying ?*’

1 had a dream——""

‘“ What did you dream ? Te!l me!’”’

Instead of replying, she clasped him close, kissed him
again,

He serzed her wnists, disengage d himself from her grasp,
tried to look 1n her face.

¢¢ Tell me, what did you dream "’

“¢ Nothing—a horrtd dream "

¢ What kind of dream ?”’

Che resisted his persistence. He, on his part, grew
more uneasy as his desire to know became greater.

“Tell me!?”

Shaken with another shudder, she stammered :

¢* T dreamed-—that I drew aside the shroud-—and I saw--
you—""

She smothered this last word 1n kisses.




vi.

THE INVINCIBLE.

(HAPTER I

CHOsEN by a friena and hired at Ancona, sent to San
Vito, transported, not without difficulty, to the Hermitage,
the piano was received by Hippolyte with childish joy It
was placed 1 the room that George called the library, the
largest and best decorated, that in which were the divan
laden with cushions, the long cane chairs, the hammock, the
mats, the rugs, all the objects conducive to 1ndolence and
dreams. There arrived also from Rome a box of music.

Thereafter, for many days, there was new ecstasy, In-
vaded, both of them, by a quasi-delirious fever, they did
nothing, forgot everything, lost themselves entirely 1n this
new pleasure.

They were nc longer embarrassed by the monotony of the
long afternoon-., they no longer felt the heavy, irresistible
drowsiness ; tHey could lengthen their vigils almost until
daybreak, they could prolong their fasts without suffering
by doing so, without noticing 1t, as if their corporeal Iife
had been refined, as 1f they were sublimated, dispossessed
of all vulgar needs. It seemed to them that their passion
ascended chimerically beyond all limit, that the palpitation
of therr hearts attained a prodigious power. Sometimes 1t
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seemned to them that once mere they had found that mo-
ment of supreme oblivion, thiat moment umique that they
had enjoyed when therr lips first met ; sometimes it seemed
to him that they had recovered that indefinable and con-
fused sensation of being dispersed into space with the
lightness of vapor. Sometimes it seemed to both that the
spot that they had chosen was n efinably distant from other
places, very distant, very Jsolate\i, 1maccessible, outside of
the world.

A mystenous power drew thera together, joined them,
blended them, melted them one in the other, similanzed
them m body and spint, umted them into one single
being. A mysterious power separated them, disjoined
them, forced them back into their solitude, dug an abyss
between them, planted in the core ot their being a hopeless
and mortal desire.

In these alternatives both found pleasure and suffering.
They reascended to the first ecstasy of their love, and they
redescended 1o extreme and useless efforts to repossess
each other. They reascended again, remounted to the on-
gin of the earthly illusion, inhaled the mystic shadow,
where for the first time their trembling souls had exchanged
the same silent sentiment; and they redescended again,
redescended to the torture of unrealized expectation, en-
tered into an atmosphere of fog, thick and suffocating,
like a whirlwind of sparks and hot cinders.

Each of those musicians whom they loved weaved a
different charm about their supersensitive feelings A
page of Robert Schumann evoked the phantom of a very
old amour that extended over him, 1n the guise of an
artificial firmament, the woof of his most beautiful recol-
lections, which, with an astomished and melancholy gen-
tleness, he saw fade gradually away. An Jmprompiu of
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Frederic Chopin was saying, as if in a dream: ‘ At night,
when you are sleeping on my heart, I hear 1n the silence of
the night a drop falling, slowly falling, always falling, so
near, so far! I hear, at night, the drop falling from my
heart, the blood that, drop by drop, falls from my heart,
when you are sleeping, when you are sleeping, I alone.’’
High purple curtains, dark as a merciless passion, around a
bed deep as a sepulchre—that 1s what 1s evoked by the Erosic
of Edward Grieg; and also a promise of death 1n silent
voluptuousness, and a boundless kingdom, rich 1n all the
wealth of the earth, waiting in vain for 1ts vamished king,
its dying king, 1n the nuptial and funereal purple. But,1n
the prelude to ‘‘ Tristan and Ysolde,’” the leap of love
toward death was unchained with inconceivable violence;
the nsatiable desire was exalted even to the intoxication
of destruction. “. . . To drink yonder the cup of
eternal love 1n thy honor, I would, on the same altar, con-
secrate thee to death with myself.”

And that 1mmense wave of harmony irresistibly envel-
oped them both, closed 1n on them, carried them away,
transported them to ¢‘ the marvellous empire *

It was not by means of the miserable instrument, {nca-
pable of giving the slightest echo of that torrential pleni-
tude, but 1n the eloquence, in the enthusiasm of the exe-
gesis, that Hippolyte seized all the grandeur of that tragic
Revelation. And, as the lover’s imagery had one day
pictured to her the Guelph's deserted city, the city of con-
vents and monasteries, so to-day appeared to her imagina-
tion the old, gray city town of Bayreuth, solitary among the
Bavarnian mountains, 1n a mystic landscape over which
hovered the same soul that Albrecht Durer imprisoned be-
neath the network of the lines at the bottom of his engrav-
1ngs and canvases.
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George had not forgotten any episode of his first relig-
1ous pilgrimage to the Ideal Theatre , he could relive every
instant of his extraordinary emotion when he had discovered
on the gentle hill, ot the extremity of the great shady
avenue, the cdifice consecrated to the supreme feast of art,
he could reconstitute the solemnity of the vast amphitheatre
girt with columns and arcades, the mystery of the Mystic
Gulf. In the religious shadow and silence of the place,
in the shadow and ecstatic silence of every soul, a sigh
went up from the imisible orchestra, a moan was uttered,
a murmuring volce made the first mournful call of soli-
tary desire, the first and confused angwish 1n presenti-
ment of the future torture. And that sigh and that moan
and that voice mounted from the iague suffering to the
acuteness of an impetuous cry, telling of the pride of a
dream, the anxiety of a superhuman aspiration, the terrible
and 1mplacable desire of possession. With a devouring
fury, ike a flame bursting from a bottomless abyss, the
desire dilated, agitated, enflamed, always higher, always
higher, fed by the purest essence of a double life. The
intoxication of the melodious flame embraced everything,
everything sovereign 1n the world vibrated passionately 1n
the immense ravishment, exhaled its joy and most hidden
sorrow, while 1t was sublimated and consumed. But, sud-
denly, the efforts of a resistance, the cholers of a battle,
shuddered and rumbled in the flight of that stormy ascen-
sion, and that great spout of hife, suddenly broken against an
mvisible obstacle, fell back again, died out, spouted forth
no longer. In the religious shadow and s1lence of the place,
1n the shadow and thrilling stlence of every soul, a sigh arose
from the Mystic Gulf, a moan died away, a broken voice
told of the sadness of eternal solitude, the aspiration toward
the eternal might, toward the divine, the primal oblhivion.
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And here another voice, a human voice, modulated by
human hps, young and strong, mingled with melancholy,
ony, and menace, sang a song of the sea, from the head
of a mast, on the ship that carried to King Mark the blond
Irsh spouse. It sang ‘‘ Toward the Occident wanders the
gaze, toward the Oment sails the smip  The breeze blows
fresh toward the natal land. O daughter of Ireland, where
dost thou linger ? Is 1t thy sighs that swell my sail ?
Blow, blow, O wind' Woe, ah! woe, daughter of Ire-
land, my wild love '’ It was the admomtion of the
lookout, the prophetic warning, joyous and mepacing, full
of caress and of raillery, indefinable. And the orchestra be-
came silent ‘‘ Blow, blow, Owind! Woe, ah! woe, daugh-
ter of Ireland, my wild love!’” ‘lhe voice sang over the
tranquil sea, alone 1n the silence, while under the tent,
Ysolde, motionless, on her couch, seemed plunged in the
obscure dream of her destiny,

Thus opened the drama  The tragic breath, that had
already been given by the prelude, passed and repassed in
the orchestra Suddenly the power of destruction was mani-
fested 1n the enchantress against the man of her choice,
whom she had devoted to death. Heranger was unchamed
with the energy of the blind elements, she invohed all the
temble forces of earth and heaven to destroy the man
whom she could not possess. * Awake at my call, indomi-
table power; come forth from the heart where thou art
hidden' O, uncertain winds, hear my will! Awake the
lethargy of this dreamy sea, resuscitate from the depths
implacable covetousness, show 1t the prev which I offer’
Crush the vessel, engulf the wrechage! Iierything that
palpitates and breathes, O winds, I gne to thee in rec-
ompense.”” To the admonition of the lookout responded
the sentiment of Brangane ‘‘ O, woe! what ruin I foresee,
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Ysolde!”” And the gentle and devoted woman tried to
appease that mad fury. ‘ Oh! tell me thy sorrow, Ysolde!
Tell me thy secret!’’ And Ysolde replied: ‘‘ My heart is
choking. Open, open wide the curtain!’’

Tristan appeared, upnight, motionless, his arms crossed,
his gaze fixed on the distances of the sea. From the mast-
head the lookout resumed his song, on the wave mounting
from the orchestra, ¢ Woe, ah! woe—'"' And, while
Ysolde’s eyes, lit up by a sombre flame, contemplated the
hero, the fatal motif arose from the Mystic Gulf the
great and terrible symbol of love and death, 1n which was
enclosed every essence of the tragic fiction. And, with
her own mouth, Vsolde predicted the end: ‘“ Chosen of
mine, lost by me.”’

Passion aroused 1n her a homicidal mania, awakened in
the roots of her bemng a hostile instinct to existence, a
need of dissolution, of anmihilation She raged to find 1n
herself and all about her a crushing power that would
strike and destroy without leaving a trace. Her hate became
fiercer at the sight of the calm and motionless hero, who
felt the menace concentrate upon his head and who knew
the uselessness of any resistance. Her mouth was filled
with bitter sarcasm ¢ What thinkest thou of that slave ?
she demanded of Brangane, with an uneasy smile. Of a
hero she made a slave , she declared herself the conqueror
““Tell him that I, Ysolde, command my vassal to fear his
sovereign.”’ Such was the defiance she cast at him for a
supreme struggle, such was the gauntlet that force threw
down to force. A sombre solemnity accompanied the hero's
march toward the threshold of the tent when the irrevoca-
ble hour had sounded, when the philter had already filled
the cup, when destiny had already closed :ts circle around
the two lives. Vsolde, leaning on her couch, pale as 1if the
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great fever had consumed all the blood in her veins, waited,
silently. Tnstan appeared on the threshold : both erect to
their full height. But the orchestra told of the 1nexpressible
anxiety of their souls.

From this moment recommenced the tempestuous ascen-
sion. It seemed that the Mystic Gulf had once more be-
come inflamed like a furnace and shot higher, even higher,
1ts sonorous flames. ‘‘ Only comfort for an eternal mourn-
mg, salutary draught of oblivion, I drink thee without
fear!” And Tustan placed the cup to huis ips  ““ Half
for me! I drnk 1t for thee!’’ cried Ysolde, spatching
the cup from his hands. The golden cup fell, empty. Had
they both drunk death? Must theydie ? Instant of super-
human agony. The philter of death was but a poison of
love that filled them with an immortal fire. At first, aston-
ished, motionless, they looked at each other, sought in one
another’s eyes the symptom of the death to which they be-
lieved they had devoted themselves. But a new life, incom-
parably more intense than that they had lived, agitated their
very fibre, beat at their temples and at their wnsts, swelled
their hearts with an immense wave. “ Tnstant” ‘‘ Ysol-
de'” They called one another, they were alone, nothing
breathed about them, appearances were effaced, the past
was wiped out, the future was a dark night that even their
recent intoxication could not pierce. They hwed, they
called one another 1n hot, passionate tones, each was drawn
to the other by a fatality that henceforth no power could
arrest. “‘ Tristan!’?  ¢“ Vsolde !’

And the melody of the passion spread out, enlarged,
exalted itself, throbbed and sobbed, cried and chanted
above the profound tempest of harmomies that became
more and more agitated. Mournful and joyous, 1t took an
trresistible flight toward the beights of unknown ecstasies,
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toward the heights of the supreme voluptuousness. ‘¢ Deliv-
ered from the world, I possess thee at last, O! thou, who
alone fill my soul, supreme voluptuousness of love!’’

‘““Hail! Hal to Mark! Hail'" cried the crew amid
the blasts of the trumpets, saluting the king, who drew
away from the shore to go to meet his blond spouse. * Hail
to Comnwall '’

It was the tumult of common life, the clamor of profane
Joy, the dazzling splendor of the day. The Elect, the Lost,
with a look in which floated the sombre shadow of a dream,
demanded. ‘‘ Who comes hither 7’ *“ The King.’’ *‘ What
king ?”’  Vsolde, pale and convulsed beneath the royal
mantle, asked: *“ Wheream I1? Do Istill ive ? Must I
still ive?’’ Gentle and terrible, the motif of the philter
ascended, enveloped them, enclosed them 1in its ardent
sptral. The trumpets sounded. ¢ Hail to Mark! Hail
to Cornwall ' Glory to the King !’

But, 1n the second prelude, all the sobs of too strong a joy,
all the pantings of exasperated desire, all the starts of fu-
nious expectation, alternated, mingled, were confounded.
The 1mpatience of the feminmine soul communicated 1ts
thnlls to the immensity of the mght, to all the things that,
in the pure summer night, breathed and watched. The
ravished soul threw 1its appeals to everything, that they
might remain vigilant beneath the stars, that they might be
present at the festival of 1ts love, at the nuptial banquet of
1ts joy Insubmergible over the restless ocean of harmony,
the fatal melody floated, growming light, clouding. The
wave from the Mystic Gulf, like the respiration of a super-
human bosom, swelled, rose, fell back to nse again, to fall
agan and slowly die away.

‘‘ Dost thou hear ? It seems to me that the sound has
gied away 1n the distance.”’ Ysolde heard nothing more
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but the sounds 1magined by her desire. The horns of the
nocturnal chase resounded 1n the forest, distinct, coming
nearer. ‘It 15 the deceptive whispering of the leaves that
the wind rustles 1n 1ts sport. That gentle sound 1s not that
of horns, 1t 15 the murmur of the mountain stream that
gushes forth and falls in the silent might.”” She heard
nothing but the enchanting sounds born 1n her soul by the
desire left there by the old yet ever new charm. In the
orchestra, as 1n her abused senses, the resonances of the
chase were magically transformed, dissolving into the infi-
nite murmurs of the forest, into the mysterious eloquence
of the summer night. All those smothered voices, all the
subtle seductions, enveloped the panting woman and sug-
gested to her the approaching ravishment, while Brangane
warned and begged 1n vain, 1n the terror of his presentiment -
¢ Oh'! let the protecting torch blaze ! Letits Light show thee
the penil!’’ Nothing had the power of enlightening the
blindness of desire. ‘‘ Were this the torch of my life, I
would extinguish it without fear. And I extinguish 1t
without fear.”” With a gesture of supreme disdain, 1n-
trepid and superb, Ysolde threw the torch to the ground,
she offered her life and that of the Elect to the fatal might,
she entered with him into the shadow forever.

Then the most 1ntoxicating poem of human passion was
triumphantly unfolded, like a spiral, to the summits of
delinnum and ecstasy. It was the first frantic embrace, the
mingling of voluptuousness and of anguwish, 1n which the
souls, eager to melt 1nto one another, encountered the 1m-
penetrable obstacle of the body; 1t was the first rancor
against the time when love did not exist, against the empty
and useless past It was the hate against hostile light,
against the perfidious day, that sharpened all their sufferings,
that revived all the fallacious appearances, that favored

24
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pride and oppressed tenderness. It was the hymn to the
friendly nmight, to the beneficent shade, to the divine mystery
of which the marvels and 1nner visions were unveiled, in
which were heard the distant voices of the spheres, 1n which
the 1deal corollas flourished on inflexible stems. *‘ Since
the sun 1s hidden 1n our bosom, the stars of happiness shed
their laughing light.”’

And, 1n the orchestra, spoke every eloquence, sang every
joy, wept every musery, that the human voice had ever
expressed The melodies emerged from the symphomc
depths, developing, interrupting, superposing, mingling,
melting into one another, dissolving, disappearing to agan
appear A more and more restless and poignant anxiety
passed over all the instruments and expressed a continual
and ever-vain effort to attain the inaccessible. In the im-
petuosity of the chromatic progressions there was the mad
pursuit of a happiness that eluded every grasp, although 1t
shone ever so near. In the changings of the tone, rhythm,
and measure, 1n the succession of syncopes, there was 2
truceless search, there was a limitless covetousness, there
was the long torture of desire ever deceived and ever extin-
guished. A motif, a symbol of eternal desire, eternally
exasperated by a deceptive possession, returned every 1nstant
with a cruel persistence, it enlarged, 1t domunated, now
1lluminating the crests of the harmonic waves, now obscur-
ing them with funereal darkness.

The frightful power of the philter operated on the soul
and on the flesh of the two lovers already consecrated to
death. Nothing could extingmsh or soften that fatal
ardor, nothing, except death. They had vainly tried every
caress, they had vainly summoned all their strength to
unite 1n a supreme embrace, to finally possess one another,
to become one and the same being. Their sighs of volup-
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tuousness were transformed into agonizing sobs. An infran-
gible obstacle was interposed between them, separated
them, rendered them strangers and solitary. The obstacle
was their corporeal substance, their living personality. And
a secret hate was born in both. A longing to destroy
themselves, to annihilate themselves, a desire to cause death
and a desire to die. Even in the caress they recognized
the 1mpossibility of crossing the matenal limits of therr
human senses. Lips met lips and stopped. ¢ Why not
succumb to death,’’ said Tristan, ‘‘ rather than separation,
and what prevents Tristan from loving Ysolde forever, liv-
1ng hereafter eternally for her alone ?’’ And already they
entered 1nto the 1nfinite darkness. The outside world disap-
peared. “‘So,” said Trstan, ‘“ so should we die, unwill-
g to live but for love, inseparable, forever united, with-
out end, without awakening, without fear, without name 1n
the bosom of love.” The words were distinctly heard n
the puamssimo of the orchestra A new ecstasy ravished
the two lovers and carried them to the threshold of the
marvellous nocturnal empire. Already they tasted in ad-
vance the beatitude of dissolution, felt themselves deliv-
ered from the weight of the body, felt their substance sub-
limated and float, diffused 1n an endless joy. ‘¢ Without end,
without awakening, without fear, without name. . L
¢ Take care! Take care! Behold the might giving way
to the day,”” warned from above the invistble Brangane.
““‘Take care'’’ And the shudder of the matinal frost trav-
ersed the park, awoke the flowers. The cold light of the
dawn ascended slowly and covered up the stars that palpi-
tated more strongly. ¢‘ Take care !’’ Vain waming of the
faithful watcher. They were not listening, they would not,
could not, awaken themselves. Under the menace of the
day, they plunged still further on 1nto that darkness from
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which could never come the shghtest glint of twilight.
¢t Let the night eternally envelop us.”” And a whirlwind
of harmonies enveloped them, clasped them close 1n 1its
vehement spirals, transformed them to the distant shore
im ohed by their desire, there where no anguish oppressed
the flights of the loving soul, beyond all languor, beyond
all pain, beyond all solitude, in the infinite serenity of
their supreme dream.

‘¢ Save thyself, Tristan!’’ It was the cry of Kurvenal
after the cry of Brangane It was the unexpected and
brutal assault that interrupted the ecstatic embrace. And,
while the theme of love persisted 1n the orchestra, the motif
of the hunt burst out with a metallic clash  The king and
his courtiers appeared. Tristan hid Ysolde, stretched on
the bed of flowers, beneath his ample mantle, he hid her
from both gaze and light, affirming by this act his domina-
tion, sigmifying his undoubted night. ¢ The sad day—for
the last time!’’ For the last time, 1n the calm and reso-
lute attitude of a hero, he accepted the battle with the
unknown forces, sure henceforth that nothing could mod-
1fy or suspend the course of his destiny. While the sover-
eign sorrow of King Mark was exhaled 1n a slow and deep
melopee, he remained silent, 1mmovable 1n his secret
thought. And finally he responded to the king’s questions
‘“ Never can I reveal that mystery. Never can you know
what thou dost ask.”” The philter motif condensed 1n this
response the obscunity of the mystery, the grawnty of the
urreparable event  ¢“ Dost thou wish to follow Tristan, O,
Ysolde ?’' he demanded of the queen, simply, 1n the
presence of all  *“In the land where I am going the sun
does not shine. It1s the land of shadows, 1t1s the land
of might from which my mother sent me when, conceived by
her 1n death, in death I came to life.’” And Ysolde
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“ There where the country of Tristan 1s, there would Ysolde
go She wants to follow him, gentle and faithful, in the
path that he will point out ™’

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

Meanwhile, the third prelude evoked the vision of the
distant shore, the arid and desolate rocks, where, 1n the
secret caves, the sea seemed to weep ceaselessly 1n ncon-
solable mourming. A mist of legend and of mysterious
poesy enveloped the rigid forms of the rock, perceived as
1 an uncertain dawn or 1n an almost extinguished twilight.
And the sound of the pastoral pipe awoke the confused
1mages of the past life, of the things lost 1n the mght of
tume.

‘“ \WWhat says the ancient lament ?'’ sighed Tristan,
‘“Where am I 2"

On the fragile reed the shepherd modulated the imper-
1shable melody transmitted by our ancestors through the
ages , and, 1n his profound unconscrousness, he was without
mquetude.

And Tristan, to whose soul these humble notes had re-
vealed all ““ I did not Iinger 1n the place of my awakening.
But where have I dwelt ? I could not say. There I saw
neither the sun, nor the land, nor the inhabitants, but what
I saw then, I could not say. . . . It was there where I
always was, there where I w1ll go forever, in the vast empire
of the universal night Yonder, a single and unique
science 1s given us the divine, the eternal, the onginal
oblivion!’" The delirium of fever agitated him . the ardor
of the philter corroded his inmost fibres. ‘Oh! what 1
suffer thou canst not suffer! The terrible desire which
devours me, that implacable fire which consumes me'! Ah!
if I could tell thee! If thou couldst understand me!”’
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And tle unconscious shepherd breathed, breathed into
his reed. It was the same air, the notes were always the
same , they spoke of the life that was no more, they spoke
of distant and annihilated things.

‘¢ Old and grave melody,’’ said Tristan. “‘ Your lament-
1ng sounds reached me even on the evening wind, as when,
1n distant times, the death of the father was announced to
the son. In the sinister dawn thou didst seek me, more and
more uneasy, when the son learned of the departure of the
mother. When my father engendered me and died, when
my mother brought me to light and died, the old melody
came to their ears also, langmshing and sad. She inter-
rogated me one day, and now she 1s speaking to me again.
To what destiny was I born? To what destiny ®» The
old melody 1s repeating 1t to me To desire and to die!
to die of desire! Oh! no, no Such 15 not your true
sense. To desire, to desire, to desire, even unto death,
but not to die of desire!’’ Stronger and stronger, more
and more tenacious, the philter corroded him to the mar-
row. All his being writhed in the unbearable spasm. At
moments, the orchestra had the crepitations of a fu-
nereal pyre. The violence of the pain traversed him at
times with tempestuous impetuosity, reviving the flames.
Sudden starts shook him, atrocious cries escaped from 1t,
choking sobs were extingmished 1n 1t. ““The philter!
the philter! the terrible philter! with what fury I feel «t
mount from my heart to my brain! Henceforth no remedy,
no sweet death, can deliver me from the torture of desire.
In no place, 1n no spot, alas! shall I find repose  The
mght repulses me toward the day, and the eye of the sun
feeds on my perpetual suffering Ah! how the ardent sun
burns me and consumes me'! And not even to have, never
to have, the refreshment of a shade for that devouring ardor !
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‘What balm would procure a relief to my hornible torture ? *
He bore 1n his veins and marrow the desire of all men, of
every species, amassed generation after generation, aggra-
vated by the faults of all the fathers and of all the sons,
the intoxications of all, the angwishes of all. In his blood
blossomed the germs of the secular concupiscence, remin-
gled the most diverse 1mpunties, refermented the venoms,
the most subtle and wviolent, that, since 1mmemorial ages,
the purphish sinuous mouths of women had poured out on
eager and subjugated males. He was the heir of the eter-
nal evil. ““ That ternble philter which condemns me to
torture, 1t 1s I, I myself, who have compounded 1t With
the agitations of my father, with the convulsions of my
mother, with all the tears of love shed 1n other times, with
laughter and with tears, with pleasures and with wounds, I
myself have compounded the poison of that philter And
I have drunk 1t by deep, enjoyable draughts. A curse on
thee, terrible philter! A curse on he who compounded
thee!'” And he fell back on his couch, exhausted,
mnanimate, to recover his equanmumity, to feel once more
the ardor of his wound, to see once more with his halluci-
nated eyes the sovereign image crossing the fields of the
sea. ‘‘She 1s coming, she 1s coming towards land, softly
rocked on the great waves of intovicating flowers. Her
smile throws on me a divine consolation , she brings me the
supreme refreshment.”’ Thus he invoked, thus %e saw, with
his eyes closed henceforth to the common light, the sorceress,
the mistress of balms, the healer of all wounds “She comes,
she comes! Dost thou not see her, Kurvenal , dost thou
not see her ?’’  And the agitated waves of the Mystic Gulf
gathered confusedly from the depths all the melodies already
heard, mingling them, raisitng them up, submerging them
1n an abyss, repulsing them again to the surface, crushing
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them those that could have expressed the angmish of the
decisine conflict on the bridze of the ship, those in which
one heard the boiling of the draught poured into the
golden cup and the buzzing 1n the artenes invaded by the
liquid fire, those :n which had heen heard the mysterious
breath of the summer night inviting voluptuousness without
enl, all the melodies, with all the 1mages and all the recol-
lections  And on this immense shipareck the fatal mel-
orly passed, proud, sovereign, implacalle, repeating at inter-
vals the atrocious condemnation, ¢ To desire, to destre, to
desire even unto death Lut not to die of desire 17"

‘‘ The vessel drops 1ts anchor!  Ysolde ! behold Ysolde!
She springs to the shore !'’ cried Kurvenal from the top of
the tower. And, in the delirium of joy, Tristan tore off
the bandages of his wound, excited his own blood to flow,
to 1nundate the earth, to empurple the world At the ap-
proach of Vsolde and Death, he believed he /Zeard the
light. ““Do I not hear the light ? Do not my ears hear
the light?'’ A great inner sun dazzled him. every atom
of his substance darted rays of sunlight that, in luminous
waves, expanded through the universe  The light was music,
the music was light.

And then the Mystic Gulf truly became i1rradiated like
a sky. The sonorities of the orchestra seemed to 1mitate
those distant planetary harmonies that, long ago, the souls of
vigilant contemplators believed they surprised in the noc-
turnal s:lence. Gradually, the long tremblings of restless-
ness, the long bursts of anguish, the pantings of vain pur-
suits, and the efforts of the ever-deceived desire, and all
the agitations of terrestrial misery, were appeased, became
dissipated. Trstan had finally crossed the limit of the
‘¢ marvellous empire ’’ , he had finally entered into eternal
night. And Ysolde, bent over the 1nert shell, felt at last



the heavy weight that still crushed her sioaly . -:olwe.
The fatal melody, become clearer and more solemn. ~omse-
crated the great funereal hymn. Then the notes, }.l+ ethe-
real chords, began to weave about the lover 1eils of £, apha-
nous purity. Thus commenced a sort of joyous as-ump-
tion, by degrees of splendor, on the wing of a bymn.
* What a sweet smile he 15 smuling! Dost thou not see ?
Dost thou not hear * Am I alone to hear that new melody,
infimtely sweet and consoling, that streams from the depths
of his being, and ravishes me, and penetrates me, and envel-
ops me ?’’ The Insh sorceress, the formidable mistress
of phiiters, the hereditary arbitrator of obscure terrestrial
powers, she who, from the tops of the ship, had -
voked the whirlwinds and tempests, she whose love had
chosen the strongest and most noble of heroes to intovicate
and destroy him, she who had closed the path of glory and
victory to a ‘‘ conqueror of the world,”’ the poisoner, the
homicide, became transfigured by the power of death into
a being of light and of joy, exempt from all impure cov-
etousness, free from all base attachment, throbbing and
respiring 1n the breast of the diffused soul of the universe
“‘ Are not these clearer sounds that murmur 1n my éar the soft
waves of the air ? Must I respire, drink, plunge myself,
slowly dnift 1n the vapors and perfumes ?’*  All 1 her dis-
solved, melted, dilated, returned to the original fluidity, to
the 1mmense elementary ocean 1n which the forms were
born, 1n which the forms disappeared to become renewed
and to be reborn In the Mystic Gulf the transforma-
tions and transfigurations were being accomplished, note by
note, harmony by harmony, without interruption It seemed
as 1f all things there were decomposed, eahaling their
hidden essences, changing 1nto immaterial symbols  Col-
ors never before seen on petals of the most delicate terres-
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trial flowers, perfumes of an almost imperceptible subtlety,
floated there Visions of secret paradises were revealed 1n
a flash of light, the germs of worlds to be born blos-
somed there  And the panicky intoxication ascended,
ascended , the chorus of the Great All covered the umque
human voice. Transfigured, Ysolde entered 1nto the marvel-
lous empire triumphantly, ‘“To lose oneself, to throw
oneself 1nto the abyss, to swoon without consciousness 1
the infinite throbbing of the universal soul * supreme volup-
tuousness."’



CHAPTER 1L

For two entire days the two hermits lived thus amid
great fiction, respired that burmng atmosphere, saturated
themselves with that mortal forgetfulness. They believed
they had transfigured themselves, that they had attained
superior heights of existence. In the vertiginous heights of
their love-dream they believed they equalled the personages
1 the drama. Did it not seem to them that they, too, had
drunk a philter ? Were not they also tormented by a Iim-
itless desire 7 Were they not also linked together by an
indissoluble bond, and did they not often feel 1n volup-
tuousness the horrors of the death-agony, did they not
hear the rumbling of death ? George, like Tristan when
he heard the ancient melody modulated by the shepherd,
found 1n that mustc the direct revelation of an angwsh 1n
which he believed he had at last surprised the true essence of
hus soul and the tragic secret of his destiny, No man could
better penetrate the symbolic and mythical sense of the
philter, and no man better than himself could better meas-
ure the depth of the inner drama, solely inner, in which the
penstve hero had consumed his strength Nor could any
one better understand the despairing cry of the victim.
““That terrible philter which has condemned me to tor-
ture, 22 os 1, T myself, who compounded 11"’

He then undertook the funereal seduction of his mistress.
He wished to slowly persuade her to die, he wished to
entice her to go with him toward a mysterious and comfort-
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able end, during that beautiful Adrmatic summer, full of
transparencies and perfumes. The great phrase of love—
that spread out 1n such a wide circle of light around the
transfiguration of Ysolde—had also enclosed Hippolyte in
1ts charm. She repeated 1t ceaselessly 1n a low tone, some-
times even 1n a loud voice, with signs of exuberant joy.

‘“Wouldn't you like to die such a death as Ysolde’s?”
asked George, with a smule.

**1 would,”” she answered. ‘‘But, on earth, people
don’t die like that.”

*“And if I died ? "’ he went on, always smling. “* Sup-
pose you saw me dead i fact, not wn fancy 2"’

‘I believe I should die, too, but of despair.’’

¢ And suppose I proposed to you to die with me, at the

same time, 1n the same manner ? '’

For a few seconds she remained thoughtful, her eyes cast
down. Then, raising toward the tempter a look full of
all the sweetness of life

 Why die,’’ she said, ““1if I love you, 1f you love me,
if nothing henceforth prevents us from living for ourselves
alone?”’

“Is life sweet to you?'’ he murmured with veiled bit-
terness

““ Yes,”’ she answered, with a sort of vehemence. ¢ Life
is sweet to me because I love you.”’

‘“And 1f I should die?’’ he went on, without a smile,
because once more he felt anse in him the 1nstinctive hos-
ulity agarnst this beautiful, sensual creature who breathed
1n the very air as 1if 1t were happiness

“ You won’t die,”’ she affirmed, with the same assurance.
‘“ You are young, why should you die?”’

In her voice, 1n her attitude, 1n all her person there was
an unusual diffusion of happiness. Her appearance was
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such as living creatures have only at the time their lives
flow harmoniously 1n a temporary equilibrium of all the
energies 1n accord with favorable external conditions.
As at other times, she seemed to blossom 1n the strong sea
air, 1n the coolpess of the summer evenming, and she
recalled one of those magnificent twilight flowers that
open the crown of their petals at sunset.

After a long pause, during which one heard the murmur
of the sea on the shore like the rustling of dry leaves,
George asked

‘ Do you believe in Destiny ? '

““Yes, I do ”’

I'l disposed to the sad gravity toward which George’s
words seemed to tend, she had answered 1n a hight, jesting
tone. Hurt, he retorted quickly and bitterly .

““ Do you know what day thisis ? "’

Perplexed, uneasy, she asked :

‘“What day 1s 1t 2’

He hesitated Up to then he had avoided recalling to
the forgetful woman the annmiversary of Demetrius’s death,
a repugnance that grew every minute prevented him from
uttering that holy name, from evoking outside of the sanc-
tuary that noble image. He felt that he would have pro-
faned his religious sorrow 1n admutting Hippolyte as a par-
ticipant. And what further intensified this feeling was that
he was then passing through one of those frequent periods
of cruel lucidity 1in which he saw in Hippolyte only the
woman of pleasure, the ‘‘ flower of concupiscence,”’ the
Enemy. He contained himself, and, with a sudden and
false laugh.

‘“ Look !’ he cried. ‘¢ There 1s a festival at Ortona.”

He pointed i1n the pale-green distance to the maritime
city that was being crowned with fire.
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‘¢ How strange you are to-day !’’ she said.

Then, looking steadily at him with that singular ex-
pression which she was 1n the habit of assuining when she
wished to appease and soften him, she added

¢ Come here, come and sit by my side.””

He was standing 1n the shadow, on the threshold ot one
of the doors that opened on the loggia  She was seated
outside, on the parapet, clothed 1n a light, white robe, 1n
a languorous pose, her bust outlined aganst the background
of the sea, where still lingered the glints of twilight, and
the profile of her brown head was outlined 1n a zone of lim-
pid amber He seemed as i1f reborn, as 1f he had stepped
out from a close and suffocating place, from an atmosphere
heavy with poisonous exhalations. In George’s eyes she
seemed as if she were evaporating like a vial of perfumes,
were losing the 1deal life accumulated 1n her by the power
of Music, were gradually emptying herself of importunate
dreams, were returning to primitive ammalism

George thought ““ As always, she has done nothing but
recelve and obediently retain the attitudes I have given her.
The 1nner life has always been and will always be factitious
1n her. Directly my suggestion 1s interrupted, she returns
to her own nature, she becomes a woman again, an 1nstru-
ment of low lasciviousness  Nothing will ever change her
substance, nothing will purify her. She has plebeian blood,
and, 1n her blood, God knows what 1gnoble heredities'
But I, too, shall never be able to free myself from the desire
with which she fires me, I can never extirpate 1t from my
flesh. Henceforth, T can neither live with her nor without
her I know I must die, but shall I leave her for a suc-
cessor 7"’ His hate against the unconscious creature had
never bzen aroused with so much violence. He dissected
her pitilessly, with acrimony that astonished even himself.



THE INVINCIBLE 383

It was as 1f he were avenging some 1nfidelity, some disloy-
alty, that had surpassed all the limits of perfidy. He felt
the envious rancor of the shipwrecked sailor who, at the
moment of sinking, sees near him his comrade about to
save mmself, to cling to life agamn. For him that anniver-
sary brought a new confirmation of the decrce which he
already knew was wrrevocable. For him that day was the
Epiphany of Death. He felt that he was no longer master
of himself, he felt the absolute domuination of the fixed
1dea that, from 1instant to instant, might suggest the su-
preme act to him, and, at the same time, communicate the
effective 1mpulsion to his will. And while criminal images
confusedly passed through his brain, ‘‘ Must I die alone ? "’
he repeated to himself. ¢ Must I die alone ?"’

He shuddered when Hippolyte touched his face and
passed her arm around his neck

“Id I fnghten you ? ' she asked

On seeing him disappear 1n the still deepening shadow
of the door, a singular restlessness had seized her, and she
had nisen to embrace him.

¢ Of what are you thinking ?  What's the matter » Why
are you like that to-day ? ”’

She spoke in an insinuating tone, and, still with her
arms about him, she caressed his head. In the obscurnity
he saw the mysterious pallor of that face, the light of those
eyes. An urresistible trembling seized him

““You are trembling! What atls you? What's the
matter ? "’

She disengaged herself, found a candle on the table, and
lit 1it. She went up to him, anxious, took both his hands

“Are you1ll 2"’

‘*Yes,” he stammered. “‘I don’t feel well. This 1s
one of my bad days *’
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This was not the first time she heard him complain of
vague physical suffering, of heavy and wandering pains, of
painful twitchings and tinglings, of vertigos and mightmares.
She believed these sufferings imaginary , she saw 1n them the
effects of habitual melancholy, the excesses of thought, and
she knew no better remedy for them than kisses, 1aughter,
and joyousness.

¢ Where are you suffering? "’

‘“I could not say "’

¢ Oh, I know what 1t 1s. The music excites you too
much  We must have no more for a week.”

‘“ No, we w11l have no more."”’

‘¢ No more "’

She went to the piano, shut the cover over the keys,
locked 1t, and hid the little key.

‘‘ To-morrow we will resume our long walks, we will
spend all morming on the beach Shall we? And now
come 1nto the loggia.”

She drew him toward her with a tender gesture

‘¢ See how beautiful the evening 1s! Smell how the rocks
embalm the air!”

She breathed 1n the briny odor, trembling and clasping
him close

““We have everything to make us happy, and you—how
you will regret these days when they are gone! Time flies.
It w1ll be soon three months that we are here,”’

‘“ Do you already think of leaving me ?’’ he asked, un-
easy, suspiclous

She wanted to reassure him

‘‘ No, no,"”” she replied, ‘‘ notyet But the prolongation
of my absence becomes difficult on account of my mother.
I received only to-day a letter recalling me You know
she needs me. When I am not at home all goes wrong ”’
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“ No. Ishall have to find another pretext. You know that
my mother believes I am here 1n company with an old girl
friend of mine. My sister has helped me, and st1ll helps me,
1n rendering this fiction probable , and, besides, my mother
knows that I need sea-baths, and that, last year, I was 1ll
from not having taken them. Do you remember? I
spent the summer at Caronno, at my sister's. What a hor-
nible summer ! "’

‘ Well, what to do 2™’

‘I can certamnly remain with you this whole month of
August, perhaps also the first week of September "’

“ And after that ?”’

¢ After that you will permit me to return to Rome, and
you will come and rejoin me there. There we will arrange
concerming the future. I have already an 1dea 1n my head.”’

“What 27’

‘I will tell you. But just now let us dine. Aren't
you hungry » "’

The dinner was ready. As usual, in the loggia, the table
was spread 1n the open air. They lit the large lamp.

““ Look !”’ she cried, when the domestic had brought to
the table the steaming soup tureen. *‘ That is Candia’s
work "’

She had asked Candia to make a rustic soup for him,
after the manner of the country—a savory mixture, rich in
ginger, colored, and odorous  She had already tasted 1t sew-
eral fimes, attracted by 1ts odor 1n the houses of the old
people, and she had become greedy for 1t

‘It 1s delicious  You will enjoy 1t.”’

And she filled a bow! full with a gesture of childish greed-
1ness, and she swallowed the first spoonful hastily.

¢ T have never tasted anything more delicious ' "’

25
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She called Candia to praise her work.

“Candia! Candia'”’

The woman showed herself at the foot of the stairway,
laughing

¢ Does the soup please you, signora ? '

““ 1t 1s perfect ”’

“ May 1t change 1nto good blood for you ! *’

And the nane laughter of the enceinte woman arose 1n
the st:ll air.

George took part 1n this gayety, and showed 1t The sud-
den change 1n his humor was evident. He poured out
some wine, and drank 1t at a gulp. He made an effort to
conquer his repugnance to eat, that repugnance which,
latterly, had become so serious that at times he could not
bear the sight of underdone meat.

‘“ You feel better, don’t you '’ asked Hippolyte, lean-
ing toward him, and moving her chair a Iittle to get a
little closer to him

““Yes, T feel better now

He drank again

“Look!'’ she cried ‘“Look at Ortona in holiday
attire !’

Both looked towards the distant city, crowned with fire,
on the hill that stretched along by the shadowy sea.
Groups of fire baloons, like constellations of flame, were
nising slowly in the still air, they seemed to multiply
ceaselessly, they peopled all that part of the sky

My sister 1s at Ortona now. She’s staying with the
Vallereggia, relatives of ours "’

‘¢ Has she written to you ?*’

6 Yes 1

‘““ How happy I should be to see her! She resembles
you. doesn’t she » Christine 1s your favorite.”
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For a few seconds she remained pensive. Then she went
on

‘‘ How happy I should be to see your mother! I have
so often thought of her!"’

And, after another pause, 1n a tender voice.

‘‘ How she must adore yout*’

An unexpected emotion swelled George’s heart, and be-
fore him reappeared the interior vision of the house he had
abandoned, forgotten, and, for a moment, all the past sor-
rows came back to his mind, together with all the painful
pictures his mother’s emaciated face, her eyelids swollen
and reddened by tears, the sweet and heart-breaking remem-
brance of Christine, the sickly child whose large head was
always bent on a breast barren of all but sighs, the
cadaveric mask of the poor 1diotic gormand And the tired
eyes of his mother asked h:m again, as when they separated
¢ For whom are you abandoning me?”’

Again his soul stretched out toward the distant house,
suddenly inclining before 1t like a tree before a squall. And
the secret resolution—made 1n the obscurity of the cham-
ber, between Hippolyte’s arms—iacillated beneath the
shock of an obscure warning when he saw again, 1n mem-
ory, the closed door beluind which was Demetrius’s bed,
when he saw again the mortuary chapel at the corner of
the cemetery, 1n the bluish and solemn shadow of the pro-
tecting mountain

But Hippolyte was speaking, becoming loquacious. As
at other times, she imprudently abandoned herself to her
domestic remimiscences  And he, as at other times, began
to listen, observing with uncasiness certain vulgar lines that
the mouth of this woman fell into, during the abundance
and heat of the discourse, observing, as he had done so often
before, the particular gesture that was habitual to her when
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she was excited, that ungraceful gesture that did not seem
to belong to her  She was saying

‘“You saw my mother one day in the street Do you
remember? What a difference between my mother and my
father' My father was always good and affectionate to us,
incapable of beating us or severely scolding us. My
mother 1s violent, impetuous, almost cruel. Ah, 1f T told
you of the martyrdom of my sister, poor Adrniana' She
always rebelled , and her rebellion exasperated my mother,
who used to beat her until the blood came. I knew enough
to disarm her by recognizing my fault and asking her par-
don Tor all that, with all her severity, she had an im-
mense love for us  Our apartment had a window that led
out on a cistern, and we, 1n play, often used to stand at
this window and draw up the water with a little pail. One
day my mother went out, and by chance we were left
alone A few minutes after, we were surprised to see her
come 1n again, all 1n tears, agitated, upset She took me 1n
her arms and covered me with kisses, sobbing as 1f insane.
In the street she had had a presentiment that I had fallen
from that window.’’

Gceorge saw again, 10 memory, the face of that hystencal
old woman 1n which was exaggerated all the defects of her
daughter's face the development of the lower jaw, the
Iength of the chin, the width of the nostrils  He saw agan
that forehead, like that of a Fury, over which bnstled the
gray hatr, thick and dry, and those dark eyes, deep set beneath
the superciliary nidge, that revealed the fanatic ardor of a
bigot and the ohstinate avarice of an insignificant bourgeoise

*“ You see that scar beneath my chin ?’* went on Hippo-
Iyte  ““ My mother did that. My sister and I went to
school, and we had very nice dresses that we had to take
offi on our return One evening, on going home, I found
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on the table a foot-warmer, that I took to rewarm my frozen
hands. My mother said to me ‘Go and undress!’ I
replied ‘I'm going,” and I continued to warm myself.
She repeated . ‘ Go and undress !’ I repeated ‘I'm going.’
She had in her hand a large brush, and was brushing a
dress I lingered 1n the middle of the room with the foot-
warmer My mother repeated for the third time *‘ Go and
undress!’ And I repeated ‘I'm going.” Furious, she
threw the brush at me. It struck and broke the foot-
warmer A splinter of the handle struck me here, beneath
the chin, and cut a vein The blood flowed. My aunt
ran to me quickly, but my mother neither moved nor
looked at me. The blood flowed. By good fortune they
soon found a surgeon who ligated the vern. My mother
remained obstinately silent ~ When my father came home
and saw me bandaged he asked what was the matter. My
mother, without a word, looked at me fixedly. I replied.
‘I fell down the staircase.” My mother said nothing
As a consequence, I have suffered considerably from that
loss of blood. But how Adriana was beaten '—particularly
on account of Giulio, my brother-in-law. I shall never for-
get a terrible scene.”

She stopped  Perhaps she had just noticed on George’s
face some equniocal sign.

‘1 bore you, don’t I, with all this gossip »"’

““No, no Continue, please Don’t you see I am lis-
tening ? "’

‘e lived then 1n Ripetta, 1n the house of a family of
the name of Angelini, with whom we became very friendly.
Luig: Sergi, the brother of my brother-in-law, Giulio, occu-
pied the lower floor with his wife, Eugenia  Lwigi was
a well-educated man, studious, modest. Eugenia was a
woman of the worst kind  Although her husband made a
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good deal of money, she waz always running him 1nto debt,
and no one knew 1n what manner she spent all the money
Gossip had 1t that 1t went to pay her lovers  She was very
homely, so the story was generally believed My sister had
become attached to Lugemia, I do not know how, and she
was forever going downstairs, on the pretext of taking
lessons 1n French {rom Jaugl.  That displeased my mother,
rendered susprcious by .Angelini’s sisters, old maids, who
pretended to have friendship for the Sergis, Lut who, m
reality, descrted them like dwssurrz, and were happy to be
able to clander them ‘Allowing Adriana to visit the house
of an abandoned woman'’ Hard words increased  But
Eugema always favored Grulio’s and Adriana’s amours
Grulio often came to Rome from Milan on business  And,
one day, just as he was coming, my sister made great haste to
go downstairs My mother forbade her to move. MMy sister
msisted. In the dispute my mother raised her hand. They
seized cach other by the hair. My sister went so far as to
bite her arms, and escaped by the staircase. But as she
knocked at the Scrgl door my mother fell on her, and 1n
the open landing place there was such a scene of violence
as I shall never forget Adriana was brought back home
almost dead  She fell 11l and had convulsions. My
mother, repentant, surrounded her with care, became more
gentle than she cver was before. A few days later, even
before she was entirely cured, Adriana eloped with Giuhio
But that, T believe, I have already told you

And after all this innocent gossip, 1n which she forgot
horself, without suspecting the effect produced on her lover
by her commonplace recollections, she again took to her
interrupted supper.

There was an 1nterval of silence, then she added, smil-
g
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‘“You see what a ternble woman my mother 1s ? You
don’t know, and you can never know, how much she has
tortured me, when the struggle broke out against Awm.
My God! What torture '’

She remained thoughtful for a few moments

George fixed upon the 1mprudent woman a look charged
with hate and jealousy, suffering in that moment all his
sufferings of the past two years With the fragments with
which she had had the imprudence to furnish him, he recon-
structed Hippolyte’s hife in her own circle, not without
attributing to 1t the meanest vulgarnities, not without lower-
mng 1t to the most dishonorable contacts  If the marriage
of the sister took place under the auspices of a nympho-
maniac, under what conditions, as a consequence of what
circumstances, was that of Hippolyte concluded then ? In
what world had her early years been passed * By what
intrigues had she fallen into the hands of the odious man
whose name she bore > And he represented to himself the
hidden and sordid life 1n certain little middle-class homes
of old Rome-—homes that exhaled at the same time a stench
of cooking and the musty smell of a sacnsty, that fer-
mented with the double corruption of the family and the
church. ‘The prediction of -\lphomo Exali returned to his
memory ‘Do you know who your probable successor 1s ?
It 1s Mont, the mercante di campagna  Nontt has money **
It appeared probable to him that Hippolyte would end 1n
that way, by lucrative amours, and that she would have the
tacit consent of her people, gradually allured by an easier
existence, disembarrassed of domestic cares, surrounded
once more by comforts far greater than those which the mat-
rimonial state of their daughter had procured for them
“ Could not I myself make an offer like that, propose that
position frankly to Hippolyte ?'’  She said, the other day,
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that she had something in view for the winter, for the
future. Very well! Could we not arrange 1t ? I am sure
that, after having seriously considered the offer, and the
stability of the position, that sour old woman would not
have much repugnance 1n accepting me as a substitute for
the fugitive son-in-law. Perhaps we should even end by
all becoming a happy family for the end of our days "
The sarcasm wrenched his heart with intolerable cruelty
Nervously he poured out some more wine and drank

‘“ Why are you drinking so much this evening ? ' asked
Hippolyte, looking 1nto his eyes.

1 am thirsty  You are not drinking, are you ? "’

Hippolyte’s glass was empty.

“Dnnk !’ said George, making a gesture as 1f about to
fill her glass

‘“No,"” she answered. ‘I prefer water, as usual No
wine pleases me, except champagne Do you remember,
at Albano, the astomishment of that good Pancrace when
the cork would not pop, and he had to use a corkscrew ?*’

‘“ There must be st1ll several bottles below, in the case.
I will go and find them >’

And George rose quickly.

‘“No, no! Not this evening!?”’

She wanted to retain him. But, as he was preparing to
descend, “‘ I will go, too,’”’ she said

Gayly, lightly, she descended with him 1nto a room on
the ground floor that served as a store-rcom

Candia hastened to them with a lamp. They searched at
the bottom of the case and recovered two bottles with sil-
vered necks, the last

‘‘ Here they are !’ exclaimed Hippolyte, already excited
sensually. *‘ Here they are. Two more.”’

She lifted them up, brilliant, toward the lamp.
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“ Tet us go.”

She ran out laughing, ascended the stairs, placed the
bottles on the table For a few seconds she sat as if be-
wildered, panting somewhat Then she shook her head.

‘¢ Look at Ortona ' "’

She stretched out her hand toward the distant town, beau-
tiful 1n ats gala dress, and which seemed to be wafting 1ts
joy as far as where she sat. A crimson glare was spread
over the top of the hill as over an active crater, and from
the lighted area kept rising innumerable balloons in the
deep azure, dnfting in vast circles, presenting a picture
of an 1mmense 1lluminated dome reflected by the sea.

On the table, rich 1n flowers, fruits, and sweetmeats, the
nmght-moths were whirling The froth from the generous
wine splashed over the rush mats.

“I drink to our happiness!’’ she said, lifting her glass
toward her lover

¢ I drink to our peace'’’ he said, holding out his own.

The glasses clashed together so roughly that both were
broken. The golden wine was spilled on the table, 1nun-
dated a pile of fine, succulent peaches.

““A good omen' A good omen!’ cned Hippolyte,
more merry at this sprinkling than if she had drunk deeply.

And she placed her hand on the wet fruit piled before
her. They were magnificent peaches, of a deep crimson on
one side asif the nsing sun had pamted them on seeing
them hanging ripe on the branch. That strange dew seemed
to revivify them.

‘“ What a marvel '’ she said, taking the most luxurious
one.

Without removing the skin, she bit 1t greedily. Tle
jwice ran from the corners of her mouth, yellow as hquid
honey.
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‘‘ You bite now!"’

She held the streamming peach out to her lover, with the
same gesture she had offered him the rest of the bread be-
neath the oak 1n the twilight of the first day

That recollection awoke 1mn George’s memory, and he
felt a desire to speak of 1t

‘‘ Do you remember,”’ he said, ‘‘ do you remember the
first evening, when you bit the bread fresh from the oven,
and you gave 1t me all warm and humid ?» Do you remem-
ber » How good 1t seemed to me '’

‘1 remember everything Can I forget the slightest
mcident of that day ?”’ .

She saw again, 1n 1magination, the path all strewn with
furze, the fresh and delicate homage shed on her path.
For a few moments she remained silent, absorbed by that
vision of poesy

 The furze !’ she murmured, with an unexpected smile
of regret.

Then she added

“ Do you remember ®» The entire hill was clothed 1n
yellow, and the perfume gave one vertigo.’’

‘““Dnink ' said George, pouring the sparkling wine 1nto
the new glasses

I drink to the coming springtime of our love !’ said
Hippolyte

And she drank to the last drop

George 1mmediately refilled her empty glass

She put her fingers 1nto a box of /wkoumes, asking :

“ Will you have amber or pink ?**

They were Oriental confections sent to them by Adolpho
Astorgr—a sort of elastic paste colored amber and pink,
and powdered with pistache, and so perfumed that they gave
to the mouth the 1llusion of a fleshy flower rich 1n honey.
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‘¢ Who knows where the Don _Juan 1s now ? '’ said George,
on recenving the sweetmeat from Hippolyte’s fingers, white
with sugar

And over his soul passed the mnostalgia of the distant
1sles, the 1sles embalmed by the mastic, and which at the
very moment, perhaps, were sending all the:r nocturnal
delights on the breeze to swell the great sail.

Hippolyte detected the note of regret in George's words :

‘“So you prefer to be on board, away over there, with
your friend, rather than here alone with me ?’’ she said.

¢ Neither here nor there. Somewhere else!’”’ he re-
plied smiling, 1n a bantering tone.

And he rose to offer his lips to his companzon.

She gave him a long kiss, with her mouth all sticky and
covered with the sugar of the st1ll unswallowed dox-bon, while
the moths whirled round about them.

‘“You do not drink,’’ he said after the kiss, his voice
shightly changed.

She emptied the glass at a draught.

““Tt1s almost warm,’’ said she, as she laid 1t down.
‘Do you remember the iced champagne at Damieli’s 1n
Venice ? Oh, how I love to see 1t flow slowly, slowly, 1n
thick flakes!’’

When she spoke of the things that pleased her or of the
caresses that she preferred, she had 1n her voice a singular
delicacy, to modulate the syllables, her lips moved 1n a
manner that expressed profound sensuality Now, 1n every
one of these words, 1n each of these movements, George
found a motif of the keenest suffering That sensuality
which he had himself aroused in her he believed had
now come to the point where desire, untinng and tyran-
nical, could no longer support any bridle and claimed
immediate satisfaction Hippolyte appeared to him like
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a woman irresistibly addicted to pleasure 1n all its forms,
no matter what degradation 1t might cost her. When
he had gone away, or when she had tired of his “ love,”
she would accept the most generous and most practical offer
Perhaps she would even succeed 1n raising the price very
high  Where, 1n fact, could a rarer instrument of voluptu-
ousness be found ?  She possessed at present every seduc-
tion and every science , she had that beauty which strikes men
at sight, which disturbs them, which awakens 1n their blood
1mplacable covetousness , she had feline elegance of person,
refined taste 1n dress, exquisite art in colors and styles that
harmonized with her grace, she had learned to modulate, 1n
avoice suave and warm as the velvet of her eyes, the slow
syllables that evoked dreams and lulled pain, she bore
1n the depths of her being a secret malady that seemed
at times to mysteriously 1llumine her sensibility, she had,
by turns, the languors of the malady and the vehemence of
health, and, finally, she was barren  United 1n her, then,
were the sovereign virtues that destine a woman to dominate
the world by the scourge of her impure beauty. Passion
had refined and complicated these virtues. She was now at
the zemith of her power If, all at once, she found herself
free and untrammelled, what road would she choose 1n Iife ?
George had no longer the slightest doubt , he knew what that
choice would be  He was confirmed 1n the certitude that
his influence over her was bounded by the senses and by
certain factitious attitudes of her mind. The plebeian foun-
dation had persisted, impenetrable 1n 1ts thickness. He
was convinced that this plebeian foundation would permit
her to adapt herself without compunction to the contact of
a lover who would not be distingmshed by any supenor
qualities, physical or moral 1n short, a commonplace
lover. And, while he filled her empty glass again with the
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wine she preferred, the wine that one uscs to enliven secret
suppers, to animate hittle modern orgies behind closed doors,
he attributed, 1n 1magination, attitudes of outrageous 1m-
modesty to *‘ the pale and voracious Roman, incomparable
in the art of tiring the loins of men.”’

‘‘ How your band trembles,’’ observed Hippolyte, looking
at 1t.

““ 1t's true,” he said, with a2 convulsion that simulated
gayety “I think I've already had too much. Why don’t
you dnink » That’s not fair

She laughed, and drank for the third time, filled with a
childish joy at the thought of getting tipsy, at feeling her
intelligence become gradually obscured  The fumes of
the wine were already operating in her. The hysterical
demon began to move her.

‘‘ See how sunburnt my arms are!’’ she cnied, drawing
her large sleeves up to the elbows. ¢‘Just look at my
wrists !7’

Although she was a carnation brunette, of a warm, dull-
gold color, the skin at her wrists was extremely transparent
and of a strange pallor The sun had burnt the parts ex-
posed , but on the under side the wrists had remained pale.
And on that fine skin, through that pallor, the veins shone
through, subtle, and yet very visible, of an intense azure
slightly approaching a violet. George had often repeated
the words of Cleapatra to the messenger from Italy ‘¢ Here
are my bluest verns to kiss "’

Hippolyte held out her wrists to him and said

“ Kiss them ! "’

He seized one, and made a motion with his knife as 1f
about to cut 1t off.

She dared him to.

¢ Cut, 1f you want to I won't move.”



398 1HE IRIUMPH U¥ usAain’™

During the gesture ke looked fixedly at the delicate
blue network on her skin, so clearly defined that 1t seemed
to belong to another body, to the body of a blond woman.
And that singulanty attracted him, tempted him zsthet-
ically by the suggestion of a tragic 1mage of beanty

¢“ It 1s your vulnerable spot,”” he said with a smile. “ It
is a sure indication. You will die from cut veins. Give
me the other hand.”’

He placed the two wrists together, and again made a ges-
ture as to cut them off with a single blow. The complete
image arose 1n his 1magination. On the marble threshold of
a door, full of shadow and expectation, the woman who was
about to die appeared, extending her naked arms, and at
the extremities of the arms, from the slashed veins, spouted
and palpitated two red fountains. And, between these red
fountains, the face slowly assumed a supernaturai pallor, the
cavities of the cyes were filled with an infinite mystery, the
phantom of an 1nexpressible word was outlined on the
closed mouth. All at once the double jet ceased to flow.
The cxsanguined body fell backwards like a mass, 1n the
shadow.

*“'Tell me your dream "’ begged Hippolyte, seeing him
absorbed.

He described the 1mage to her.

¢ Very beautiful,’’ said she, with admairation, as if before
an engraving,

And she hit a cigarette  She puffed a wave of smoke
from betwecen her lips against the lamp around which the
mght-moths were whirling.  She watched for a moment
the agitation of the httle variegated wings betwcen the
moving veils of the cloud.  Then she turned toward Ortona,
which scintillated with fire. She arose and raised her eyes
to the stars,



1HE INVINUIBLE™ _39—9

‘‘ How warm the night 1s!'' she said, breathing heavily
* Aren’t you warm too ? '’

She threw away her cigarette  Again <he uncovered her
arms She came close to him, she suddenly threw s
head back, she enveloped him 1n a long caress her mouth
ghided over all lus face, langmishing and ardent, 1n a mul-
tiple kiss  Feline-like, she clung to him, entwined him,
and with an almost 1nexplicable mosement, agile and fur-
tive, she seated herself on his hnees, intoaicating him with
the perfume of her skin, that perfume, at once 1mitating and
delicious, that always had the same eaxhlarating effect on
him as the scent of the tuberose

Every fibre of his being trembled, hike a few moments
before when she had clasped him ardently in the room
filled with the last shadows of twilight. She noticed his
emotion and 1t aroused desire 1n her  Her hands becams
bold.

‘“No, no, let me be '’ he stammered, repulsing her.
‘ We shall be seen.”

She tore herself away. She tottered shghtly, and ap-
peared really influenced by the wine It seemed as though
a nust, passing over her eyes and 1nto her brain, obscured
her sight and thought. She put her hands to her forchead
and burning cheeks
‘“ How warm it 1s ! *’ she sighed. “‘I wish I had nothing
on"

Possessed from now on by that one fixed 1dea, George
repeated to himself. ““ Must I die alone ?””  As the fatal
hour drew nearer, the deed of violence seemed more neces-
sary  Behind him, 1n the shadow in the bedroom, he
heard the ticktack of the clock, he heard the rhvthmic
blows of a flax-brake on a distant field These two sounds,
cadenced and dissimilar, intensified 1n him the sensation
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of the fight of time, gave him a sort of anxious ter-
TOr.

““ Look at Ortona aflame!’’ cried Hippolyte. ‘¢ What
a number of rockets ! "’

The festive city 1lluminated the sky. Innumerable sky-
rockets, parting from a central point, spread out 1n the sky
Iike a broad golden fan, that slowly, from top to bottom,
dissolved 1nto a shower of scattered sparks, and, suddenly,
1n the midst of the golden rain, a new fan was formed, entire
and splendid, to dissolve again and reform again, while
the waters reflected the changing picture. One heard a
low crepitation, like a distant fusilade, interspersed with
deeper reports that followed the explosions of multi-colored
bombs 1n the heights of the sky  And at every report the
city, the port, the great stretched-out mole, appeared 1n a
different hight, fantastically transfigured

Uprnight against the parapet, Hippolyte admired the
spectacle, and saluted the brighter splendors with exclama-
tions of delight From time to time it spread over her
person like the reflection of a fire.

‘“She 15 overencited, a little inebriated, ready {or any
madness,’’ thought George as he watched her ‘I could
suggest a walk, which she has often wanted to tike to go
through onc of the tunncls by the light of a torch. [ would
go down to the Trabocco to get a torch. She could wait
for me at the end of the bridge I would lead her then to
the tunnel by a path that I know. I would manage that the
train should come upon us while we weie 1n the tunnel—
foolhardiness, accident.”’

The 1dea secmed to hum easy of realization. 1t had
presented 1tself to his imagination with extraordinary clear-
ness, as 1f 1t had formed an integral part of his conscious-
ness since that first day when, before the shining rails, he
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recerved the first confused] glimmes iom thew  ** She must
die teo T His resolution bed une stiebistie ned, niumatable.
H: bheard behind o the nieking of the cll Hefelt a
tee! 02 of 1ntense ansiety lir could not inoster Ttwas get-
timr late  Perlugs ther: was seatcely tiae for themn to go
down. He must act without delay, assure lumscll 1mme-
diately as to the precise time indicated by the clock  But
it seemed 1mpossible for him to rise from his chair, 1t
seemed to him that 1f he spoke to her carelessly, his speech
would fail htm.

He started to his feet as he heard in the distance the
well-known rumbling Too late! And Jus heart beat so
fast that he believed he would die of anguish as he heard
the rumbling and whistling draw nearer.

Hippolyte turned.

“The train!”’ she said. ‘‘ Come and see!™

He went, and she encircled his neck with her bare arm,
leaning on his shoulder

‘¢ It 1s entering the tunnel,’’ she said again, prompted by
the difference 1n sound.

In George’s cars the rumbling increased 1n a frightful
manner He saw, as in a hallucination, his mistress and
himself beneath the dark roof, the rapd approach of the
headlight in the dark, the short struggle on the 1uls, the
simultaneous fall, the bodies crushed by the hornible vio-
lence, and, at the same time, he felt the contact of the
supple womap, caressing, always trrumphant,  And, added
to the physical horror of this barbarous destruction, he felt
an exasperated rancor against her who seemrd 10, escape
his hate.

Both leaning agaimnst the parapet, they wutclLed the
deafening train, rapid and simister, that shook the house to
1ts very foundations, and even imparted the shock to them,

26
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‘At mght,"”” said Hippolyte, pressing still closer to
him, “I'm afraid when the train shakes the house as
it passes. Aren't you, too? I have often felt you
tremble.”’

He did pot hear her. An immense tumult stirred his
whole being, 1t was the rudest and most obscure agitation
that his soul had ever experienced. Incoherent thoughtsand
1mages whirled 1n his brain, and his heart writhed beneath
a thousand cruel punctures. But one fixed 1mage domi-
nated all the others, 1nvaded the centre of his soul. What
was he doing at this hour five years before ? He was
holding vigil over a cadaver, he was contemplating a face
hidden beneath a black veil, a long, pale hand

Hippolyte’s restless hands touched him, crept into his
hair, tickled his neck. On his neck, on his ear, he felta
warm mouth. Wrth an instinctive motion that he could not
repress, he drew aside, walked away. She laughed that sin-
gular laugh, 1romical and 1mmodest, which burst out and
resounded from between her teeth whenever her lover re-
fused himself to her. And under this obsession he heard
once more the slow and limpid syllables ¢ For fear of my
kisses 1"’

A low crepitation, mingled with the distinct reports, st1ll
came from the festive town The fireworks were beginning
again.

Hippolyte turned toward the spectacle,

““Look! One would think that Ortona were on fire.’

A vast crimson glare lit up the heavens and was reflected
1 the waters, and 1n the midst of the light the profile of
the flaming town was outlined. The rockets burst overhead
like splendid large roses.

¢ Shall I live through this might ?  Shall I recommence
to live to-morrow ?  And how long ? A disgust, bitter as.
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a nausea, an almost savage hate, arose from his heart at
the thought that the following might he would again have
that woman near him on the same pillow, that he would
again hear the breathing of the sleeping woman, that he
would again smell the odor and feel the contact of that
heated skin, and then that the day would break again and
pass by 1n the usual 1dleness, amidst the torture of perpetual
alternatives.

A burst of light struck him, attracted his gaze to the
spectacle outstde A vast pink lunary lLight blossomed
over the festive town, and yonder, on the shore, 1lluminated
the succession of [ittle indented bays and jutting points
as far as the sight could reach. Cape Moro, the Nic-
chiola, the Trabocco, the rocks, near or distant, as far as
the Vasto Point, appeared a few seconds in the immense
mrradiation.

““ The promontory ! '’ suggested a secret voice to George
suddenly, while his gaze was carried to the heights crowned
by the twisted olive-trees.

The white light faded away. The distant town became
silent, still outlined against the shadows by its illumina-
tions In the silence, George perceived again the oscilla-
tions of the pendulum and the rhythmic beats of the flax
brake But now he was master of his anguish, he felt
himself stronger and his mind clearer.

‘¢ Shall we go out a little ?’’ he asked Hippolyte, in a
slightly changed voice  “‘We'll go to some spot 1n the
open, we’ll stretch ourselves out on the grass, and breath
in the fresh air. Look! The might 1s almost as light as 1f
1t were full moon.”’

“ No, no, let us stay here '’ she answered nonchalantly.

“It's not late. Are you sleepy already ? 1 cannot go
to bed too early, you know. I do not sleep, I suffer. 1
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would gladly take a little walk  Come, do not be so lazy!
You could come just as you are.”

“ No, no, let us stay here.”

And, once more, she passed her bare arms around his
neck, languwishing, seized by desire.

‘““Let us stay here Come indoors, let us lie down a
little Come!”’

She tried to coax him, to entice him, seized by desire
that became all the fiercer as she noticed George's re<st-
ance. She was all ardor, and her beauty was at 1ts best,
1lluminated as by a torch. Her long, serpentine body
trembled through her thin wrapper Her large dark eyes
shed the fascinating charm of the supreme hours of passion
She was the sovereign Sensualism repeating ‘“ I am forever
the unconquered I am stronger than your thought  The
odor of my skin has the power to dissolve a world 1n you.”

“ No, no, I do not want to,” declared George, seizing
her wnists with an almost brutal violence that he could not
moderate.

¢ Ah! you don’t want to?’’ she echoed mockingly,
amused by the struggle sure of conquering, incapable of
giving way 1n her caprice.

He regretted his roughness. To draw her into the snare,
he must be mild and coaxing, must simulate ardor and ten-
derness. After that, he would certainly 1nduce her to take
the nocturnal walk—the last walk. But, on the other hand,
he also felt the absolute necessity of not losing that nervous
momentary energy that was indispensable for the approach-
ing achion.

““Ah!' So you don’t want to > she repeated, throwing
her bare arms about him, gazing up at him, looking nto
the depths of his eyes with a species of repressed frenzy.

George permitted himself to be led into the room.
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Then all the Enemy’s feline lasciviousness broke loose
over him whom she believed already vanquished. She let
down her hair, loosened her dress, permitted her natural
perfume to be exhaled like a shrub of odonferous flowers.
She seemed to realize that she must disarm this man, that
she must enervate him, and that she must crush him to pre-
vent him from becoming dangerous.

George felt he was lost. Once more the Enemy bhad
asserted her superiornty.

Suddenly she was seized with laughter, nervous, frantic,
ungovernable, lugubrious as the laughter of the insane.

Frightened, he let her go. He looked at her with mani-
fest horror, thinking, ‘‘ Is this madness ?*’

She laughed, laughed, laughed, writhing, hiding her face
m her hands, biting her fingers, holding her sides, she
laughed, laughed 1n spite of herself, shaken by long, sono-
rous hiccoughs.

At 1ntervals, she stopped for a second ; then recommenced
with renewed violence. And nothing was more lugubrious
than these mad laughs i1n the silence of the magmficent
night.

“ Don’t be afraid! Don’t be afraxd !*’ she said, during
the pauses, at the sight of her perplexed and frightened
lover ‘““Iam calmer now. Go out, please. Please go
out '’

He went back on the loggia, as if in a dream. Never-
theless, his brain retained a strange lucidity and strange
wakefulness. All his acts, all his perceptions had for him
the unreality of a dream, and assumed at the same time a
signification as profound as that of an allegory. He still
heard behind him the 1ll-repressed laughter, he retained
still 1o his fingers the sensation of the impure thing  He
saw above and around him the beauty of the summer even-
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mg He knew what was on the point of being accom-
plished

The laughs ccased  Again, 1n the silence, he perceived
the wvibrations of the pendulum and the beats of the flax
brake on the distant area. A groan coming from the
house of the old people made him shudder 1t was the pain
of her who was now 1n childbirth

¢ All must be accomplished !’ he thought.

And, turning, he crossed the threshold with a firm
step.

Hippolyte lay upon the sofa, recomposed, pale, her eyes
half-closed. At the approach of her lover, she smiled.

‘¢ Come, sit down !’’ she murmured, with a vague gesture.

He bent over her, and saw tears between her eyelashes.

‘ Are you suffering ?’’ he asked.

1 feel a shght suffocation. 1 have a weight here, as
if a ball were nising and falling *’

She pointed to the centre of her chest Hesaid ‘““Itis
suffocating 1n this room. Make an effort, and get up. Let
us go out  The air w1ll do you good. Come !’

He rose, and held out his hands. She gave him hers, and
et him raise her When on her feet, she shook her head to
throw back her hair, which was still untied. Then she
bent down to search for her lost hairpins.

“ Where can they be ?’

‘ What are you looking for ? "’

¢ My hairpins "’

‘¢ Let them be! You'll find them to-morrow.’”

‘¢ But I need them to fasten my hair *’

““ Leave your hair as 1t 1s It pleases me that way."’

She smiled  They went out into the loggia  She raisea
her face towards the stars and breathed the perfume of the
summer night.
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‘ You see how beautiful the might is!'’’ said George, 1n
a hoarse yet gentle voice.

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

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

He seemed to hang on Hippolyte’s lips.

“No,no Let usremain here. You see 1n what a state
Iam!”

“ What does that matter® Who will see you? We
shall not meet a living soul at tlus hour Come as you
arec I'd go without my hat. The country 15 almost like
a garden for us  Let us go down.”

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

‘ Let us go down,’’ she finally consented.

At these words, George felt as 1f his heart had ceased to
beat

With an 1nstinctive movement he approached the thresh-
old of the 1lluminated room He cast toward the interior
a look of angwish, a look of farewell. A hurricane of rec-
ollections arose 1n his distracted soul.

‘¢ Shall we leave the lamp lit ? ' he asked, without think-
mg of what he was saying

And his own voice gave him an 1ndefinable sensation as
of some distant and strange thing.

‘¢ Yes,” answered Hippolyte

They weat down

On the staircase they took each other by the hand,
slowly descending step by step  George made so violent
an effort to repress his anguish that the effort caused 1: Avm
a sttange exaltation He considered the immensity of the
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nocturnal sky, and believed 1t to be filled by the intensity
of s own Life.

They perceived on the parapet of the courtyard the shadow
of a man, motionless and silent. They recognized old
Colas.

““You here at this hour, Colas ®’’ said Hippolyte.
‘¢ Are you not sleepy ? "’

“I am keeping vigil for Candia, who 1s 1n childbirth,”’
responded the old man.

¢ And 1s everything going well ?*?

““Yes, very well.”

The door of the habitation was lit up.

“Wait a minute,”” said Hippolyte. ‘I want to see
Candia "’

““No, do not go there now,” begged George. ‘“You
will see her on your return.”’

““That 1s so, I will see her on my return. Good-by,
Colas.”

She stumbled as she entered the path.

¢ Take care,’”” cautioned the shadow of the old man.

George offered her his arm.

‘ Do you want to lean on me ?”’

She took George’s arm.

They walked several steps 1n silence.

The might was bright, glorious 1n all directions. The
Great Bear shone on their heads 1n all 1ts sextuple mystery.
Silent and pure as the heaven above, the Adnatic gave as
the only 1ndication of 1ts existence 1ts respiration and its
perfume

*“ Why do you hurry so ?'' asked Hippolyte.

George slowed down his step. Dominated by a single
thought, pursued by the necessity of the act, he had only
_ a confused consciousness for everything else. His inner
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life seemed to disintegrate, to decompose, to dissolve in
a heavy fermentation that invaded even the deepest depths
of his being, and brought to the surface shapeless fragments,
of diverse nature, as little recogmzable as 1f they had not
belonged to the life of the same man.

All these strange, inextricable, abrupt, violent things
he vaguely perceinved, as 1if 1n a half-slumber, while at the
same time one single point in his brain retained an extra-
ordinary lucidity, and, 1n a ngid line, gmided him toward
the fatal act.

‘ How melancholy the sound of the flax brake in that
field 1s,” said Happolyte, stopping. “All might long
they beat the flax. Does that not make jou feel melan-
choly 7"’

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

‘¢ Do you recall, at Albano, the pavers who were beating
the pavement from morning to night beneath our win-
dow ? "’

Her voice was veiled with sadness, somewhat tired.

¢ We became accustomed to that noise.”’

She stopped, restless.

¢ Why do you keep turning around ? "’

‘1t seems to me that I hear a man walking barefoot,”
responded George 1n a low voice. ‘¢ Let us stop.”

They stopped, listened.

George was under the empire of the same horror that had
frozen him 1n front of the door of the funereal chamber. All
his being trembled, fascinated by the mystery, he seemed
to have already crossed the confines of an unknown world.

¢¢ It 1s Giardino,’’ said Hippolyte, on percerving the dog,
which approached. ‘“ He has followed us.”

And, several times, she called the faithful animal, which
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came running up friskily. She bent down to caress him,
spoke to him 1n the special tone she habitually used when
she petted animals she was fond of.

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

The grateful amimal rolled in the dust.

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

‘¢ Come, come, we’ll soon be there,”’ he said, preced-
ng her 1n the direction of the olive-trees, whitened by the
moonlight and stars

He halted on the edge of the plateau, and turned around
to assurc himself that she was following him. Once more
he gazed around him distractedly, as 1f to embrace the
1mage of the might. It seemed to him that, on this pla-
teau, the silence had become more profound. Only the
rhythmic beats of the flax brake could be heard from the
distant fields.

““Come !’ he repeated 1n a clear voice, strengthened by
a sudden energy.

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

This edge formed a circular projection, entirely free 1n
every direction, without any kind of railing. George pressed
his hands on hus knees, bent his body forward on this support,
and advanced his head cautiously. He examined the rocks
below him, he saw a cormner of the sandy beach. The little



THE INVINCIBLE 411

corpse stretched out on the sand reappeared to him.
There appeared to him also the blackish spot he had seen
with Hippolyte from the heights of the Pincio, at the
foot of the wall, and he heard again the answers of the
teamster to the greenish-looking man, and, confusedly
all the phantoms of that distant afternoon repassed betore
his soul.

¢“ Take care '’ cried Hippolyte, as she came up to him.
““ Take care !’

The dog barked among the olive-trees.

¢ Do you hear me, George ? Come away !’

The promontory fell perpendicularly down to the black
and deserted rocks, around which the water scarcely moved,
splashing feebly, rocking 1n 1ts slow undulations the refiec-
tions of the stars.

“ George! George'”

‘‘ Have no fear!’’ he said 1 a hoarse voice. ¢ Come
nearer! Come! Come and see the fishermen, fishing by
torchlight among the rocks ”’

‘“No, no'! I am afraid of vertigo "’

“ Come! I will hold you.”

‘“ No, no.”

She seemed frozen by the unusual tone in George's
voice, and a vague fright commenced to 1nvade her.

[11 Come i»

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

“No! no!' no!”

She resisted with furious energy.

She succeeded 1n disengaging herself, jumped back,
panting and trembling.
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‘“ Are you mad ?"’ she cried, choked by anger. *f Are
you mad ? "’

But when she saw him come after her without speaking a
word, when she felt herself seized with more brutal vio-
lence and dragged again toward the precipice, she under-
stood all, and a great, simster flash of light struck tesror to
her soul.

““No, George, no! Let me be' Let me be! Only
one minute! Listen! Listen' One minute' I wanito
tell you—""

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

“One minute! Iasten! I love you! Forgive me!
Forgive me !’

She stammered 1ncoherent words desperately, feeling her-
self becoming weaker, losing her ground, seeing death
before her.

¢ Assassin '’ she then shrieked, furious.

And she defended herself with her nails, with her teeth,
like a beast.

‘¢ Assassin ! *’ she shrieked, as she was seized by the hair}
thrown to the ground on the edge of the precipice, lost.

The dog barked at the tragic group.

It was a br:ef and fierce struggle, like the sudden outburst
of supreme hate which, up to then, had been smouldenng,
unsuspected, 1n the hearts of implacable enemies.

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