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THE SPHINX; 
 
OR, 
 
"JULIA DE TRECOEUR." 
 
By OCTAVE FEUILLET 
 
 
CHAPTER I. 
 
"A BALEFUL AFFECTION." 
 
All those who, like ourselves, knew Raoul de Trecoeur during his 
early youth, believed that he was destined to great fame. He had 
received quite remarkable gifts from nature; there are left from him 
two or three sketches and a few hundred verses that promised a 
master; but he was very rich, and had been very badly brought up; he 
soon gave himself up to dilettanteism. A perfect stranger, like most 
men of his generation, to the sentiment of duty, he permitted himself 
to be recklessly carried away by his instincts, which, fortunately for 
others, were more ardent than hurtful. Therefore was he generally 
pitied when he died, in the flower of his age, for having loved and 
enjoyed immoderately everything that he thought pleasant. 
 
The poor fellow, they said, never did any harm but to himself; which, 
in point of fact, was not the exact truth. Trecoeur had married, at the 
age of twenty-five, his cousin, Clotilde Andree de Pers, a modest and 
graceful person who had of the world nothing but its elegance. 
Madame de Trecoeur had lived with her husband in an atmosphere of 
unhealthy storms, where she felt out of place, and, as it were, 
degraded. He tormented her with his remorse almost as much as he 
did with his faults. He looked upon her, and justly, as an angel, and 
wept at her feet when he had betrayed her, lamenting that he was 
unworthy of her; that he was the victim of his temperament, and that 
he had been born in a faithless age. He threatened once to kill himself 
in his wife's boudoir if she did not forgive him; she forgave him, of 
course. All this dramatic action disturbed Clotilde in her resigned 
existence. She would have preferred that her misery should have been 
more quiet and less declamatory. 
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All the friends of her husband had been in love with her, and had built 
great hopes upon her forlorn condition, but unfaithful husbands do not 
always make guilty wives. The reverse is rather more frequently the 
case, so little is this poor world submitted to the rules of logic. In 
short, Madame de Trecoeur, after her husband's death was left forlorn, 
exhausted, and broken down, but spotless. 
 
From this melancholy union, a daughter had been born, named Julia, 
and whom her father, notwithstanding all Clotilde's efforts of 
resistance, had spoilt to excess. Monsieur de Trecoeur's idolatry for 
his daughter was well-known, and the world, with its habitual 
weakness of judgment, forgave him readily his scandalous existence 
in consideration of that merit, which is not always a great one. It is 
not, indeed, a very difficult matter to love one's children; it is 
sufficient for that not to be a monster. The love that one has for them 
is not in itself a virtue; it is a passion which, like all others, may be 
good or bad, as one is its master or its slave. It may even be thought 
that there is no passion which may be more than this one, pregnant 
with good or with evil. 
 
Julia seemed splendidly gifted; but her ardent and precocious 
disposition had been developed, thanks to the paternal education, as in 
the primeval forest, wholly at random. She was small in person, dark 
and pale, lithe and slender, with large blue eyes full of fire, unruly 
black hair, and superbly arched eyebrows. Her habitual air was 
reserved and haughty; nevertheless she laid aside, at home, these 
majestic appearances to frolic on the carpet. She played games of her 
own invention. She translated her history lessons into little dramas 
interspersed with speeches to the people, dialogues, music, and 
particularly chariot-races. In spite of her serious countenance, she 
could be very funny at times, and made cruel fun of those she did not 
like. 
 
She manifested for her father a passionate predilection, singularly 
mitigated by the sentiments of tender pity which her mother's 
unhappiness inspired in her youthful heart. She saw her weep often; 
she would then throw herself upon the floor, curled up at her feet, and 
there remain for hours, motionless and dumb, looking at her with 
moist eyes, and drinking from time to time a tear from her cheek. 
 
She had apparently caught, as many children do, some echoes of the 
domestic woes. Doubtless her quick intellect appreciated her father's 
wrong-doings; but her father--that handsome gentleman, so witty, 
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generous, and wild--she worshiped him; she was proud to be his 
daughter; she palpitated with joy when he clasped her to his heart. She 
could neither judge him nor blame him; he was a superior being. She 
contented herself with pitying and consoling, as best she could, that 
gentle and charming creature who was her mother, and who suffered. 
 
Within the circle of Madame de Trecoeur's acquaintances, Julia 
simply passed for a little plague. The dear madames, as she called 
them, who formed the ornament of her mother's Thursdays, related 
with bitterness to each other the scenes of comical imitation with 
which the child followed their entrance and their departure. The men 
considered themselves fortunate when they did not carry off a bit of 
paper or silk on the back of their coats. All this amused Monsieur de 
Trecoeur extremely. When his daughter performed with half a dozen 
chairs some of those Olympian races that knocked every piano in the 
neighborhood out of tune-- 
 
"Julia!" he would exclaim, "you don't make noise enough. Smash a 
vase." 
 
And a vase she did smash; whereupon her father kissed her with 
enthusiasm. 
 
This method of education assumed a graver character as the child 
grew older. Her father's affection became shaded with a species of 
gallantry. He took her with him to the Bois, to the races, to the theater. 
She had not a fancy that he did not anticipate and gratify. At thirteen 
years of age, she had her horse, her groom, and a carriage bearing her 
monogram. Already ill, and having perhaps a presentiment of his 
death, the unfortunate man overwhelmed that beloved daughter with 
the tokens of his baleful affection. He was thus blunting all her tastes 
by too precocious satiety, as if he had intended to leave her no taste 
save for the forbidden fruit. 
 
Julia wept over him with furious transports, and preserved for his 
memory a fervid worship. She had a private room which she filled 
with the portraits of her father and with a thousand personal souvenirs, 
around which she kept up flowers. 
 
Madame de Trecoeur, like the greater number of young girls who 
marry their cousins, had married very young. She was left a widow at 
twenty-eight, and her mother, the Baroness de Pers, who was still 
living, and who was even of the liveliest, was not long in suggesting 
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discreetly to her the propriety of a second marriage. After having 
exhausted the practical and, in fact, quite sensible reasons that seemed 
to urge that course, the baroness then came down to the sentimental 
reasons: 
 
"In good faith, my poor child," she said, "you have not had, up too this 
time, your just share of happiness in this world. I would not speak ill 
of your husband, since he is dead; but, entre nous, he was a horrid 
brute. Mon Dieu! charming at times, I grant you,--since I have been 
caught myself--like all worthless scamps! but in fact, beastly, beastly! 
Well, certainly, I shall not undertake to say that marriage is ever a 
state of perfect bliss; nevertheless it is the best thing that has been 
imagined up to this time, to enjoy life decently among respectable 
people. You are in the flower of your age--you are quite good-
looking, quite--and, by the way, it will do you no harm to wear your 
skirts a little higher up behind, with a proper sort of bustle; for you 
don't even know what they wear now, my poor pet. Here, look! It's 
horrible, I know; but what can we do? we must not attract attention. In 
short, what I meant to tell you is that you still have all that is 
necessary, and even more than is necessary, to fix a husband--if 
indeed there are any that can be fixed, which I hope is the case--
otherwise, we should have to despair wholly of Providence, if it did 
not have some compensation in store for us after all our trials. It is 
already a manifest sign of its kindness that you should have recovered 
your embonpoint, my darling! Kiss your mother. Come, now, when is 
our pretty little woman going to be married?" 
 
There was no maternal exaggeration whatever in the compliments 
which the baroness was addressing to Clotilde. All Paris looked upon 
her with the same eyes as her mother. She had never been so attractive 
as now, and she had always been infinitely so. Her person, reposed in 
the peace of her mourning, had then the bright lustre of a fine fruit, 
ripe and fresh. Her black eyes full of timid tenderness, her pure brow 
crowned with splendid and life-like braids, her shoulders of rosy 
marble, her particular grace of a young matron, at once handsome, 
loving, and chaste--all that, joined to a spotless reputation and to sixty 
thousand francs a year, could not fail to bring forward more than one 
pretender. And indeed they sprang up in legions. Reason, and public 
opinion itself, which had done full justice to her husband and to 
herself, were both urging her to a second wedding. Her own private 
feelings, whatever might be their natural delicacy, did not seem likely 
to prove an obstacle, for there was nothing in her heart that was not 
true. She had been faithful to her husband, she had shed sincere and 



 
5 

bitter tears over that wretched companion of her youth; but he had 
exhausted and worn out her affection, and without ever joining her 
mother in her posthumous recriminations against Monsieur de 
Trecoeur, she felt that she had no further duty to fulfill toward him but 
that of prayer. 
 
She had, however, been for many months a widow, and she still 
continued to oppose to the solicitations of the baroness, a resistance of 
which the latter sought in vain to ascertain the mysterious cause. One 
day she fancied she had discovered it. 
 
"Confess the truth," she said to her; "you are afraid to cause some 
annoyance to Julia. Now, if that is so, my dear daughter, it is pure 
folly. You cannot have any serious scruple on that score. Julia will be 
very rich in her own right, and will have no need of your fortune. She 
will herself marry in three or four years (much pleasure do I wish her 
husband, by the way!); and see a little in what a nice situation you will 
find yourself then! But, mon Dieu! are we never going to be done with 
them? After the father, here is the daughter now! Eh! mon Dieu! let 
her erect chapels with her father's portraits and spurs as much as she 
likes--that's her business; I am certainly not the one to enter into 
competition with her. But she must at least allow us to live in peace! 
What! You could not dispose of your person without her leave! Then 
if you are her slave, my dear child, show me the door at once! You 
could not do anything more agreeable to her for she cannot bear the 
sight of me, your daughter! And then, after all, in all candor, what 
possible objection can she have to your getting married again? A step-
father is not a step-mother; it's quite another thing. Eh! mon Dieu! her 
step-father will be charming to her--all men will be charming to her; I 
predict her that; she may feel easy about it! Now, will you admit that 
it is the true cause of your hesitation?" 
 
"I assure you that it is not, mother," said Clotilde. 
 
"I assure you that it is, my daughter. Well, come; would you like me 
to speak to Julia, to try and reason with her? I would prefer giving her 
a good whipping; however--!" 
 
"Poor, dear mother," rejoined Clotilde, "must I then tell you 
everything?" 
 
She came to kneel down in front of the baroness. 
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"By all means, daughter; tell me everything, but don't make me cry, I 
beg of you! Is what you have to tell very sad?" 
 
"Not very gay." 
 
"Mon Dieu! But no matter; go on." 
 
"In the first place, mother, I must confess that I would personally feel 
no scruple in marrying again--" 
 
"I should think not! That would be carrying it just a little too far!" 
 
"As to Julia--whom I adore, who loves me sincerely, and who loves 
you very much too, whatever you may say--" 
 
"Satisfied of the contrary," said the baroness. "But no matter; 
proceed." 
 
"As to Julia, I have more confidence than you have in her good sense 
and in her good heart; notwithstanding the exalted affection she has 
preserved for her father, I am sure that she would understand, that she 
would respect my determination, and that she would not love me one 
whit the less, especially if her step-father did not happen to be 
personally objectionable to her; for you are aware of the extreme 
violence of her sympathies and of her antipathies--" 
 
"I am aware of it!" said the baroness, bitterly. "Well, you must give 
her a list of your gentlemen friends, the dear little thing, and she will 
pick out her own choice for you." 
 
"There is no need of that, good mother," said Clotilde. "The choice 
has already been made by the mainly interested party, and I am certain 
that it would not be disagreeable to Julia." 
 
"Well, then, my darling, everything is for the best." 
 
"Alas! no. I am going to tell you something that covers me with 
confusion. Among all the men we know, the only one who--the only 
one I like, in fact, is also the only one who has never been in love with 
me." 
 
"He must be a savage, then! he cannot but be a savage. But who is 
he?" 
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"I have told you, dear mother, the only one of our friends who is not 
in love with me--" 
 
"Bah! who is that? Your cousin Pierre?" 
 
"No, but you are not--" 
 
"Monsieur de Lucan!" exclaimed the baroness. "It could not fail to be 
so! The very flower of the flock! Mon Dieu, my darling, how very 
similar our tastes are, both of us! He is charming, your Lucan, he is 
charming. Kiss me, dear--don't look any farther, don't look any 
farther; he is positively just the man for us." 
 
"But, mother, since he does not want me!" 
 
"Good! he does not want you now! What nonsense! what do you 
know about it? Did you ask him? Besides, it is impossible, my 
darling; you were made for each other in all eternity. He is charming, 
distingue, well-bred, rich, intelligent, everything, in a word--
everything." 
 
"Everything, mother, except in love with me." 
 
The baroness exclaiming anew against such a very unlikely thing, 
Clotilde exposed to her eyes a series of facts and particulars which left 
no room for illusions. The dismayed mother was compelled to resign 
herself to the painful conviction that there really was in the world a 
man of sufficiently bad taste not to be in love with her daughter, and 
that this man unfortunately was Monsieur de Lucan. 
 
She returned slowly to her residence, meditating on the way upon that 
strange mystery the explanation of which, however, she was not long 
to wait. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER II. 
 
TWO FAST FRIENDS. 
 
George-Rene de Lucan was an intimate friend of the Count Pierre de 
Moras, Clotilde's cousin. They had been companions in boyhood, in 
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youth, in travels, and even in battle; for, chance having led them to the 
United States at the outbreak of the war of the rebellion, they had 
deemed it a favorable opportunity to receive the baptism of fire. Their 
friendship had become still more sternly tempered in the midst of 
these dangers of warfare sustained fraternally far from their own 
country. That friendship had had, moreover, for a long time, a 
character of rare confidence, delicacy, and strength. They entertained 
the highest esteem for each other, and their mutual confidence was not 
misplaced. They, however, bore no resemblance whatever to each 
other. Pierre de Moras was of tall stature, blonde as a Scandinavian, 
handsome and strong as a lion, but as a good-natured lion. Lucan was 
dark, slender, elegant and grave. There was in his cold and gentle 
accent, in his very bearing, a certain grace mingled with authority, that 
was both imposing and charming. 
 
They were not less dissimilar in a moral point of view; the former a 
jolly companion, an absolute and settled skeptic, the careless 
possessor of a danseuse; the latter always agitated despite his outer 
calm, romantic, passionate, tormented with love and theology. Pierre 
de Moras, on their return from America, had presented Lucan to his 
cousin Clotilde, and from that moment there were at least two points 
upon which they agreed perfectly; profound esteem for Clotilde, and 
deep-seated antipathy for her husband. 
 
They appreciated, however, each in his own way, Monsieur de 
Trecoeur's character and conduct. For the Count Pierre, Trecoeur was 
simply a mischievous being; in Monsieur de Lucan's eyes, he was a 
criminal. 
 
"Why criminal?" Pierre said. "Is it his fault if he was born with the 
eternal flames on the marrow of his bones? I admit that I feel quite 
disposed to break his head when I see Clotilde's eyes red; but I would 
not feel any more angry about it, than if I were crushing a serpent 
under my heel. Since it is his nature, the poor man can't help it." 
 
"That little system of yours would simply suppress all merit, all will, 
all liberty; in a word, the whole moral world. If we are not the masters 
of our own passions, at least to a great extent, and if, on the contrary, 
it is our passions that fatally control us; if a man is necessarily good or 
bad, honest or a knave, loyal or a traitor, at the mercy of his instincts, 
tell me, if you please, why you honor me with your esteem and your 
friendship? I have no right to them any more than any one else, any 
more than Trecoeur himself." 
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"I beg your pardon, my friend," said Pierre gravely; "in the vegetable 
world I prefer a rose to a thistle; in the moral world, I prefer you to 
Trecoeur. You were born a gallant fellow; I rejoice at it, and I make 
the best of it." 
 
"Well, mon cher, you are laboring under a complete mistake," 
rejoined Lucan. "I was born, on the contrary, with the most detestable 
instincts, with the germ of all vices." 
 
"Like Socrates?" 
 
"Like Socrates, exactly. And if my father had not chastised me in 
time, if my mother had not been a saint, finally, if I had not myself 
placed, with the utmost energy, my will at the service of my 
conscience, I would be to-day, a faithless and lawless scoundrel." 
 
"But nothing proves that you will not turn out a scoundrel one of these 
days, my dear friend. There is no one but may become a scoundrel at 
the proper time. Everything depends upon the extent and strength of 
the temptation. Whatever may be your instinct of honor and dignity, 
are you yourself quite sure never to meet with a temptation 
sufficiently powerful to overcome your principles? Can you not 
conceive, for instance, some circumstance in which you might love a 
woman enough to commit a crime?" 
 
"No," said Lucan; "do you?" 
 
"I!--I deserve no credit. I have no passions. It is extremely mortifying, 
but I have none. I was born to be an exemplary man. You remember 
my childhood; I was a little model. Now I am a big model, that's all 
the difference--and it does not cost me any effort whatever. Shall we 
go and see Clotilde?" 
 
"Let us go!" 
 
And they went to Clotilde's, very worthy herself of the friendship of 
these two excellent fellows. 
 
There they were received with marked consideration, even by 
Mademoiselle Julia, who seemed to feel, to a certain degree, the 
prestige of these superior natures. Both had, moreover, in their 
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manners and language an elegant correctness that apparently satisfied 
the child's delicate taste and her artistic instincts. 
 
During the early period of her mourning, Julia's disposition had 
assumed a somewhat shy and somber cast; when her mother received 
visitors, she left the parlor abruptly, and went to lock herself up in her 
own room, not, however, without manifesting toward the indiscreet 
guests a haughty displeasure. Cousin Pierre and his friend had alone 
the privilege of a kindly greeting; she even deigned to leave her 
apartment and come and join them at her mother's side when she knew 
that they were there. 
 
Clotilde had therefore good reasons to believe that her preference for 
Monsieur de Lucan would obtain her daughter's approbation; she 
unfortunately had better ones still to doubt that Monsieur de Lucan's 
disposition corresponded with her own. Not only, indeed, had he 
always maintained toward her the terms of the most reserved 
friendship, but, since she had been a widow, that reserve had become 
perceptibly aggravated. Lucan's visits became fewer and briefer; he 
even seemed to take particular care in avoiding all occasions of 
finding himself alone with Clotilde, as if he had penetrated her secret 
feelings, and had affected to discourage them. Such were the sadly 
significant symptoms which Clotilde had communicated in confidence 
to her mother. 
 
On the very day when the baroness was receiving this unpleasant 
information at the residence of her daughter, a conversation was 
taking place upon the same subject between the Count de Moras and 
George de Lucan, in the latter's apartment. They had taken together, 
during the forenoon a ride through the Bois, and Lucan had shown 
himself even more silent than usual. At the moment of parting: 
 
"Apropos, Pierre," he said, "I am tired of Paris; I am going to travel." 
 
"Going to travel! Where on earth?" 
 
"I am going to Sweden. I have always wished to see Sweden." 
 
"What a singular thing! Will you be gone long?" 
 
"Two or three months." 
 
"When do you expect to leave?" 
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"To-morrow." 
 
"Alone?" 
 
"Entirely so. I'll see you again at the club, to-night, won't I?" 
 
The strange reserve of this dialogue left upon the mind of Monsieur de 
Moras an impression of surprise and uneasiness. He was unable to 
withstand the feeling, and two hours later he returned to Lucan's. As 
he went in, preparations for traveling greeted his eyes on all sides. 
Lucan was engaged writing in his study. 
 
"Now, my dear fellow!" said the count to him, "if I am impertinent, 
say so frankly and at once; but this sudden and hurried voyage doesn't 
look like anything. Seriously, what is the matter? Are you going to 
fight a duel outside the frontier?": 
 
"Bah! In that case I should take you with me; you know that very 
well." 
 
"A woman, then?" 
 
"Yes," said Lucan dryly. 
 
"Excuse my importunity, and good-by." 
 
"I have wounded your feelings, dear friend?" said Lucan, detaining 
him. 
 
"Yes," said the count, "I certainly do not pretend to enter into your 
secrets; but I do not absolutely understand the tone of restraint, and 
almost of hostility, in which you are answering me on the subject of 
this journey. It is not, moreover, the first symptoms of that nature that 
strike and grieve me; for some time past, I find you visibly 
embarrassed in your intercourse with me; it seems as though I were in 
your way and my friendship were a burden to you, and the cruel idea 
has occurred to my mind that this journey is merely a way of putting 
an end to it." 
 
"Mon Dieu!" murmured Lucan. "Well, then," he went on with evident 
agitation in his voice, "I must tell you the whole truth; I hoped that 
you would have guessed it--it is so simple. Your cousin, Clotilde, has 
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now been a widow for nearly two years; that, I believe, is the term 
consecrated by custom to the mourning of a husband. I am aware of 
your feelings toward her; you may now marry her, and you will be 
perfectly right in doing so. Nothing seems to me more just, more 
natural, more worthy of her and of yourself. I beg to assure you that 
my friendship for you shall remain faithful and entire, but I trust you 
will not object to my keeping away for a short time. That's all." 
 
Monsieur de Moras seemed to have infinite difficulty in 
comprehending the meaning of this speech; he remained for several 
seconds after Lucan had ceased to speak, with wondering countenance 
and fixed gaze, as if trying to find the solution of a riddle; then rising 
abruptly and grasping both Lucan's hands: 
 
"Ah! that's kind of you, that is!" he said with grave emotion. 
 
And after another cordial grasp, he added gayly: 
 
"But if you expect to stay in Sweden until I have married Clotilde, 
you may begin building and even planting there, for I swear to you 
that you shall stay long enough for either purpose." 
 
"Is it possible that you do not love her?" said Lucan in a half whisper. 
 
"I love her very much, on the contrary; I appreciate her, I admire her; 
but she is a sister to me, purely a sister. The most delightful thing 
about it, mon cher, is that it has always been my dream to have you 
and Clotilde marry; only you seemed to be so cold, so little attentive, 
so rebellious, particularly lately. Mon Dieu! how pale you are, 
George!" 
 
The final result of this conversation was that Monsieur de Lucan, 
instead of starting for Sweden, called a little later to see the Baroness 
de Pers, to whom he exposed his aspirations, and who thought herself, 
as she listened to him, in the midst of an enchanting dream. She had, 
however, beneath her frivolous manners too profound a sentiment of 
her own dignity and that of her daughter, to manifest in the presence 
of Monsieur de Lucan the joy that overwhelmed her. Whatever desire 
she might have felt of clasping immediately upon her heart this ideal 
son-in-law, she deferred that satisfaction and contented herself with 
expressing to him her personal sympathy. Appreciating, however, 
Monsieur de Lucan's just impatience, she advised him to call that very 
evening upon Madame de Trecoeur, of whose personal sentiments she 
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was herself ignorant, but who could not fail to meet his advances with 
the esteem and the consideration due to a man of his merit and 
standing. Being left alone, the baroness gave way to her feelings in a 
soliloquy mingled with tears; she, however, purposely omitted to 
notify Clotilde, preferring with her maternal taste to leave her the 
whole enjoyment of that surprise. 
 
The heart of woman is an organ infinitely more delicate than ours. 
The constant exercise which they give it develops within it finer and 
subtler faculties than the dry masculine intellect can ever hope to 
possess; that accounts for their presentiments, less rare and more 
certain than ours. It seems as though their sensibility, always strained 
and vibrating, might be warned by mysterious currents of divine 
instinct, and that it guesses even before it can understand. Clotilde, 
when Monsieur de Lucan was announced, was, as it were, struck by 
one of these secret electric thrills, and in spite of all the objections to 
the contrary that beset her mind, she felt that she was loved, and that 
she was on the point of being told so. She sat down in her great arm-
chair, drawing up with both hands the silk of her dress, with the 
gesture of a bird that flaps its wings. Lucan's visible agitation further 
enlightened and delighted her. In such men, armed with powerful but 
sternly restrained passions, accustomed to control their own feelings, 
intrepid and calm, agitation is either frightful or charming. 
 
After informing her--which was entirely useless--that his visit to her 
was one of unusual importance: 
 
"Madam," he added, "the request I am about to address you demands, 
I know, a well-matured answer. I will therefore beg of you not to give 
that answer to-day, the more so that it would indeed be painful to me 
to hear it from your own lips if it where not a favorable one." 
 
"Mon Dieu! monsieur!" said Clotilde faintly. 
 
"The baroness, your mother, madam, whom I had the pleasure of 
seeing during the day, was kind enough to hold out some 
encouragement to me--in a measure--and to permit me to hope that 
you might entertain some esteem for me, or at least that you had no 
prejudice against me. As to myself madam, I--mon Dieu! I love you, 
in a word, and I cannot imagine a greater happiness in the world than 
that which I would hold at your hands. You have known me for a long 
time; I have nothing to tell you concerning myself. And now, I shall 
wait." 
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She detained him with a sign of her hand, and tried to speak; but her 
eyes filled with tears. She hid her face in her hands, and she 
murmured: 
 
"Excuse me! I have been so rarely happy! I don't know what it is!" 
 
Lucan got gently down upon his knees before her, and when their eyes 
met, their two hearts suddenly filled like two cups. 
 
"Speak, my friend!" she resumed. "Tell me again that you love me. I 
was so far from thinking it! And why is it? And since when?" 
 
He explained to her his mistake, his painful struggle between his love 
for her and his friendship for Pierre. 
 
"Poor Pierre!" said Clotilde, "what an excellent fellow. But no, 
really!" 
 
Then he made her smile by telling her what mortal terror and 
apprehension had taken possession of his soul at the moment when he 
was asking her to decide upon his fate; she had seemed too him, more 
than ever, at that moment, a lovely and sainted creature, and so much 
above him, that his pretension of being loved by her, of becoming her 
husband, had suddenly appeared to him as a pretension almost 
sacrilegious. 
 
"Oh, mon Dieu!" she said, "what an opinion have you formed of me, 
then? It's frightful! On the contrary, I thought myself too simple, too 
commonplace for you; I thought that you must be fond of romantic 
passions, of great adventures; you have somewhat the appearance of 
it, and even the reputation; and I am so far from being a woman of 
that kind!" 
 
Upon that slight invitation, he told her two events of his past life 
which had been full of trite excitement, and had afforded him nothing 
but disappointment and disgust. Never, however, before having met 
her, had the thought of marrying occurred to him; in the matter of love 
as in the matter of friendship, he had always had the imagination 
taken up with a certain ideal, somewhat romantic indeed, and he had 
feared never to find it in marriage. He might have looked for it 
elsewhere, in great adventures, as she said; but he loved order and 
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dignity in life, and he had the misfortune of being unable to live at 
war with his own conscience. Such had been his agitated youth. 
 
"You ask me," he went on with effusion, "why I love you. I love you 
because you alone have succeeded in harmonizing within my heart 
two sentiments which had hitherto struggled for its mastery at the cost 
of fearful anguish; honor and passion. Never before knowing you had 
I yielded to one of these sentiments without being made wretched by 
the other. They always seemed, irreconcilable to me. Never had I 
yielded to passion without remorse; never had I resisted it without 
regret. Whether weak or strong, I have always been unhappy and 
tortured. You alone made me understand that I could love at once with 
all the ardor and all the dignity of my soul; and I selected you because 
you are affectionate and you are sincere; because you are handsome 
and you are pure; because there are embodied in you both duty and 
rapture, love and respect, intoxication and peace. Such is the woman, 
such is the angel you are to me, Clotilde." 
 
She listened to him half reclining, drinking in his words and 
manifesting in her eyes a sort of celestial surprise. 
 
But it seems--who has not experienced it?--that human happiness 
cannot touch certain heights without drawing the lightning upon itself. 
Clotilde in the midst of her ecstasy shuddered suddenly and started to 
her feet. She had just heard a smothered cry, followed by the dull 
sound of a falling body. She ran, opened the door, and in the center of 
the adjoining room saw Julia stretched upon the floor. 
 
She supposed that the child at the moment of entering the parlor had 
overheard some of their words, and then the thought of seeing her 
father's place occupied by another, striking her thus without warning, 
had stirred to its very depths that passionate young soul. Clotilde 
followed her into her room, where she had her carried, and expressed 
the wish of remaining alone with her. While lavishing upon her cares, 
caresses, and kisses, it was not without fearful anguish that she 
awaited her daughter's first glance. That glance fell upon her at first 
with vague uncertainty, then with a sort of wild stupor. The child 
pushed her away, gently; she was trying to collect her ideas, and as 
the expression of her thought grew firmer in her eyes, her mother 
could plainly read in them a violent strife of opposing feelings. 
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"I beg of you, I beseech you, my darling daughter," murmured 
Clotilde, whose tears fell drop by drop upon the pale visage of the 
child. 
 
Suddenly Julia seized her by the neck, drew her down upon herself, 
and kissing her passionately: 
 
"You have hurt me much," she said, "oh! very much more than you 
can imagine; but I love you. I love you a great deal; I shall, I must 
always, I assure you." 
 
She burst into sobs, and both wept long, closely clasped to each other. 
 
In the meantime Monsieur de Lucan had deemed it advisable to send 
for the Baroness de Pers, whom he was entertaining in the parlor. The 
baroness on hearing what was going on had manifested more agitation 
than surprise. 
 
"Mon Dieu!" she exclaimed, "I expected it fully, my dear sir. I did not 
tell you anything about it, because we hadn't got so far yet; but I 
expected it fully. That child will kill my daughter. She will finish what 
her father has so well begun; for it is purely a miracle if my daughter, 
after all she has suffered, has been able to recover as far as you see. I 
must leave them together. I am not going in there. Oh, mon Dieu! I 
am not going in there! In the first place, I would be afraid of annoying 
my daughter, and besides, that would be entirely out of my character." 
 
"How old is Mademoiselle Julia?" inquired Lucan, who retained under 
these painful circumstances his quiet courtesy. 
 
"Why, she is almost fifteen, and I'm not sorry for it, by the way, for, 
entre nous, we may reasonably hope to get honestly rid of her within a 
year or two. Oh! she will have no trouble in getting married, no 
trouble whatever, you may be sure. In the first place she is rich, and 
then, after all, she is a pretty monster, there is no gainsaying that, and 
there is no lack of men who admire that style." 
 
Clotilde joined them at last. Whatever might have been her inward 
emotion, she appeared calm, having nothing theatrical in her ways. 
She replied simply, in a low and gentle voice, to her mother's feverish 
questions; she remained convinced that this misfortune would not 
have happened, if she could have herself informed Julia, with some 
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precautions, of the event which chance had abruptly revealed to her. 
Addressing then a sad smile to Monsieur de Lucan: 
 
"These family difficulties, sir," she said to him, "could not have 
formed a part of your anticipations, and I should deem it quite natural 
were they to lead to some modification of your plans.": 
 
An expressive anxiety became depicted upon Lucan's features. "If you 
ask me to restore to you your freedom," he said, "I cannot but comply; 
if it is your delicacy alone that has spoken, I beg to assure you that 
you are still dearer to me since I have seen you suffer on my account, 
and suffer with so much dignity." 
 
She held out her hand, which he seized, bowing low at the same time. 
 
"I shall love your daughter so much," he said, "that she will forgive 
me." 
 
"Yes, I hope so," said Clotilde; "nevertheless, she wishes to enter a 
convent for a few months, and I have consented." 
 
Her voice trembled and her eyes became moist. 
 
"Excuse me, sir," she added; "I have no right as yet to make you 
participate to such an extent in my sorrows. May I beg of you to leave 
me alone with my mother?" 
 
Lucan murmured a few words of respect, and withdrew. It was quite 
true, as he had said, that Clotilde was dearer to him than ever. Nothing 
had inspired him with such a lofty idea of the moral worth of that 
woman as her attitude during that trying evening. Stricken in the midst 
of her flight of happiness, she had fallen without a cry, without a 
groan, striving to hide her wound; she had manifested in his presence 
that exquisite modesty in suffering so rare among her sex. He was the 
more grateful to her for it, that he was deeply averse to those pathetic 
and turbulent demonstrations which most women never fail to eagerly 
exhibit on every occasion, when they are indeed kind enough not to 
bring them about. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER III. 
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JULIA'S CHAMPION. 
 
Monsieur de Lucan had been Clotilde's husband for several months 
when the rumor spread among society that Mademoiselle de Trecoeur, 
formerly known as such an incarnate little devil, was about taking the 
vail in the convent of the Faubourg Saint Germain, to which she had 
withdrawn before her mother's marriage. That rumor was well 
founded. Julia had endured at first with some difficulty the discipline 
and the observances to which the simple boarders of the establishment 
were themselves bound to submit; then she had been gradually taken 
with a pious fervor, the excesses of which they had been compelled to 
moderate. She had begged her mother not to put an obstacle to the 
irresistible inclination which she felt for a religious life, and Clotilde 
had with difficulty obtained permission that she should adjourn her 
resolution until the accomplishment of her sixteenth year. 
 
Madame de Lucan's relations with her daughter since her marriage 
had been of a singular character. She came almost daily to visit her, 
and always received the liveliest manifestations of affection at her 
hands; but on two points, and those the most sensitive, the young girl 
had remained inflexible; she had never consented either to return to 
the maternal roof, nor to see her mother's husband. 
 
She had even remained for a long time without making the slightest 
allusion to Clotilde's altered situation, which she affected to ignore. 
One day, at last, feeling the intolerable torture of such a reserve, she 
made up her mind, and fixing her flashing eyes upon her mother: 
 
"Well, are you happy at last?" she said. 
 
"How can I be," said Clotilde, "since you hate the man I love?" 
 
"I hate no one," replied Julia, dryly. "How is your husband?" 
 
From that moment she inquired regularly after Monsieur de Lucan in 
a tone of polite indifference; but she never uttered without hesitation 
and evident discomfort the name of the man who had taken her 
father's place. 
 
In the meantime she had reached her sixteenth year. Her mother's 
promise had been formal. Julia was henceforth free to follow her 
vocation, and she was preparing for it with an impatient ardor that 
edified the good ladies of the convent. Madame de Lucan expressing, 
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one morning, in the presence of her mother and her husband the 
anxiety that oppressed her heart during these last days of respite: 
 
"As to me, my daughter," said the baroness, "I must confess that I am 
urging with all my wishes and prayers the moment which you seem to 
dread. The life you have been leading since your marriage has nothing 
human about it; but what forms its principal torment, is the constant 
struggle which you have to sustain against that child's obstinacy. Well, 
when she has become a nun, there will no longer be any struggle; the 
situation will be clearer; and note that you will not be in reality any 
more separated than you are now, since the house is not a cloister; I 
would just as lief it were, myself; but it is not. And then, why oppose 
a vocation which I really look upon as providential? In the interest of 
the child herself, you should congratulate yourself upon the resolution 
she has taken; I appeal to your husband to say if that is not so. Come, 
let me ask you, my dear sir, what could be expected of such an 
organization, if she were once let loose upon the world? Why! she 
would be a dangerous character for society! You know what a head 
she has! a volcano! And pray observe, my friend, that at this present 
moment she is a perfect odalisk. You have not seen her for some time; 
you cannot imagine how she has developed. I, who enjoy the treat of 
seeing her twice a week, can positively assure you that she is a perfect 
odalisk, and besides, divinely dressed. In fact, she is so well made! 
you might throw a window-curtain over her with a pitch-fork, and she 
would look as if she were just coming out of Worth's! There, ask 
Pierre what he thinks about it, he who has the honor of being admitted 
to her good graces!" 
 
Monsieur de Moras, who was coming in at that very moment, shared, 
indeed, with a very limited number of friends of the family, the 
privilege of accompanying Clotilde occasionally on her visits to 
Julia's convent. 
 
"Well, my good Pierre," resumed the baroness, "we were speaking of 
Julia, and I was telling my son-in-law that it was really quite fortunate 
that she was willing to become a saint, because otherwise she would 
certainly set Paris on fire!" 
 
"Because?" asked the count. 
 
"Because she is beautiful as Sin!" 
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"Undoubtedly she is quite good-looking," said the count somewhat 
coldly. 
 
The baroness having gone out on some errands with Clotilde, 
Monsieur de Moras remained alone with Lucan. 
 
"It really seems to me," he said to the latter, "that our poor Julia is 
being very harshly treated." 
 
"In what way?" 
 
"Her grandmother speaks of her as of a perverse creature! And what 
fault do they find with her after all? Her worship of her father's 
memory! It is excessive, I grant; but filial piety, even when 
exaggerated, is not a vice, that I know of. Her sentiments are exalted; 
what does it matter if they are generous? Is that a reason why she 
should be devoted to the infernal divinities and thrust out of the way 
to be forgotten?" 
 
"But you are very strange, my friend, I assure you," said Lucan. 
"What is the matter with you? whom do you mean to blame? You are 
certainly aware that Julia proposes taking the vail wholly of her own 
accord; that her mother is distressed about it, and that she has spared 
no effort to dissuade her from that step. As to myself, I have no reason 
whatever to be fond of her; she has caused and is still causing me 
much grief; but you know well enough that I have ever been ready to 
greet her as my daughter, if she had deigned to return to us." 
 
"Oh! I accuse neither her mother nor yourself, of course; it is the 
baroness who irritates me; she is unnatural! Julia is her grandchild 
after all, and she rejoices--she positively rejoices--at the prospect of 
seeing her a nun!" 
 
"Ma foi, I declare to you that I am not far from rejoicing too. The 
situation is too painful for Clotilde; it must be brought to an end; and 
as I see no other possible solution--" 
 
"But I beg your pardon; there might be another." 
 
"And which?" 
 
"She might marry." 
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"How likely! and marry--whom, pray?" 
 
The count approached nearer to Lucan, looked him straight in the 
face, and smiling with some embarrassment: 
 
"Me!" he said. 
 
"Repeat that!" said Lucan. 
 
"Mon cher," rejoined the count, "you see that I am as red as a peony; 
spare me. I have wished for a long time to broach that delicate 
question to you, but my courage has failed me; since I have found it, 
at last, don't deprive me of it." 
 
"My dear friend," said Lucan, "allow me to recover a little first, for I 
am falling from the clouds. What! you are in love with Julia?" 
 
"To an extraordinary degree, my friend." 
 
"No! there is something under that; you have discovered this means of 
drawing us together, and you wish to sacrifice yourself for the peace 
of the family." 
 
"I swear to you that I am not thinking in the least of the peace of the 
family; I am thinking wholly of my own, which is very much 
disturbed, for I love that child with an energy of feeling that I never 
knew before. If I don't marry her, I shall never console myself for the 
rest of my life." 
 
"To that extent?" said Lucan, dumfounded. 
 
"It is a terrible thing, mon cher," rejoined Monsieur de Moras. "I am 
absolutely in love; when she looks at me, when I touch her hand, 
when her dress rustles against me, I feel, as it were, a philter running 
through my veins. I had heard of emotions of that kind, but I had 
never felt them. I must confess that they delight me; but at the same 
time they distress me, for I cannot conceal the fact to myself that there 
are a thousand chances against one that my passion will not be 
reciprocated, and it really seems as though my heart should wear 
mourning for it as long as it shall beat." 
 
"What an adventure!" said Lucan, who had recovered all his gravity. 
"That is a very serious matter; very annoying." 
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He walked a few steps about the parlor, absorbed in thoughts that 
seemed of a rather somber character. 
 
"Is Julia aware of your sentiments?" he said, suddenly. 
 
"Most certainly not; I would not have taken the liberty of informing 
her of them without first speaking to you. Will you be kind enough to 
act as my ambassador to her mother?" 
 
"Why, yes, with pleasure," said Lucan, with a shade of hesitation that 
did not escape his friend. 
 
"You think that is useless, don't you?" said the count with a forced 
smile. 
 
"Useless--why so?" 
 
"In the first place, it is very late." 
 
"It is somewhat late, no doubt. Things have gone very far; but I have 
never had much confidence in the stability of Julia's ideas of her 
vocation. Besides, in these restless imaginations, the sincerest 
resolutions of to-day become readily the dislikes of the morrow." 
 
"But you doubt that--that I should succeed in pleasing her?" 
 
"Why should you not please her? You are more than good-looking. 
You are thirty-two years old; she is sixteen. You are a little richer than 
she is. All that does very well." 
 
"Well, then, why do you hesitate to serve me?" 
 
"I do not hesitate to serve you; only I see you very much in love; you 
are not accustomed to it, and I fear that a condition of things so novel 
for you might be urging you somewhat hastily to such a grave 
determination as marriage. A wife is not a mistress. In short, before 
taking an irrevocable step I would beg of you to think well and further 
over it." 
 
"My good friend," said the count, "I do not wish, and I believe quite 
sincerely that I cannot, do so. You know my ideas. Genuine passions 
always have the best of it, and I am not quite sure that honor itself is a 
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very effective argument against them. As to setting up reason against 
them, it is worse than folly. Besides, come, Lucan, what is there so 
unreasonable in the simple fact of marrying a person I love? I don't 
see that it is absolutely necessary for a man not to love his wife--Well! 
can I rely upon you?" 
 
"Completely so," said Lucan, taking his hand. "I raised my objections; 
now I am wholly at your service. I shall speak to Clotilde in a 
moment. She is going to see her daughter this afternoon. Come and 
dine with us to-night; but summon up all your courage, for, after all, 
success is very uncertain." 
 
Monsieur de Lucan found it no difficult task to gain the cause of 
Monsieur de Moras with Clotilde. After hearing him, not, however, 
without interrupting him more than once with exclamations of 
surprise: 
 
"Mon Dieu!" she replied, "that would be an ideal! Not only would that 
marriage put an end to projects that break my heart, but it offers all 
the conditions of happiness that I can possibly think of for my 
daughter; and furthermore, the friendship that binds you to Pierre 
would naturally, some day, bring about a rapprochement between his 
wife and yourself. All that would be too fortunate; but how could we 
hope for such a complete and sudden revolution in Julia's ideas? She 
will not even allow me to deliver my message to the end." 
 
She left, palpitating with anxiety. She found Julia alone in her room, 
trying on before a mirror her novice's dress; the vail that was to 
conceal her luxuriant hair was laid upon the bed; she was simply 
dressed in a long, white woolen tunic, whose folds she was engaged in 
adjusting. 
 
She blushed when she saw her mother come in; then with an insipient 
laugh: 
 
"Cymodocea in the circus, isn't it, mother?" 
 
Clotilde made no answer; she had joined her hands in a supplicating 
attitude, and wept as she looked at her. Julia was moved by that mute 
sorrow; two tears rolled from her eyes, and she threw her arms around 
her mother's neck; then, taking a seat by her side: 
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"What can I do?" she said; "I, too, feel some regret at heart, for, after 
all, I was fond of life; but aside from my vocation, which I believe 
quite real, I am yielding to a positive necessity. There is no other 
existence possible for me but that one. I know very well--it's my own 
fault; I have been somewhat foolish--I should not have left you in the 
first place, or at least, I should have returned to your house 
immediately after your marriage. Now, after months, and even years, 
is it possible, I ask you? In the first place, I would die with shame. 
Can you imagine me in the presence of your husband? What sort of 
countenance could I put on? And then, he must fairly detest me, the 
bent must be firmly taken in his mind. Finally, I should be in all 
respects terribly in your way!" 
 
"But, my dear child, no one hates you; you would be received with 
transports of joy, like the prodigal child. If you deem it too painful to 
return to my home--if you fear to find or to bring trouble there with 
you--God knows how mistaken you are on this point! but still, if you 
do fear it, is that a reason why you should bury yourself alive and 
break my heart? Could you not return into the world without returning 
to my own house, and without having to face all those difficulties that 
frighten you? There would be a very simple way of doing that, you 
know!" 
 
"What is it?" said Julia quietly; "to marry?" 
 
"Undoubtedly," said Clotilde, shaking her head gently and lowering 
her voice. 
 
"But, mon Dieu! mother, what possible chance is there of such a 
thing? Suppose I were willing--and I am far from it--I know no one, 
no one knows me." 
 
"There is some one," rejoined Clotilde, with increasing timidity; 
"some one whom you know perfectly well, and who--who adores 
you." 
 
Julia opened her eyes wide with a pensive and surprised expression, 
and after a brief pause of reflection: 
 
"Pierre?" she said. 
 
"Yes," murmured Clotilde, pale with anxiety. 
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Julia's eyebrows became slightly contracted; she raised her head and 
remained for a few seconds with her eyes fixed upon the ceiling; then, 
with a slight shrug of her shoulders: 
 
"Why not?" she said gravely. "I would as soon have him as any one 
else!" 
 
Clotilde uttered a feeble cry, and grasping both her daughter's hands: 
 
"You consent?" she said; "you really consent? And may I take your 
answer to him?" 
 
"Yes, but you had better change the text of it," said Julia, laughing. 
 
"Oh! my darling, darling dear!" exclaimed Clotilde, covering Julia's 
hands with kisses; "but repeat again that it is all true--that by to-
morrow you will not have changed your mind." 
 
"I will not change my mind," said Julia, firmly, in her grave and 
musical voice. 
 
She meditated for a moment and then resumed: 
 
"Really, he loves me, that big fellow!" 
 
"Like a madman." 
 
"Poor man! And he is waiting for an answer?" 
 
"With the utmost anxiety." 
 
"Well, go and quiet his fears. We will take up the subject again to-
morrow. I require to put a little order in my thoughts after all this 
confusion and excitement, you understand; but you may rest easy. I 
have decided." 
 
When Madame de Lucan returned home, Pierre de Moras was waiting 
for her in the parlor. He turned very pale when he saw her. 
 
"Pierre!" she said, all panting still, "come and kiss me, you are my 
son! Respectfully, if you please, respectfully!" she added laughingly 
as he lifted her up and clasped her to his heart. 
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A little later, he had the gratification of treating in the same manner 
the Baroness de Pers, who had been sent for in haste. 
 
"My dear friend," said the baroness, "I am delighted, really delighted, 
but you are choking me--yes, yes, it is all for the best, my dear fellow-
-but you are literally choking me, I tell you! Reserve yourself, my 
friend, reserve yourself!--The dear child! that's quite nice of her, quite 
nice! In point of fact, she has a heart of gold! And then she has good 
taste, too, for you are very handsome yourself, very handsome, mon 
cher, very handsome! To be perfectly candid, I always had an idea 
that, at the moment of cutting off her hair, she would think the matter 
over. And she has such beautiful hair, the poor child!" 
 
And the baroness melted into tears; then addressing the count in the 
midst of her sobs: 
 
"You'll not be very unhappy either, by the way; she is a goddess!" 
 
Monsieur de Lucan, though deeply moved by this family tableau, and 
above all, by Clotilde's joy, took more coolly that unexpected event. 
Besides that he did not generally show himself very demonstrative in 
public, he was sad and anxious at heart. The future prospects of this 
marriage seemed extremely uncertain to him, and in his profound 
friendship for the count he felt alarmed. He had not ventured, through 
a sentiment of delicate reserve toward Julia, upon telling him all he 
thought of her character and disposition. He strove to banish from his 
mind as partial and unjust the opinion he had formed of her; but still 
he could not help remembering the terrible child he had known once, 
at times wild as a hurricane, at others pensive and wrapped in gloomy 
reserve; he tried to imagine her such as she had been described to him 
since; tall, handsome, ascetic; then he fancied her suddenly casting her 
vail to the winds, like one of the fantastic nuns in "Robert le Diable," 
and returning swift-footed into the world; of all these various 
impressions he composed, in spite of himself, a figure of Chimera and 
Sphinx, which he found very difficult to connect with the idea of 
domestic happiness. 
 
They discussed in the family circle, during the whole evening, the 
complications which might arise from that marriage project, and the 
means of avoiding them. Monsieur de Lucan entered into all these 
details with the utmost good grace, and declared that he would lend 
himself heartily, for his own part, to all the arrangements which his 
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daughter-in-law might wish. That precaution was not destined to be 
useless. 
 
Early the next morning, Clotilde returned to the convent. Julia, after 
listening with slightly ironical nonchalance to the account which her 
mother gave her of the transports and the joy of her intended, assumed 
a more serious air. 
 
"And your husband," she said, "what does he think of it?" 
 
"He is delighted, as we all are." 
 
"I am going to ask you a single question: does he expect to be present 
at our wedding?" 
 
"That will be just as you like." 
 
"Listen, good little mother, and don't grieve in advance. I know very 
well that sooner or later, this marriage must be the means of bringing 
us all together; but let me have a little time to become accustomed to 
the idea. Grant me a few months so that the old Julia may be 
forgotten, and I may forget her myself--you will; say, won't you?" 
 
"Anything you please," said Clotilde, with a sigh. 
 
"I beg of you. Tell him that I beg of him, too." 
 
"I'll tell him; but do you know that Pierre is here?" 
 
"Ah! mon Dieu! and where did you leave him?" 
 
"I left him in the garden." 
 
"In the garden! how imprudent, mother! why, the ladies are going to 
tear him to pieces--like Orpheus, for you may well believe that he is 
not in the odor of sanctity here." 
 
Monsieur de Moras was sent for at once, and he came up in all haste. 
Julia began laughing as he appeared at the door, which facilitated his 
entree. She had several times, during their interview, fits of that 
nervous laughter which is so useful to women in trying circumstances. 
Deprived of that resource, Monsieur de Moras contented himself with 
kissing the beautiful hands of his cousin, and was otherwise generally 
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wanting in eloquence; but his handsome and manly features were 
resplendent, and his large blue eyes were moist with gratified 
affection. He appeared to leave a favorable impression. 
 
"I had never considered him in that light," said Julia to her mother; 
"he is very handsome--he will make a splendid-looking husband." 
 
The marriage took place three months later, privately and without any 
display. The Count de Moras and his youthful bride left for Italy the 
same evening. 
 
Monsieur de Lucan had left Paris two or three weeks before, and had 
taken up his quarters in an old family residence at the very extremity 
of Normandy, where Clotilde hastened to join him immediately after 
Julia's departure. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER IV. 
 
A GREWSOME ABODE. 
 
Vastville, the patrimonial domain of the Lucan family, is situated a 
short distance from the sea, on the west coast of the Norman 
Finisterre. It is a manor with high roof and wrought-iron balconies, 
which dates from the time of Louis XIII., and which has taken the 
place of the old castle, a few ruins of which still serve to ornament the 
park. It is concealed in a thickly shaded depression of the soil, and a 
long avenue of antique elms precedes it. The aspect of it is singularly 
retired and melancholy, owing to the dense woods that surround it on 
all sides. This wooded thicket marks, on this point of the peninsula, 
the last effort of the vigorous vegetation of Normandy. As soon as its 
edge has been crossed, the view extends suddenly and without 
obstacle over the vast moors which form the triangular plateau of the 
Cape La Hague; fields of furze and heather, stone fences without 
cement, here and there a cross of granite, on the right and on the left 
the distant undulations of the ocean--such is the severe but grand 
landscape that is suddenly unfolded to the eyes beneath the 
unobstructed light of the heavens. 
 
Monsieur de Lucan was born in Vastville. The poetic reminiscences 
of childhood mingled in his imagination with the natural poetry of that 
site, and made it dear to him. Under pretext of hunting, he came on a 
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pilgrimage to it every year. Since his marriage only, he had given up 
that habit of the heart, in order not to leave Clotilde, who was detained 
in Paris by her daughter; but it had been agreed upon that they would 
go and bury themselves in that retreat for a season as soon as they had 
recovered their liberty. Clotilde only knew Vastville from her 
husband's enthusiastic descriptions; she loved it on his 
representations, and it was for her, in advance, an enchanted spot. 
Nevertheless, when the carriage that brought her from the station 
entered, at nightfall, among the wooded hills, in the gloomy avenue 
that led up to the chateau, she felt an impression as of cold. 
 
"Mon Dieu! my dear," she said, laughingly, "your chateau is a perfect 
castle of Udolpho!" 
 
Lucan excused his chateau as best he could, and protested, moreover, 
that he was ready to leave it the very next day, if she were not better 
pleased with its appearance after sunrise. 
 
It was not long before she became passionately fond of it. Her 
happiness, hitherto so constrained, blossomed freely for the first time 
in that solitude, and shed upon it a charming light. She even expressed 
the wish of spending the winter and waiting there for Julia, who was 
to return to France in the course of the following year. Lucan offered 
some slight opposition to that project, which appeared to him rather 
over-heroic for a Parisian, but ended by adopting it, too happy himself 
to harbor the romance of his love in that romantic spot. He began, 
however, taxing his ingenuity to attenuate what there might be too 
austere in that abode, by opening relations with some of the neighbors 
for Clotilde's benefit, and by procuring her, at intervals, her mother's 
society. Madame de Pers was kind enough to lend herself to that 
combination, although the country was generally repulsive to her, and 
Vastville in particular had in her eyes a sinister character. She 
pretended that she heard at night noises in the walls and moans in the 
woods. She slept with one eye open and two candles burning. The 
magnificent cliffs that bordered the coast a short distance off, and 
which they tried to make her admire, caused her a painful sensation. 
 
"Very fine!" she said, "very wild! quite wild! But it makes me sick; I 
feel as though I were on top of the towers of Notre Dame! Besides, 
my children, love beautifies everything, and I understand your 
transports perfectly. As to myself, you must excuse me if I do not 
share them. I can never go into ecstasies over such a country as this. I 
am as fond of the country as any one, but this is not the country--it is 
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the desert, Arabia Petroea, I know not what. And as to your chateau, 
my dear friend--I am sorry to tell you so: it has a savor of crime. Look 
well, and you'll see that a murder has been committed in it." 
 
"Why, no, my dear madam," replied Lucan laughingly, "I know 
perfectly the history of my family, and I can guarantee you--" 
 
"Rest assured, my friend, that some one has been killed in it--in old 
times. You know how little they troubled themselves about those 
things formerly!" 
 
Julia's letters to her mother were frequent. It was a regular journal of 
travels written helter-skelter, with a striking originality of style, in 
which the vivacity of the impressions was corrected by that shade of 
haughty irony which was a peculiarity of the writer. Julia spoke rather 
briefly of her husband, but always in pleasant terms. There was 
generally a rapid and kindly postscript addressed to Monsieur de 
Lucan. 
 
Monsieur de Moras was more chary of descriptions. He seemed to see 
no one but his wife in Italy. He extolled her beauty, still further 
enhanced, he said, by the contact of all those marvels of art with 
which she was becoming impregnated; he praised her extraordinary 
taste, her intelligence, and even her good disposition. In this latter 
respect, she was extremely matured, and he found her almost too staid 
and too grave for her age. These particulars delighted Clotilde, and 
finished instilling into her heart a peace she had never yet enjoyed. 
 
The count's letters were not less reassuring for the future than the 
present. He did not think it necessary, he said, to urge Julia on the 
subject of her reconciliation with her step-father; but he felt that she 
was quite ready for it. He was, besides, preparing her more and more 
for it by conversing habitually with her of the old friendship that 
united him to Monsieur de Lucan, of their past life, of their travels, of 
the perils they had braved together. Not only did Julia hear these 
narratives without revolt, but she often solicited them, as if she had 
regretted her prejudices, and had sought good reasons to forget them. 
 
"Come, Pylades, speak to me of Orestes!" she would say. 
 
After having spent the whole winter season and part of the spring in 
Italy, Monsieur and Madame de Moras visited Switzerland, 
announcing their intention of sojourning there until the middle of 
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summer. The thought occurred to Monsieur and Madame de Lucan to 
go and join them there, and thus abruptly bring about a reconciliation 
that seemed henceforth to be but a mere matter of form. Clotilde was 
preparing to submit that project to her daughter when she received, 
one beautiful May morning, the following letter dated from Paris: 
 
"BELOVED MOTHER:--'No more Switzerland!' too much 
Switzerland! Here I am; don't disturb yourself. I know how much you 
are enjoying yourself at Vastville. We'll go and join you there one of 
these fine mornings, and we'll all come home together in the autumn. I 
only ask of you a few days to look after our future establishment here. 
 
"We are at the Grand Hotel. I did not choose to stop at your house, for 
all sorts of reasons, nor at my grandmother's, who, however, insisted 
very kindly upon our doing so: 
 
"'Oh! mon Dieu! my dear children--that must not be--in a hotel! why, 
that is not proper. You cannot remain in a hotel! come and stay with 
me. mon Dieu! you'll be very uncomfortable. You'll be camping out, 
as it were. I don't even know how I'll manage to give you anything to 
eat, for my cook is sick abed, and that stupid coachman of mine, by 
the way, has a stye on his eye! But why not let people know you were 
coming? You fall upon me like two flower-pots from a window! It's 
incredible! You are in good health, my friend? I need not ask you. It 
shows plainly enough. And you, my beautiful pet? Why! it is the sun; 
the sun itself. Hide yourself--you are dazzling my eyes! Have you any 
luggage? Well, we'll just put it in the parlor; it can't be helped. And as 
to yourselves, I'll give you my own room. I'll engage a housekeeper 
and hire a driver from some livery stable. You'll not be in my way at 
all, not at all, not at all!' 
 
"In short, we did not accept. 
 
"But the explanation of this sudden return! Here it is: 
 
"'Are you not tired of Switzerland, my dear?' I asked of my husband. 
 
"'I am tired of Switzerland,' replied that faithful echo. 
 
"'Suppose we go away, then?' 
 
"And away we went. 
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"Glad and moved to the bottom of my soul at the thought of soon 
kissing you, 
 
JULIA. 
 
"P.S.--I beg Monsieur de Lucan not to intimidate me." 
 
The days that followed were delightfully busy for Clotilde. She 
herself unpacked the parcels that constantly kept coming, and put the 
contents away with her own maternal hands. She unfolded and folded 
again, she caressed those skirts, those waists of fine and perfumed 
linen, which were already to her like a part of her daughter's person. 
Lucan, a little jealous, surprised her meditating lovingly over these 
pretty things. She went to the stables to see Julia's horse, which had 
followed soon after the boxes; she gave him lumps of sugar and 
chatted with him. She filled with flowers and verdant foliage the 
apartments set apart for the young couple. 
 
This fever of happiness soon came to its happy termination. About a 
week after her arrival in Paris, Julia wrote to her mother that they 
expected, her husband and herself, to leave that evening, and that they 
would be in Cherbourg the next morning. Clotilde prepared, of course, 
to go and meet them with her carriage. Monsieur de Lucan, after duly 
conferring with her on the subject, thought best not to accompany her. 
He feared that he might interfere with the first emotions of the return, 
and yet, not wishing that Julia should attribute his absence to a lack of 
attention, he resolved to go and meet the travelers on horseback. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER V. 
 
FATHER AND STEP-DAUGHTER. 
 
It was on one of the first days of June. Clotilde had left early in the 
morning, fresh and radiant as the dawn. Two hours later, Lucan 
mounted his horse and started at a walk. The roads are lovely in 
Normandy at this season. The hawthorn hedges perfume the country, 
and sprinkle here and there the edges of the road with their rosy snow. 
A profusion of fresh verdure, dotted with wild flowers, covers the face 
of the ditches. All that, under the gay morning sun, is a feast for the 
eyes. M. de Lucan, however, greatly contrary to his custom, bestowed 
but very slight attention upon the spectacle of that smiling nature. He 
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was preoccupied, to a degree that surprised himself, with his coming 
meeting with his step-daughter. Julia had been such a besetting 
thought in his mind that he had retained of her an exaggerated 
impression. He strove in vain to restore her to her natural proportions, 
which were, after all, only those of a child, formerly a naughty child, 
now a prodigal child. He had become accustomed to invest her, in his 
imagination, with a mysterious importance and a sort of fatal power, 
of which he found it difficult to strip her. He laughed and felt irritated 
at his own weakness; but he experienced an agitation mingled with 
curiosity and vague uneasiness, at the moment of beholding face to 
face that sphinx whose shadow had so long disturbed his life, and who 
now came in person to sit at his fireside. 
 
An open barouche, decked with parasols, appeared at the summit of a 
hill; Lucan saw a head leaning and a handkerchief waving outside the 
carriage; he urged at once his horse to a gallop. Almost at the same 
instant the carriage stopped, and a young woman jumped lightly upon 
the road; she turned around to address a few words to her traveling-
companions, and advanced alone toward Lucan. Not wishing to be 
outdone in politeness, he alighted also, handed his horse to the groom 
who followed him, and started with cheerful alacrity in the direction 
of the young woman, whom he did not recognize, but who was 
evidently Julia. She was coming toward him without haste, with a 
sliding walk, rocking gently her flexible figure. As she drew near, she 
threw off her vail with a rapid motion of her hand, and Lucan was 
enabled to find again upon that youthful face, in those large and 
slightly clouded eyes, and the pure and stretching arch of the 
eyebrows, some features of the child he had known. 
 
When Julia's glance met that of Lucan, her pale complexion became 
suffused with a purple blush. 
 
He bowed very low to her, and with a smile full of affectionate grace: 
 
"Welcome!" he said. 
 
"Thank you, sir," said Julia, in a voice whose grave and melodious 
suavity struck Lucan; "friends, are we not?" And she held out both her 
hands to him with charming resolution. 
 
He drew her gently to himself to kiss her; but thinking that he felt a 
slight resistance in the suddenly stiffening arms of his step-daughter, 
he contented himself with kissing her wrist just above her glove. Then 
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affecting to look at her with a polite admiration, which, however, was 
perfectly sincere: 
 
"I really feel," he said, laughingly, "like asking you to whom I have 
the honor of speaking." 
 
"You find me grown?" she said, showing her dazzling teeth. 
 
"Surprisingly so," said Lucan; "most surprisingly. I understand Pierre 
perfectly now." 
 
"Poor Pierre!" said Julia; "he is so fond of you. Don't let us keep him 
waiting any longer, if you please." 
 
They started in the direction of the carriage, in front of which 
Monsieur de Moras was awaiting them, and while walking side by 
side: 
 
"What a lovely country!" resumed Julia. "And the sea quite near?" 
 
"Quite near." 
 
"We'll take a ride on horseback after breakfast, will we not?" 
 
"Quite willingly; but you must be horribly fatigued, my dear child. 
Excuse me! my dear--? By the way, how do you wish me to call you?" 
 
"Call me madam. I was such a bad child!" 
 
And she broke forth into a roll of that sudden, graceful, but somewhat 
equivocal laughter that was habitual with her. Then raising her voice: 
 
"You may come, Pierre; your friend is my friend now!" 
 
She left the two men shaking hands cordially, and exchanging the 
usual greetings, jumped into the carriage, and resuming her seat at her 
mother's side: 
 
"Mother," she said, kissing her at the same time, "the meeting came 
off very well--didn't it, Monsieur de Lucan?" 
 
"Very well, indeed," said Lucan, laughingly, "except some minor 
details." 
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"Oh! you are too hard to please, sir!" said Julia, drawing her 
wrappings around her. 
 
The next moment Monsieur de Lucan was cantering by the carriage 
door, while the three travelers inside were indulging in one of those 
expansive talks that usually follow the happy solution of a dreaded 
crisis. Clotilde, henceforth in the full possession of all her affections, 
was fairly soaring in the ethereal blue. 
 
"You are too handsome, mother," said Julia. "With such a big girl as I 
am, it is a positive crime!" 
 
And she kissed her again. 
 
Lucan, while participating in the conversation and doing to Julia the 
honors of the landscape, was trying to sum up within himself his 
impressions of the ceremony which had just taken place. Upon the 
whole he thought, as did his step-daughter, that it had come off very 
well, although it was not quite perfection. Perfection would have been 
to find in Julia a plain and unaffected woman, who would have simply 
thrown herself in her step-father's arms and laughed with him at her 
spoilt child's escapade; but he had never expected Julia's manners to 
be quite as frank and open as that. She had done in the present 
circumstances all that could be expected of a nature like hers; she had 
shown herself graciously friendly; she had, it is true, imparted to this 
first interview a certain solemn and dramatic turn. She was romantic, 
and as Lucan was tolerably so himself, this whim of hers had not 
proved unpleasant to him. 
 
He had been, moreover, agreeably surprised at the beauty of Madame 
de Moras, which was indeed striking. The severe regularity of her 
features, the deep luster of her blue eyes fringed with long black 
lashes, the exquisite harmony of her form were not her only, nor 
indeed her principal attractions; she owed her rare and personal charm 
to a sort of strange grace mingled with flexibility and strength, that 
lent enchantment to her every motion. She had in the play of her 
countenance, in her step, in her gestures, the sovereign ease of a 
woman who does not feel a single weak point in her beauty, and who 
moves, grows, and blossoms with all the freedom of a child in his 
cradle or a fallow deer in the forest. Made as she was, she had no 
difficulty in dressing well; the simplest costumes fitted her person 
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with an elegant precision that caused the Baroness de Pers to say in 
her inaccurate though expressive language: 
 
"A pair of kid gloves would be enough to dress her with." 
 
During that same day and those that followed, Julia conquered new 
titles to Monsieur de Lucan's good graces, by manifesting a strong 
liking for the chateau of Vastville and the surrounding sites. The 
chateau pleased her for its romantic style, its old-fashioned garden 
ornamented with yews and evergreens, the lonely avenues of the park, 
and its melancholy woods scattered with ruins. She went into ecstasies 
at the sight of the vast heather plains lashed by the ocean winds, the 
trees with twisted and convulsive tops, the tall granite cliffs worn by 
the everlasting waves. 
 
"All that," she said, laughingly, "has a great deal of character;" and as 
she had a great deal of it herself, she felt in her element. She had 
found the home of her dreams, she was happy. 
 
Her mother, to whom she paid up in passionate effusions all 
arrearages of tenderness, was still more so. 
 
The greater part of the day was spent riding about on horseback. After 
dinner, Julia, with that joyous and somewhat feverish spirit that 
animated her, related her travels, parodying in a good-natured manner 
her own enthusiasm and her husband's relative indifference in 
presence of the masterpieces of antique art. She illustrated these 
recollections with scenes of mimicry in which she displayed the skill 
of a fairy, the imagination of an artist, and sometimes the broad humor 
of a low comedian. In a turn of the hand, with a flower, a bit of silk, a 
sheet of paper, she composed a Neapolitan, Roman, or Sicilian head-
dress. She performed scenes from ballets or operas, pushing back the 
train of her dress with a tragic sweep of her foot, and accentuating 
strongly the commonplace exclamations of Italian lyricism: 
 
"Oh, Ciel! Crudel! Perfido! Oh, dio! Perdona!" 
 
Or else, kneeling on an arm-chair, she imitated the voice and manner 
of a preacher she had heard in Rome, and who did not seem to have 
sufficiently edified her. 
 
Through all these various performances she never lost a particle of her 
grace, and her most comical attitudes retained a certain elegance. 
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After all these frolics she would resume her expression of a listless 
queen. Beneath the charm of the life and prestige of this brilliant 
nature, Monsieur de Lucan readily forgave Julia the caprices and 
peculiarities of which she was lavishly prodigal, especially toward her 
step-father. She showed herself generally with him what she had been 
at the start; friendly and polite, with a shade of haughty irony; but she 
had strong inequalities of temper. Lucan surprised sometimes her gaze 
riveted upon him with a painful and almost fierce expression. One day 
she repelled with sullen rudeness the hand he offered to assist her in 
alighting from her horse or in climbing over a fence. She seemed to 
avoid every occasion of finding herself alone with him, and when she 
could not escape a tete-a-tete of a few moments, she manifested either 
restless irritation or mocking impertinence. Lucan fancied she 
reproached herself sometimes with belying too much her former 
sentiments, and that she thought she owed it to herself to give them 
from time to time a token of fidelity. He was grateful to her, however, 
for reserving for himself alone these equivocal manifestations, and for 
not troubling her mother with them. Upon the whole he attached but a 
slight importance to these symptoms. If there still was in the 
affectionate manifestations of his step-daughter something of a 
struggle and an effort, it was on the part of that haughty nature an 
excusable feature, a last resistance, which he flattered himself soon to 
remove by multiplying his delicate attentions toward her. 
 
Some two weeks after Julia's arrival, there was a ball given by the 
Marchioness de Boisfresnay, in her chateau of Boisfresnay, which is 
situated two or three miles from Vastville. Monsieur and Madame de 
Lucan were on pleasant visiting-terms with the marchioness. They 
went to that ball with Julia and her husband, the gentlemen in the 
coupe, the ladies, on account of their dresses, occupying the carriage 
alone. Toward midnight, Clotilde took her husband aside, and 
pointing to her daughter, who was waltzing in the adjoining parlor 
with a naval officer: 
 
"Hush! my dear," she said; "I have a frightful headache, and Pierre is 
fairly bored to death; but we have not the courage to take Julia away 
so early. Do you wish to make yourself very agreeable? You'll bring 
her home, and we will start now, Pierre and myself; we'll leave you 
the carriage." 
 
"Very well, dear," said Lucan, "run off, then." 
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Clotilde and Monsieur de Moras slipped away at once. 
 
A moment later Julia, cleaving her way scornfully through the throng 
that parted before her as before an angel of light, raised her superb 
brow and made a sign to Lucan. 
 
"I don't see mother," she said. 
 
Lucan informed her in a few words of the arrangement which had just 
been settled upon. A sudden flash darted across Julia's eyes; her brows 
became contracted; she shrugged her shoulders slightly without 
replying, and returned into the ball-room, waltzing through the crowd 
with the same tranquil insolence. She betook herself again to the arm 
of a naval officer, and seemed to enjoy whirling in all her splendor. 
And indeed her ball-dress added a strange luster to her beauty. Her 
shoulders and throat, emerging from her dress with a sort of chaste 
indifference, retained even in the animation of the dance the cold and 
lustrous purity of marble. 
 
Lucan asked her to waltz with him; she hesitated, but having 
consulted her memory, she discovered that she had not yet exhausted 
the list of naval officers who had swooped down in squadrons upon 
that rich prey. At the end of an hour she got tired of being admired 
and called for the carriage. As she was draping herself in her 
wrappings in the vestibule, her step-father volunteered his services. 
 
"No! I beg of you," she said, impatiently; "men don't know--don't 
know at all!" 
 
Then she threw herself in the carriage with a wearied look. However, 
as the horses were starting: 
 
"Smoke, sir," she said with a better grace. 
 
Lucan thanked her for the permission, but without availing himself of 
it; then, while making all his little arrangements of neighborly 
comfort: 
 
"You were remarkably handsome to-night, my dear child!" he said. 
 
"Monsieur," said Julia, in a nonchalant but affirmative tone, "I forbid 
you to think me handsome, and I forbid you to call me 'my dear 
child!'" 
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"As you please," said Lucan. "Well, then, you are not handsome, you 
are not dear to me, and you are not a child." 
 
"As for being a child, no!" she said, energetically. 
 
She wound her vail around her head, crossed her arms over her 
bosom, and settled herself in her corner, where a stray moonbeam 
came occasionally to play over her whiteness. 
 
"May I sleep?" she asked. 
 
"Why, most certainly! Shall I close the window?" 
 
"If you please. My flowers will not incommode you?" 
 
"Not in the least." 
 
After a pause: 
 
"Monsieur de Lucan?" resumed Julia. 
 
"Dear madam?" 
 
"Do explain to me in what consist the usages of society; for there are 
things which I do not understand. Is it admissible--is it proper to allow 
a woman of my age and a gentleman of yours to return from a ball, 
tete-a-tete, at two o'clock in the morning?" 
 
"But," said Lucan, not without a certain gravity, "I am not a 
gentleman; I am your mother's husband." 
 
"Ah! that is true; of course, you are my mother's husband!" she said, 
emphasizing these words in a ringing voice, which caused Lucan to 
fear some explosion. 
 
But, appearing to overcome a violent emotion, she went on in an 
almost cheerful tone: 
 
"Yes, you are my mother's husband; and what is more, you are, 
according to my notion, a very bad husband for my mother." 
 
"According to your notion!" said Lucan, quietly. "And why so?" 
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"Because you are not at all suited to her." 
 
"Have you consulted your mother on that subject, my dear madam? It 
seems to me that she must be a better judge of it than yourself." 
 
"I need not consult her. It is enough to see you both together. My 
mother is an angelic creature, whereas you;--no!" 
 
"What am I, then?" 
 
"A romantic, restless man--the very reverse, in fact. Sooner or later, 
you'll betray her." 
 
"Never!" said Lucan, somewhat sternly. 
 
"Are you quite sure of that, sir?" said Julia, riveting her gaze upon him 
from the depths of her hood. 
 
"Dear madam," replied Monsieur de Lucan, "you were asking me, a 
moment since, to explain to you what was proper and what was 
improper; well, it is improper that we should take, you your mother, 
and I my wife, as the text for a jest of that kind, and consequently, it is 
proper that we should drop the subject." 
 
She hushed, remained motionless and closed her eyes. In the course of 
a minute or two, Lucan saw a tear fall down her long eyelashes and 
roll over her cheek. 
 
"Mon Dieu! my child," he said, "I have wounded your feelings! Allow 
me to tender you my sincere apologies." 
 
"Keep your apologies to yourself!" she said, in a hoarse voice, 
opening her eyes wide at the same time. "I have no need of your 
apologies any more than of your lessons! Your lessons! What have I 
done to deserve such a humiliation? I cannot understand. What is 
there more innocent than my words, and what do you expect me to tell 
you? Is it my fault if I am here alone with you! if I am compelled to 
speak to you?--if I know not what to say? Why am I exposed to such 
things? Why ask me more than I can do? It is presuming too much on 
my strength! It is enough--it is a thousand times too much already--to 
be compelled to act such a comedy as I am compelled to act every 
day. God knows I am tired of it!" 
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Lucan found it difficult to overcome the painful surprise that had 
seized him. 
 
"Julia," he said at last, "you were kind enough to tell me that we were 
friends; I believed you. Is it not true, then?" 
 
"No!" 
 
After launching that word with somber energy, she wrapped up her 
head and face in her hood and vail, and remained during the rest of the 
way plunged into a silence which Monsieur de Lucan did not attempt 
to disturb. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER VI. 
 
A DISILLUSION. 
 
After a few hours of painful sleep, Monsieur de Lucan rose the next 
day, his brain laden with cares. 
 
The resumption of hostilities, which had been clearly signified to him 
foreboded surely fresh troubles for his peace and fresh anguish for 
Clotilde's happiness. Was he, then, about returning to those odious 
agitations which had so long harassed his existence, and this time 
without any hopes of escape? How, indeed, was it possible not to 
despair of that untamable nature which age and reason, which so 
much attention and affection had left unmoved in her prejudices and 
her hatred? How was it possible to understand, and, above all, ever to 
overcome the quixotic sentiment, or rather the mania which had taken 
possession of that concentrated soul, and which was smoldering in it, 
ever ready to break forth in furious outbursts? 
 
Clotilde and Julia had not yet made their appearance. Lucan went to 
take a walk in the garden, to breathe once more the peace of his 
beloved solitude, pending the anticipated storms. At the extremity of 
an alley of evergreens, he discovered the Count de Moras, his arm 
resting on the pedestal of an old statue, and his eyes fixed on the 
ground. 
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Monsieur de Moras had never been a dreamer, but since his arrival at 
the chateau, he had, on more than one occasion, manifested to Lucan a 
melancholy state of mind quite foreign to his natural disposition. 
Lucan had felt alarmed; nevertheless, as he did not himself like any 
one to intrude upon his confidence, he had abstained from questioning 
him. 
 
They shook hands as they met. 
 
"You came home late last night?" inquired the count. 
 
"At about three o'clock." 
 
"Oh! povero! Apropos, thanks for your kindness to Julia. How did she 
behave to you?" 
 
"Why--well enough," said Lucan--"a little peculiar, as usual." 
 
"Oh! peculiar of course!" 
 
He smiled rather sadly, took Monsieur de Lucan's arm, and leading 
him through the meandering paths of the garden: 
 
"Voyons, mon cher," he said in a suppressed voice, "between you and 
me, what is Julia?" 
 
"How, my friend?" 
 
"Yes, what sort of a woman is my wife? If you know, do tell me, I beg 
of you." 
 
"Excuse me, but it is the very question I would like to ask of you 
myself." 
 
"Of me?" said the count. "But I have not the slightest idea. She is a 
Sphinx, a riddle, the solution of which escapes me completely. She 
both charms and frightens me. She is peculiar, you said? She is more 
than that; she is fantastic. She is not of this world. I know not whom 
or what I have married. You remember that cold and beautiful 
creature in the Arabian tales who rose at night to go and feast in the 
graveyard. It's absurd, but she reminds me of that." 
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The count's troubled look, the constrained laugh with which he 
accompanied his words, moved Lucan deeply. 
 
"So, then," said the latter, "you are unhappy?" 
 
"It is impossible to be more so," replied the count, pressing his hand 
hard. "I adore her, and I am jealous--without knowing of whom and of 
what! She does not love me--and yet she loves some one--she must 
love some one! How can I doubt it? Look at her; she is the very 
embodiment of passion; the fire of passion overflows in her words, in 
her looks, in the blood of her veins! And near me, she is as cold as the 
statue upon a tomb!" 
 
"Frankly, mon cher," said Lucan, "you seem to exaggerate your 
disasters greatly. In reality they seem to amount to very little. In the 
first place, you are seriously in love for the first time in your life, I 
think; you had heard a great deal said about love, about passion, and 
perhaps you were expecting of them excessive wonders. In the second 
place, I must beg you to observe that very young women are rarely 
very passionate. The sort of coolness of which you complain is 
therefore quite easy to explain without the intervention of anything 
supernatural. Young women, I repeat, are generally idealists; their 
love has no substance. You ask of whom or of what you should be 
jealous? Be jealous, then, of all those vague and romantic aspirations 
that torment youthful imaginations; be jealous of the wind, of the 
tempest, of the barren moors, of the rugged cliffs, of my old manor, of 
my words and of my ruins--for Julia adores all that. Be jealous, above 
all, of that ardent worship she has avowed to her father's memory, and 
which still absorbs her--I have lately had a proof of the fact--the 
keenest of her passion." 
 
"You do me good," rejoined Pierre de Moras, breathing more freely, 
"and yet I had already thought of all these things. But if she does not 
love now, she will some day--and suppose it should not be me! Were 
she to bestow upon another all that she refuses me! my friend," added 
the count, whose handsome features turned pale, "I would kill her 
with my own hand!" 
 
"So much for being in love," said Lucan; "and I, am I nothing more to 
you, then?" 
 
"You, my friend," said Moras with emotion, "you see my confidence 
in you! I have revealed to you weaknesses of which I am ashamed. 
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Ah! why have I ever known any other feeling than that of friendship! 
Friendship alone returns as much as it receives; it fortifies instead of 
enervating; it is the only passion worthy of a man. Never forsake me, 
my friend; you will console me, whatever may happen." 
 
The bell that was ringing for breakfast called them back to the 
chateau. Julia pretended being tired and ailing. Under shelter of this 
pretext, her silent humor, her more than dry answers to Lucan's polite 
questions, passed at first without awakening either her mother's or her 
husband's attention; but during the remainder of the day, and amid the 
various incidents of family life, Julia's aggressive tone and 
disagreeable manners toward Lucan became too strongly marked not 
to be noticed. However, as Lucan had the patience and good taste not 
to seem to notice them, each one kept his own impressions to himself. 
The dinner was, that day, more quiet than usual. The conversation fell, 
toward the end of the meal, upon extremely delicate ground, and it 
was Julia who brought it there, though, however, without the least 
thought of evil. She was exhausting her mocking verve upon a little 
boy of eight or ten--the son of the Marchioness de Boisfresnay--who 
had annoyed her extremely the night before, by parading through the 
ball his own pretentious little person, and by throwing himself 
pleasantly like a top between the legs of the gentlemen and through 
the dresses of the ladies. The marchioness went into ecstasies at these 
charming pranks. Clotilde defended her mildly, alleging that this child 
was her only son. 
 
"That is no reason for bestowing upon society one scoundrel the 
more," said Lucan. 
 
"However," rejoined Julia, who hastened to be no longer of her own 
opinion as soon as her step-father seemed to have rallied to it, "it is a 
well acknowledged fact that spoiled children are those who turn out 
the best." 
 
"There are at least some exceptions," said Lucan, coldly. 
 
"I know of none," said Julia. 
 
"Mon Dieu!" said the Count de Moras in a tone of conciliation, "right 
or wrong, it is quite the fashion, nowadays, to spoil children." 
 
"It is a criminal fashion," said Lucan. "Formerly their parents whipped 
them, and thus made men of them." 
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"When a man has such a disposition as that," said Julia, "he does not 
deserve to have any children--and he has none!" she added with a 
direct look that further aggravated the unkind and even cruel intention 
of her words. 
 
Monsieur de Lucan turned very pale. Clotilde's eyes filled with tears. 
Julia, embarrassed at her triumph, left the room. Her mother, after 
remaining for a few moments, her face covered with her hands, rose 
from the table and went to join her. 
 
"Now, mon cher," said Monsieur de Moras as soon as he found 
himself alone with Lucan, "what the mischief took place between you 
two last night? You did tell me something about it this morning, but I 
was so much absorbed in my own selfish preoccupations, that I paid 
no attention to it. But tell me, what did take place between you?" 
 
"Nothing serious. Only I was able to satisfy myself that she had not 
yet forgiven my occupying a place which, according to her ideas, 
should never have been filled." 
 
"What would you advise me to do, George?" rejoined Monsieur de 
Moras. "I am ready to do whatever you say. 
 
"My dear friend," said Lucan, laying gently his hands upon Pierre's 
shoulders, "don't be offended, but life in common, under such 
conditions, becomes a very difficult matter. It is best not to wait until 
some irreparable scene. In Paris we will be able to see each other 
without difficulty. I advise you to take her away." 
 
"Suppose she is not willing." 
 
"I should speak firmly," said Lucan, looking him straight in the eyes; 
"I have some work to do this evening; it happens well and will give 
you a good opportunity. In the meantime, au revoir." 
 
Monsieur de Lucan locked himself up in his library. An hour later, 
Clotilde came to join him. 
 
He could see that she had wept a great deal; but she held out her 
forehead to him with her sweetest smile. While he was kissing her, 
she murmured simply and in a whisper: 
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"Forgive her for my sake!" 
 
And the charming creature withdrew in haste to hide her emotions. 
 
The next morning, Monsieur de Lucan, who, as usual, had risen quite 
early, had been writing for some time near the library window, which 
opened at quite a moderate height on the garden. He was not a little 
surprised to see his step-daughter's face appear among the 
honeysuckle vines that crept over the iron trellis of the balcony: 
 
"Monsieur," she said in her most melodious tone, "are you very 
busy?" 
 
"Oh, not at all!" he replied, rising at the same time. 
 
"It's because, you see, the weather is perfectly delightful," she said. 
"Will you come and take a walk with me?" 
 
"Of course I will." 
 
"Well, come then. Good Heavens! how sweet this honeysuckle does 
smell!" 
 
And she snatched off a few flowers, which she threw to Lucan 
through the window, with a burst of laughter. He fastened them in his 
button-hole, making the gesture of a man who understands nothing of 
what is going on, but who has no reason to be angry. 
 
He found her in fresh morning costume, stamping upon the sand with 
her light and impatient foot. 
 
"Monsieur de Lucan," she cries, gayly, "my mother wishes me to be 
amiable with you, my husband wishes it, Heaven wills it, too, I 
suppose; that's why I am willing also, and I assure you that I can be 
very amiable when I try. You'll see!" 
 
"Is it possible?" said Lucan. 
 
"You'll see, sir!" she replied, dropping him with all possible grace, a 
regular stage curtsey. 
 
"And where are we going, pray, madam?" 
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"Wherever you like--through the woods, at random, if you please." 
 
The wooded hills came so close to the chateau, that they bordered 
with a fringe of shade one side of the yard. Monsieur de Lucan and 
Julia took the first path that came in their way; but it was not long 
before Julia left the beaten road-way, to walk at hazard from tree to 
tree, wandering at random, beating the thickets with her cane, picking 
flowers or leaves, stopping in ecstasy before the luminous bands that 
striped here and there the mossy carpets, frankly intoxicated with 
movement, open air, sunshine, and youth. While walking, she cast to 
her companion words of pleasant fellowship, playful interpellation, 
childish jests, and caused the woods to ring again with the melody of 
her laughter. 
 
In her admiration for the wild flowers, she had gradually collected a 
regular bundle, of which Monsieur de Lucan accepted the burden with 
cheerful resignation. Noticing that he was almost bending under the 
weight, she sat down upon the gnarled roots of an old oak, in order, 
she said, to make a selection among all this pell-mell. She then took 
upon her lap the bundles of grass and flowers, and began throwing out 
everything that appeared to her of inferior quality. She handed over to 
Lucan, seated a step or two from her, whatever she thought fit to 
retain for the final bouquet, justifying gravely her decision upon each 
plant that she examined: 
 
"You, my dear, you are too thin! you're pretty, but too short! you, you 
smell bad! you, you look stupid." 
 
Then, turning abruptly into another train of thought, which was not at 
first without causing some uneasiness to Monsieur de Lucan: 
 
"It was you, wasn't it, who advised Pierre to speak to me with 
firmness?" 
 
"I?" said Lucan, "what an idea!" 
 
"It must have been you. You," she went on again, speaking to her 
flowers, "you look sickly, good-night! Yes, it must have been you. 
One might think you quite meek, to look at you, whereas, on the 
contrary, you are very harsh, very tyrannical." 
 
"Ferocious!" said Lucan. 
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"At any rate, I have no fault to find with you for that. You were right; 
poor Pierre is too weak with me. I like a man to be a man. And yet he 
is very brave, is he not?" 
 
"Extremely so," said Lucan; "he is capable of the most energetic 
actions." 
 
"He looks like it, and yet with me--he is an angel." 
 
"It is because he loves you." 
 
"Quite probable!--some of those flowers are so curious. Look at this 
one; it looks like a little lady!" 
 
"I hope that you love him too, my good Pierre?" 
 
"Quite probable, too!" 
 
After a pause, she shook her head: 
 
"And why should I love him?" 
 
"What a question!" said Lucan. "Why, because he is perfectly worthy 
of being loved; because he has every quality; intelligence, heart, and 
even beauty--finally, because you have married him." 
 
"Monsieur de Lucan, will you allow me to tell you something 
confidentially?" 
 
"I beg you to do so." 
 
"That trip to Italy has been very injurious to me." 
 
"In what way?" 
 
"Before my marriage, I did not think myself positively ugly, but I 
fancied myself at least quite plain." 
 
"Yes! Well?" 
 
"Well! while traveling about Italy, among all those souvenirs and 
those marbles, so much admired, I made strange reflections. I said to 
myself that, after all, these princesses and goddesses of the ancient 
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world, who drove shepherds and kings mad, for whose sake wars 
broke out and sacrileges were committed, were persons pretty much 
after my own style. Then occurred to me the fatal idea of my own 
beauty! I felt that I disposed of an exceptional power; that I was a 
sacred object that could not be given away for a vulgar trifle, and 
which could only be the reward--how can I say?--of a great deed or of 
a crime!" 
 
Lucan remained for a moment astonished at the audacious naivete of 
that language. He thought best, however, to laugh at it. 
 
"But, my dear Julia," he said, "take care; you mistake the age. We are 
no longer in the days when nations went to war for the sake of a 
woman's pretty eyes. However, speak about it to Pierre; he has 
everything required to furnish the great action you want. As to the 
crime, I think you had better give it up." 
 
"Do you think so?" said Julia. "What a pity!" she added, bursting out 
into a hearty laugh. "You see, I tell you all the nonsense that comes in 
my head. That's amiable enough, I hope, is it not?" 
 
"It is certainly extremely amiable," said Lucan. "Keep on." 
 
"With such precious encouragement, sir!" she said, rising and 
finishing her sentence with a courtesy; "but for the present, let us go 
to breakfast. I recommend my bouquet to your attention. Hold the 
head down. Walk ahead, sir, and by the shortest road, if you please, 
for I have an appetite that is bringing tears to my eyes." 
 
Lucan took the path that led most directly to the chateau. She 
followed him with nimble step, at times humming a cavatina, at others 
addressing him fresh instructions as to the manner of holding her 
bouquet, or touching him lightly with the end of her cane, to make 
him admire some birds perched upon a branch. 
 
Clotilde and Monsieur de Moras were waiting for them, seated upon a 
bench outside the gate of the chateau. The anxiety depicted upon their 
countenances vanished at the sound of Julia's laughing voice. 
 
As soon as she saw them, she snatched the bouquet from Lucan's 
hands, ran toward Clotilde, and throwing on her lap her fragrant 
harvest: 
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"Mother," she said, "we have had a delightful walk--I had a great deal 
of fun; Monsieur de Lucan also, and what's more, he has improved 
very much by my conversation, I opened up new horizons to him!" 
 
She described with her hand a great curve in the air, to indicate the 
immensity of the horizons she had opened up to Monsieur de Lucan. 
Then, drawing her mother toward the dining-room, and snuffing the 
air with apparent relish: 
 
"Oh! that kitchen of my mother's!" she said. "What an aroma!" 
 
This charming humor, which was a source of great rejoicing to all the 
guests of the chateau, never flagged during that entire day, and, most 
unexpected of all, it continued during the next and the following days 
without perceptible change. If Julia did still nurture any remnants of 
her moody cares, she had at least the kindness of keeping them to 
herself, and to suffer alone. More than once, still, she was seen 
returning from her solitary excursions with gloomy eye and clouded 
brow; but she shook off these equivocal dispositions as soon as she 
found herself again in the family circle, and was all amiability. 
 
Toward Monsieur de Lucan particularly she showed herself most 
agreeable; feeling, probably, that she had many amends to make in 
that direction. She went so far as to take up a great deal of his time 
without much discretion, and to call him a little too often in 
requisition for walks or rides, for tapestry drawings, for playing duets 
with her, sometimes for nothing, simply to disturb him, standing in 
front of his windows, and asking him, in the midst of his reading, all 
sorts of burlesque questions. All this was charming; Monsieur de 
Lucan lent himself to it with the utmost good nature, and did not 
surely deserve great credit for doing so. 
 
About this time, the Baroness de Pers came to spend three days with 
her daughter. She was at once advised, with full particulars, of the 
miraculous change that had taken place in Julia's character, and of her 
behavior toward her step-father. On witnessing the gracious attentions 
which she lavished upon Monsieur de Lucan, Madame de Pers 
manifested the liveliest satisfaction, in the midst of which, however, 
could be seen at times some slight traces of her former prejudices 
against her grand-daughter. 
 
The day before the expected departure of the baroness, some of the 
neighbors were invited to dinner for her gratification, for she had but 
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very little taste for the intimacy of family life, and was passionately 
fond of strangers. For want of time to do any better, they gave her for 
company, the cure of Vastville, the local physician, the receiver of 
taxes, and recorder of deeds, all of whom were tolerably frequent 
guests at the chateau, and great admirers of Julia. It was doubtless not 
a great deal; it was enough, however, to furnish to the baroness an 
occasion for wearing one of her handsome dinner-dresses. 
 
Julia, during the dinner, seemed to make it a point to effect the 
conquest of the cure, a simple old man, who yielded to his fair 
neighbor's fascinations with a sort of joyous stupor. She made him eat, 
she made him drink, she made him laugh. 
 
"What a little serpent she is, isn't she, Monsieur le Cure?" said the 
baroness. 
 
"She is very lovely," said the cure. 
 
"Enough to make one shudder," rejoined the baroness. 
 
In the evening, after waltzing for a little while around the room, Julia, 
accompanied by her husband, sang in her beautiful, grave voice, some 
unpublished melodies and national songs she had brought back from 
Italy. One of these tunes having reminded her of a sort of tarentella 
she had seen danced by some women at Procida, she requested her 
husband to play it. She was explaining at the same time, with much 
animation, how this tarentella was danced, giving a rapid outline of 
the steps, the gestures and the attitudes; then, suddenly carried away 
by the ardor of her narrative: 
 
"Wait a moment, Pierre," she said, "I am going to dance it. That will 
be much more simple." 
 
She lifted the long train of her dress, which impeded her movements, 
and requested her mother to loop it up with pins. In the meantime she 
was right busy herself; there were on the mantel-piece, and on the 
consoles, vases filled with flowers and verdure; she drew freely from 
them with her nimble fingers, and, standing before a mirror, she 
fastened and twined pell-mell, in her magnificent hair, flowers, leaves, 
bunches, ears, anything that happened to fall under her hands. With 
her head loaded with that heavy and quivering wreath, she came to 
place herself in the center of the parlor. 
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"Go on now, dear!" she said to Monsieur de Moras. He played the 
tarentella, that began with a sort of slow and measured ballet-step, 
which Julia performed in her own masterly style, folding and 
unfolding in turn, like two garlands, her peri's arms; then the rhythm 
becoming more and more animated, she struck the floor with her rapid 
and repeated steps, with the wild suppleness and the wanton smile of a 
young bacchante. Suddenly she brought the performance to a close 
with a long slide that carried her, all panting, before Monsieur de 
Lucan, seated opposite to her. There, she bent one knee, lay with rapid 
gesture both her hands upon her hair, and tossing about at the same 
time her inclined head, she shook off her crown in a shower of flowers 
at the feet of Lucan, saying in her sweetest voice, and in a tone of 
gracious homage: 
 
"There! sir!" 
 
After which, she rose, and, still sliding, made her way to an arm-chair, 
into which she threw herself, and taking up the cure's three-cornered 
hat, she began to fan herself vigorously with it. 
 
In the midst of the applause and the laughter that filled the parlor, the 
Baroness de Pers drew gently nearer to Lucan on the sofa which they 
were jointly occupying, and said to him in a whisper: 
 
"Tell me, my dear sir, what in the world is the meaning of this new 
system? Do you know that I still preferred the old style myself?" 
 
"How, dear madam? And why so?" said Lucan simply. 
 
But before the baroness had time to explain, admitting that such was 
her intention, Julia was taken with another fancy. 
 
"Really," she said, "I am smothering here. Monsieur de Lucan, do 
offer me your arm." 
 
She went out, and Lucan followed her. She stopped in the vestibule to 
cover her head with her great white vail, seemed to hesitate between 
the door that led into the garden and that which led into the yard, and 
then deciding: 
 
"To the Ladies' Walk," she said; "it's coolest there." 
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"The Ladies' Walk," which was Julia's favorite strolling resort, opened 
opposite the avenue, on the other side of the court-yard. It was a 
gently sloping path contrived between the rocky base of the wooded 
hill and the banks of a ravine that seemed to have been one of the 
moats of the old castle. A brook flowed at the bottom of this ravine 
with a melancholy murmur; it became merged, a little farther off, into 
a small lake shaded by willows, and guarded by two old marble 
nymphs, to which the Ladies' Walk was indebted for its name, 
consecrated by the local tradition. Half-way between the yard and the 
pond, fragments of wall and broken arches, the evident remnants of 
some outer fortification, rose against the hill-side; for the space of a 
few paces, these ruins bordered the path with their heavy buttresses, 
and projected into it, together with festoons of ivy and briar, a mass of 
shade which night changed into densest darkness. It looked then as if 
the passage was broken by an abyss. The gloomy character of this site 
was not, however, without some mitigating features; the path was 
strewn with fine, dry sand; rustic benches stood against the bluff; 
finally, the grassy banks that sloped down into the ravine were dotted 
with hyacinths, violets, and dwarf roses whose perfume rose and 
lingered in that shaded alley like the odor of incense in a church. 
 
It was then about the end of July, and the heat had been overpowering 
during the day. After leaving the atmosphere of the court-yard, still 
aglow with the fires of the setting sun, Julia breathed eagerly the cool 
air of the woods and of the brook. 
 
"Dieu! how delightful this is!" she said. 
 
"But I am afraid this may be a little too delightful," said Lucan; "allow 
me." 
 
And he wound up in a double fold round her neck the floating ends of 
her vail. 
 
"What! do you value my life, then?" she said. 
 
"Most undoubtedly." 
 
"That's magnanimous!" 
 
She walked a few steps in silence, resting lightly upon the arm of her 
companion, and rocking, in her peculiar way, her graceful figure. 
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"Your good cure must take me for a species of demon," she added. 
 
"He is not the only one," said Lucan, with ironical coldness. 
 
She laughed a short and constrained laugh; then, after another pause, 
and while continuing to walk with downcast eyes: 
 
"You must certainly hate me a little less now; say, don't you?" 
 
"A little less." 
 
"Be serious, will you? I know that I have made you suffer a great deal. 
Are you beginning to forgive me now?" 
 
Her voice had assumed an accent of tenderness quite unusual to it, and 
which touched Monsieur de Lucan. 
 
"I forgive you with all my heart, my child," he replied. 
 
She stopped, and grasping his two hands: 
 
"True? We will not hate each other any more?" she said, in a low and 
apparently timid tone. "You love me a little?" 
 
"Thank you," said Lucan, with grave emotion; "thank you; I love you 
very much." 
 
As she was drawing him gently toward her he clasped her in a frank 
and affectionate embrace, and pressed his lips upon the forehead she 
was holding up to him; but at the same instant he felt her supple figure 
stiffen; her head rolled back; then she sank bodily, and slipped in his 
arms like a flower whose stem has suddenly been mowed down. 
 
There was a bench within two steps; he carried her there, but after 
laying her upon it, instead of affording her the required assistance, he 
remained in an attitude of strange immobility before that lovely and 
helpless form. A long silence followed, broken only by the gentle and 
monotonous ripple of the brook. Shaking off his stupor at last, 
Monsieur de Lucan called out several times in a loud and almost harsh 
voice: 
 
"Julia! Julia!" 
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As she remained motionless still, he ran down into the ravine, took 
some water in the hollow of his hand, and bathed her temples with it. 
In the course of a minute or two, he saw her eyes opening in the 
darkness, and he helped her raise her head. 
 
"What is it?" she said, looking at him with a wild expression; "what 
has happened, sir?" 
 
"Why, you fainted," said Lucan, laughing. 
 
"Fainted?" repeated Julia. 
 
"Of course; that's just what I feared; you must have been benumbed 
by the cold. Can you walk? Come, try." 
 
"Perfectly well," she said, rising and taking his arm. 
 
Like all those who experience sudden prostration, Julia remembered, 
but in a very indistinct manner, the circumstance that had brought 
about her fainting. 
 
In the meantime they had resumed their walk slowly in the direction 
of the chateau. 
 
"Fainted!" she repeated, gayly; "mon Dieu! how perfectly ridiculous!" 
 
Then, with sudden animation: 
 
"But what did I say? Did I speak at all?" 
 
"You said, 'I am cold!' and away you went!" 
 
"Just like that?" 
 
"Just like that." 
 
"Did you think I was dead?" 
 
"I did hope for a moment that you were," said Lucan, coldly. 
 
"How horrid of you! But we were talking before that. What were we 
saying?" 
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"We were making a pact of amity and friendship." 
 
"Well! it doesn't look much like it now, Monsieur de Lucan!" 
 
"Madam?" 
 
"You seem positively angry with me because I fainted." 
 
"Of course I am. In the first place, I don't like that sort of adventures, 
and then, it is wholly your own fault; you are so imprudent, so 
unreasonable!" 
 
"Oh! mon Dieu! Don't you want a switch?" 
 
And as the lights of the chateau were coming into sight: 
 
"Apropos, don't trouble mother with any of that nonsense, will you?" 
 
"Certainly not; you may rest easy on that score." 
 
"You are just as cross as you can be, you know?" 
 
"Probably I am; but I have just spent there a few minutes so very 
painful." 
 
"I pity you with all my heart," said Julia, dryly. 
 
She threw off her vail in the vestibule, and returned to the parlor. 
 
The Baroness de Pers, who was to leave early the next day, had 
already retired. Julia performed some four-handed pieces on the piano 
with her mother. Monsieur de Lucan took the place of the "dummy" at 
the whist table, and the evening ended quietly. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER VII. 
 
VICTORY AND DEFEAT. 
 
The next morning, Clotilde was preparing to accompany her mother to 
the station in the carriage; Monsieur de Lucan, detained at the chateau 
by a business appointment, was present to take leave of his mother-in-
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law. He remarked the thoughtful countenance of the baroness; she was 
silent, much against her habit, and she cast embarrassed looks upon 
him; she approached him several times with a constrained smile and 
confidential manner, but confined herself to addressing to him a few 
commonplace words. Availing herself at last of a moment when 
Clotilde was giving some orders, she leaned out of the carriage-
window, and, pressing significantly Monsieur de Lucan's hand: 
 
"Be true and faithful to her, sir!" she said. 
 
The carriage started almost immediately, but not before he had had 
time to notice that her eyes were filled with tears. 
 
The matter that was engrossing Monsieur de Lucan's attention at the 
time, and on the subject of which he had had a long conversation that 
very morning with his lawyer and his advocate, who had come over 
from Caen during the night, was an old family law-suit which the 
mayor of Vastville, an ambitious personage and restless busy-body, 
had taken pride in bringing to light again. The question at issue was a 
claim for some public property the effect of which would have been to 
strip Monsieur de Lucan of a portion of his timbered lands and to 
curtail materially his patrimonial estate. He had gained his suit in the 
lower court, but an appeal was soon to be heard, and he was not 
without fears as to the final result. He had no difficulty in using that 
pretext, to account during the next few days, to the eyes of the 
inhabitants of the chateau, for a severity of physiognomy, a briefness 
of language, and a fondness for solitude, which concealed perhaps 
graver cares. That pretext, however, soon failed him. A telegram 
informed him, early the following week, that the suit had been finally 
decided in his favor, and he was compelled to manifest on this 
occasion an apparent joy that was far indeed from his heart. 
 
He resumed from that moment the usual routine of family life to 
which Julia continued to impart the movement of her active 
imagination. However, he ceased to lend himself with the same 
affectionate familiarity to the caprices of his step-daughter. She 
noticed it; but she was not the only one who did. Lucan detected 
surprise in the eyes of Monsieur de Moras, reproaches in those of 
Clotilde. A new danger appeared before him; he was acting in a 
manner which it was equally impossible, equally perilous to explain 
or to allow being interpreted. 
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With time, however, the frightful light that had flashed across his 
brain in a recent circumstance was growing gradually fainter; it had 
ceased to fill his mind with the same convincing force. He conceived 
doubts; he accused himself at times on a veritable aberration; he 
charged the baroness with cruel and guilty prejudices; he thought, in a 
word, that, at all events, the wisest course was to avoid believing in 
the drama, and giving it life by taking a serious part in it. 
Unfortunately Julia's disposition, full of surprises and unforeseen 
whims, scarcely admitted of any regular plan of conduct toward her. 
 
One beautiful afternoon, the guests of the chateau accompanied by a 
few of the neighbors, had gone on a horseback excursion to the 
extremity of Cape La Hague. On the return home, and when they had 
come about half-way, Julia, who had been remarkably quiet all day, 
left the principal group of riders, and, casting aside to Monsieur de 
Lucan an expressive glance, she urged her horse slightly forward. He 
overtook her almost immediately. She cast upon him again an oblique 
glance, and abruptly, with her bitterest and most incisive accent: 
 
"Is my presence dangerous to you, sir?" 
 
"How, dangerous?" he said, laughingly. "I do not understand you, my 
dear madam." 
 
"Why do you avoid me? What have I done to you? What means this 
new and disagreeable manner which you affect toward me? It is really 
a very strange thing that you should become less polite to me, as I am 
more so to you. They persecute one for years to induce me to show 
you a pleasant countenance, and when I try my best to do so, you 
pout. What does it mean? What has got into your head? I should be 
infinitely curious to know." 
 
"It is quite simple, and I am going to enlighten you in two words. It 
has got into my head that after being not very amiable to me, you are 
now almost too much so. I am sincerely touched and charmed at it; 
but I really fear, sometimes, to turn too much to my own profit 
attentions to which I am far from having the sole right. You know 
how fond I am of your husband. There can be no question of jealousy 
in this case, of course; but a man's love is proud and prompt to take 
umbrage. Without stooping to low and otherwise impossible 
sentiments, Pierre, seeing himself somewhat neglected, might feel 
offended and afflicted, at which we would both be greatly grieved, 
would we not?" 
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"I do not know how to do anything half-way," she said with a gesture 
of impatience. "How can I change my nature? It is with my own heart, 
and not with that of another, that I love and that I hate; and then, why 
should it not enter into my plans to excite Pierre's jealousy? My old 
traditional hatred for you has perhaps made this deep calculation; he 
would kill either you or me, and that would be as good a denouement 
as any other." 
 
"You must allow me to prefer another," said Lucan, still trying, but 
without much success, to give a cheerful turn to this wildly passionate 
conversation. 
 
"However," she went on, "you may rest easy, my dear sir. Pierre is not 
jealous. He suspects nothing, as they say in plays!" 
 
She laughed one of her wicked laughs, and added at once in a graver 
tone: 
 
"And what could he suspect? In being amiable toward you, I am 
merely acting under order, and no one can tell how much of it is 
genuine and how much put on." 
 
"I feel quite certain that you don't know yourself," he said, laughingly. 
"You are a person of naturally restless disposition; you require 
agitation, and when there is none you try to imitate it as best as you 
can. Whether you like, or whether you don't like your step-father, is 
not a very dramatic affair. There is no room here for any but very 
simple and very ordinary sentiments. It is well enough to complicate 
them a little--is it not, my dear?" 
 
"Yes, my dear!" she said, emphasizing ironically the last word. 
 
Whereupon she started her horse at a gallop. 
 
They were then just reaching the edge of the woods. He soon saw her 
leave the direct road that led across them, and take a path over the 
heath as if intending to dash through the thickest of the timber. At the 
same instant Clotilde ran up to him, and touching his shoulder with 
the tip of her whip: 
 
"Where in the world is Julia going?" she said. 
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Lucan replied with a vague gesture and a smile. 
 
"I am sure," rejoined Clotilde, "that she is going to drink at that 
fountain, yonder. She was complaining a little while since of being 
thirsty. Do follow her, dear, will you, and prevent her doing so. She is 
so warm! It might be fatal to her. Run, I beg of you." 
 
Monsieur de Lucan gave the reins to his horse, and he started like the 
wind. Julia had already disappeared under cover of the woods. He 
followed her track; but among the timber, the roots and the roughness 
of the ground somewhat checked his speed. At a short distance, in the 
center of a narrow clearing, the labor of ages and the filtrations of the 
soil had hollowed out one of those mysterious fountains whose limpid 
water, moss-grown banks, and aspect of deep solitude delight the 
imagination, and give rise to so many poetic legends. When Monsieur 
de Lucan was able once more to see Julia, she had alighted from her 
horse. The admirably trained animal stood quietly two or three steps 
away, browsing the young foliage, while his mistress, down on her 
knees and stooping over the edge of the spring, was drinking from her 
hands. 
 
"Julia, I beg of you!" exclaimed Monsieur de Lucan in an imploring 
tone. 
 
She started to her feet with a sort of elastic spring, and greeted him 
gayly. 
 
"Too late, sir!" she said; "but I only drank a few drops, just a few little 
wee drops, I assure you!" 
 
"You must really be out of your mind!" said Lucan who was by this 
time quite close to her. 
 
"Do you think so?" 
 
She was shaking her beautiful white hands, which had served her for a 
drinking-cup, and which seemed to throw off a shower of diamonds. 
 
"Give me your handkerchief!" 
 
Lucan handed her his handkerchief. She wiped her hands gravely; 
then, as she returned the handkerchief with her right hand, she raised 
herself on tiptoe and held her left hand up to the level of his face: 
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"There! now; don't scold any more!" 
 
Lucan kissed the hand. 
 
"The other now," she said again. "Please don't turn so pale, sir!" 
 
Monsieur Lucan affected not to have heard these last words, and came 
down abruptly from his horse. 
 
"I must help you to mount," he said, in a dry and harsh voice. 
 
She was putting on her gloves with downcast look. Suddenly raising 
her head and looking at him with fixed gaze: 
 
"What a miserable wretch I am, am I not?" she said. 
 
"No," said Lucan; "but what an unhappy being!" 
 
She leaned against one of the trees that shaded the spring, her head 
partially thrown back and one hand over her eyes. 
 
"Come!" said Lucan. 
 
She obeyed, and he assisted her to get on her horse. They rode out of 
the wood without uttering another word, made their way to the road, 
and soon overtook the cavalcade. 
 
As soon as he had recovered from the anguish of that scene, Monsieur 
de Lucan did not hesitate to think that the departure of Julia and of her 
husband must be the immediate and inevitable consequence of it; but 
when he came to seek some means of bringing about their sudden 
departure, his mind became lost in difficulties that he could not solve. 
What motive could he indeed offer to justify, in the eyes of Clotilde 
and of Monsieur de Moras, a determination so novel and so 
unexpected? It was now the middle of August, and it had been agreed 
for a long time that the entire family should return to Paris on the first 
of September. The very proximity of the time fixed upon for the 
general departure would only serve to make the pretext invoked to 
explain this sudden separation appear more unlikely. It was almost 
impossible that it should not awaken in the mind of Clotilde, and in 
that of the count, irreparable suspicions and a light fatal to the 
happiness of both. The remedy seemed indeed more to be dreaded 
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than the evil itself; for, if the evil was great, it was at least unknown to 
those whose lives and whose hearts it would have shattered, and it 
could still be hoped that it might remain so forever. Monsieur de 
Lucan thought for a moment of going away himself; but it was still 
more impossible to justify his departure than it was that of Julia's. 
 
All these reflections being made, he resolved to arm himself with 
patience and courage. Once in Paris, separate dwellings, less frequent 
intercourse, the obligations of the world, and the activity of life, 
would doubtless afford relief and then a peaceful solution to a painful 
and formidable situation which it was henceforth impossible for him 
not to view in its true light. He relied upon himself, and also upon 
Julia's natural generosity, for reaching without outburst and without 
rupture the approaching term that was to put an end to their life in 
common and to its incessant perils. It ought not to be impossible to 
endure, for the short period of two weeks more, the threatenings of a 
storm that had been brewing for months without revealing its 
lightning. He was forgetting with what frightful rapidity the maladies 
of the soul, as well as those of the body, after reaching slowly and 
gradually certain stages, suddenly precipitate their progress and their 
ravages. 
 
Monsieur de Lucan asked himself whether he should not inform Julia 
of the conduct he had resolved to follow, and of the reasons that had 
dictated it; but every shadow of an explanation between them 
appeared to him eminently improper and dangerous. Their 
confidential understanding upon such a subject would have assumed 
an air of complicity which was repugnant to all his sentiments of 
honor. Despite the terrible light that had flashed forth, there still 
remained between them something obscure, undecided, and 
unconfessed that he thought best to preserve at any cost. Far, 
therefore, from seeking opportunities for some private interview, he 
avoided them all from that moment with scrupulous care. Julia 
seemed penetrated with the same feeling of reserve, and anxious to the 
same degree as himself to avoid any tete-a-tete, while striving to save 
appearances; but in that respect she did not dispose of that power of 
dissimulation which Lucan owed to his natural and acquired firmness. 
He was able, without visible effort, to hide under his habitual air of 
gravity the anxieties that consumed him. Julia did not succeed, 
without an almost convulsive restraint, in carrying with bold and 
smiling countenance the burden of her thought. To the only witness 
who knew the secret of her struggles, it was a poignant spectacle to 
behold the gracious and feverish animation of which the unhappy 
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child sustained the appearance with so much difficulty. He saw her 
sometimes at a distance, like an exhausted comedienne, retiring to 
some isolated bench in the garden, and fairly panting with her hand 
pressing upon her bosom, as if to keep down her rebellious heart. He 
felt then, in spite of all, overcome with immense pity in presence of so 
much beauty and so much misery. 
 
Was it only pity? 
 
The attitude, the words, the looks of Clotilde and of Julia's husband 
were at the same time, for Monsieur de Lucan, the objects of constant 
and uneasy observation. Clotilde had evidently not conceived the 
slightest alarm. The gentle serenity of her features remained unaltered. 
A few oddities, more or less, in Julia's ways did not constitute a 
sufficient novelty to attract her particular attention. Her mind, 
moreover, was too far away from the monstrous abysses yawning at 
her side; she might have stepped into them and been swallowed up, 
before she had suspected their existence. 
 
The blonde, placid, and handsome countenance of the Count de Moras 
retained at all times, like Lucan's dark face, a sort of sculptural 
firmness. It was, therefore, rather difficult to read upon it the 
impressions of a soul which was naturally strong and self-controlling. 
On one point, however, that soul had become weak. Monsieur de 
Lucan was not ignorant of the fact; he was aware of the count's ardent 
love for Julia, and of the sickly susceptibility of his passion. 
 
It seemed unlikely that such a sentiment, if it were seriously set at 
defiance, should not betray itself in some violent or at least 
perceptible exterior sign. Monsieur de Lucan, in reality, was unable to 
observe any of these dreaded symptoms. If he did occasionally 
surprise a fugitive wrinkle on his brow, a doubtful intonation, a 
fugitive or absent glance, he might believe at most in some return of 
that vague and chimerical jealousy with which he knew the count to 
have been long tormented. Besides, he saw him carrying into their 
family circle the same impassive and smiling face, and he continued 
to receive from him the same tokens of cordiality. Oppressed, 
nevertheless by his legitimate scruples of loyalty and friendship, he 
had for one moment the mad temptation of revealing to the count the 
trial that was imposed upon them; but while revealing his own heart, 
would not such a delicate and cruel confession break the heart of his 
friend? And, moreover, would not such a pretended act of loyalty, 
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involving the betrayal of a woman's secret, be tainted with cowardice 
and treason? 
 
It was necessary, therefore, amid so many dangers and so much 
anxiety, to sustain alone, and to the end, the weight of that trial, more 
complicated and more perilous still, perhaps, than Monsieur de Lucan 
was willing to admit to himself. 
 
It was to come to an end much sooner than he could possibly have 
anticipated. 
 
Clotilde and her husband, accompanied by Monsieur and Madame de 
Moras, went one day, in the carriage, to visit the ruins of a covered 
gallery which is one of the rarest of druidical antiquities in the 
country. These ruins lay at the back of a picturesque little bay, 
scooped out in the rocky wall that borders the eastern shore of the 
peninsula. Their shapeless masses are strewn over one of those grass-
clad spurs that extend here and there to the foot of the cliff like giant 
buttresses. They are reached, despite the steepness of the hill, by an 
easy winding road that leads, with long, meandering turns, down to 
the yellow, sandy beach of the little bay. Clotilde and Julia made a 
sketch of the old Celtic temple while the gentlemen were smoking; 
then they amused themselves for some time watching the rising waves 
spreading upon the sand its fringes of foam. It was agreed to return to 
the top of the hill on foot in order to relieve the horses. 
 
The carriage, on a sign from Lucan, started ahead. Clotilde took the 
arm of Monsieur de Moras, and they began ascending slowly the 
sinuous road. Lucan was waiting Julia's good pleasure before 
following them; she had remained a few steps aside, engaged in 
animated conversation with an old fisherman who was busy setting his 
bait in the hollow of the rocks. She turned toward Lucan, and slightly 
raising her voice: 
 
"He says there is another path, much shorter and quite easy, close by 
here, along the face of the cliff. I am strongly inclined to take it and 
avoid that tiresome road." 
 
"Believe me, do nothing of the kind," said Lucan; "what is a very easy 
path for the country people may prove a very arduous one for you and 
even for me." 
 
After further conference with the fisherman: 
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"He says," rejoined Julia, "that there is really no danger, and that 
children go up and down that way every day. He is going to guide me 
to the foot of the path, and then I'll only have to go straight up. Tell 
mother I'll be up there as soon as you all are." 
 
"Your mother will be dreadfully anxious." 
 
"Tell her there is no danger." 
 
Lucan, giving up the attempt to resist any longer a fancy that was 
growing impatient, went up to the footman who carried Julia's album 
and shawl; he requested him to reassure Clotilde and Monsieur de 
Moras, who had already disappeared behind one of the angles of the 
road; then returned to Julia. 
 
"Whenever you are ready," he said. 
 
"You are coming with me?" 
 
"As a matter of course." 
 
The old fisherman preceded them, following close to the foot of the 
cliffs. After leaving the sandy beach of the bay, the shore was covered 
with angular rocks and gigantic fragments of granite that made 
walking extremely painful. Although the distance was very short, they 
were already breaking down with fatigue when they reached the 
entrance to the path, which appeared to Lucan, and perhaps to Julia 
herself, much less safe and commodious than the fisherman had 
pretended. Neither one nor the other, however, attempted to make any 
objection. After a few last recommendations and directions, their old 
guide withdrew, quite pleased with Lucan's generosity. Both began 
then resolutely to scale the cliff which, at this point of the coast, is 
known as the cliff of Jobourg, and rises some three hundred feet 
above the level of the ocean. 
 
At the beginning of this ascension, they broke the silence they had 
hitherto maintained, in order to exchange some jesting remarks upon 
the charms and comforts of this goat's-path; but the real and even 
alarming difficulties of the road soon proved sufficient to absorb their 
entire attention. The faintly beaten path disappeared at times on the 
barren rock, or under some recent land-slide. They had much trouble 
finding the broken thread again. Their feet hesitated upon the polished 
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surface of the stone, or the short and slippery grass. There were 
moments when they felt as if they stood upon an almost vertical slope, 
and if they attempted to stop and take breath, the vast spaces 
stretching before them, the boundless extent, the dazzling and metallic 
brilliancy of the sea, caused them a sensation of dizziness and as of a 
floating motion. Though the sky was low and cloudy, a heavy and 
storm-laden heat weighed upon them and stimulated the action of their 
blood. Lucan walked first, with a sort of feverish excitement, turning 
around from time to time to cast a glance at Julia, who followed him 
closely, then looking up to see some resting-point, some platform 
upon which they might breathe for a moment in safety. But above 
him, as below, there was naught save the perpendicular and 
sometimes overhanging cliff. Suddenly Julia called out to him in a 
tone of anguish: 
 
"Monsieur! monsieur! please, oh! please--my head is whirling!" 
 
He walked rapidly back a few steps at the risk of tumbling down, and, 
grasping her hand energetically: 
 
"Come! come!" he said, with a smile, "what is the matter?--a brave 
person like you!" 
 
"It would require wings!" she said, faintly. 
 
Lucan began at once to climb the path again, supporting and almost 
dragging Julia, who had nearly fainted. 
 
He had at last the gratification of setting his foot upon a projection of 
the ground, a sort of narrow esplanade jutting from the rock. He 
succeeded in drawing Julia upon it. But she sank at once in his arms, 
and her head rested upon his chest. He could hear her arteries and her 
heart throbbing with frightful force. Then, gradually, her agitation 
subsided. She lifted her head gently, opened her long eyelashes, and 
looking at him with rapturous eyes: 
 
"I am so happy!" she murmured; "I wish I could die so!" 
 
Lucan pushed her off from him the length of his arm, then, suddenly 
seizing her again and clasping her tightly to his heart, he cast upon her 
a troubled glance, and then another upon the abyss. She certainly 
thought they were about to die. A slight tremor passed across her lips; 
she smiled; her head half rolled back: 
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"With you?" she said--"what happiness!" 
 
At the same moment, the sound of voices was heard a short distance 
above them. Lucan recognized Clotilde's and the count's voices. His 
arm suddenly relaxed and dropped from Julia's waist. He pointed out 
to her, without speaking, but with an imperious gesture, the path that 
wound around the rock. 
 
"Without you, then!" she said, in a gentle and proud tone. And she 
began ascending. 
 
Two minutes later, they reached the plateau above the cliff, and 
related to Clotilde the perils of their ascension, which explained 
sufficiently their evident agitation. At least they thought so. 
 
During the evening of this same day, Julia, Monsieur de Moras, and 
Clotilde were walking after dinner under the evergreens of the garden. 
Monsieur de Lucan, after keeping them company for a short time, had 
just retired, under pretense of writing some letters. He remained, 
however, but a few minutes in the library, where the sound of the 
others' voices reached his ears and disturbed his attention. A desire for 
absolute solitude, for meditation, perhaps also some whimsical and 
unaccountable feeling, led him to that very ladies' walk stamped for 
him with such an indelible recollection. 
 
He walked slowly through it for some time, in the deepening shades 
with which the falling night was rapidly filling it. He wished to 
consult his soul, as it were, face to face, to probe like a man his mind 
to its utmost depths. What he discovered there terrified him. It was a 
mad intoxication, which the savor of crime further heightened. Duty, 
loyalty, honor, all that rose before his passion to oppose it only 
exasperated its fury. The pagan Venus was gnawing at his heart, and 
instilling her most subtle poisons into it. The image of the fatal beauty 
was there without truce, present in his burning brain, before his 
dazzled eyes; he inhaled with avidity and in spite of himself, its 
languor, its perfume, its breath. 
 
The sound of light footsteps upon the sand caused him to suspend his 
march. He caught through the darkness a glimpse of a white form 
approaching him. 
 
It was she! 
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Without giving scarce a thought to the act, he threw himself behind 
the obscure angle formed by one of those massive pillars that 
supported the ruins against the side of the hill. A mass of verdure 
made the darkness there more dense still. She went by, her eyes fixed 
upon the ground, with her supple and rhythmical step. She walked as 
far as the little pond that received the waters of the brook, stood 
dreaming for a few moments upon its edge, and then returned. A 
second tune she went by the ruins, without raising her eyes, and as if 
deeply absorbed. Lucan remained convinced that she had not 
suspected his presence, when suddenly she turned her head slightly 
around, without interrupting her march, and she cast behind her that 
single word, "Farewell," in a tone so gentle, so musical, so sorrowful, 
that it was somewhat like the sound of a tear falling upon a sonorous 
crystal. 
 
That minute was a supreme one. It was one of those moments during 
which a man's life is decided for eternal good or for eternal evil. 
Monsieur de Lucan felt it so. Had he yielded to the attraction of 
passion, of intoxication, of pity, that was urging him with almost 
irresistible force on the footsteps of that beautiful and unhappy 
woman--that was on the point of casting him at her feet, upon her 
heart--he felt that he became at once and forever a lost and desperate 
soul. Such a crime, were it even to remain wholly ignored, separated 
him forever from all he had ever respected, all he had ever held sacred 
and inviolate; there was nothing left for him either upon earth or in 
heaven; there was no longer any faith, probity, honor, friend, or God! 
The whole moral world vanished for him in that single instant. 
 
He accepted her farewell, and made no reply. The white form moved 
away and soon disappeared in the darkness. 
 
The evening was spent in the home circle as usual. Julia, pale, moody, 
and haughty, worked silently at her tapestry. Lucan observed that on 
taking leave of her mother she was kissing her with unusual effusion. 
 
He soon retired also. Assailed by the most formidable apprehensions, 
he did not undress. Toward morning only, he threw himself all 
dressed upon the bed. It was about five o'clock, and scarcely daylight 
as yet, when he fancied he heard muffled steps on the carpet, in the 
hall and on the stairs. He rose again at once. The windows of his room 
opened upon the court. He saw Julia cross it, dressed in riding 
costume. She went into the stable and came out again after a few 
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moments. A groom brought her her horse, and assisted her in 
mounting. The man, accustomed to Julia's somewhat eccentric 
manners, saw apparently nothing alarming in that fancy for an early 
ride. Monsieur de Lucan, after a few minutes of excited thought, took 
his resolution. He directed his steps toward the room of the Count de 
Moras. To his extreme surprise, he found him up and dressed. The 
count, seeing Lucan coming in, seemed struck with astonishment. He 
fastened upon him a penetrating and visibly agitated look. 
 
"What is the matter?" he said, at last, in a low and tremulous voice. 
 
"Nothing serious, I hope," replied Lucan. "Nevertheless, I am uneasy. 
Julia has just gone out on horseback. You have, doubtless, seen and 
heard her as I have myself, since you are up." 
 
"Yes," said Moras, who had continued to gaze upon Lucan with an 
expression of indescribable stupor; "yes," he repeated, recovering 
himself, not without difficulty, "and I am glad, really very glad to see 
you, my dear friend." 
 
While uttering these simple words, the voice of Moras became 
hesitating; a damp cloud obscured his eyes. 
 
"Where can she be going at this hour?" he resumed with his usual 
firmness of speech. 
 
"I do not know; merely some new fancy, I suppose. At any rate, she 
has seemed to me lately more strange, more moody, and I feel uneasy. 
Let us try and follow her, if you like." 
 
"Let us go, my friend," said the count after a pause of singular 
hesitation. 
 
They both left the chateau together, taking their fowling-pieces with 
them, in order to induce the belief that they were going, according to a 
quite frequent habit, to shoot sea-birds. At the moment of selecting a 
direction, Monsieur de Moras turned to Lucan with an inquiring 
glance. 
 
"I see no danger," said Lucan, "save in the direction of the cliffs. A 
few words that escaped her yesterday lead me to fear that the peril 
may be there; but with her horse, she is compelled to make a long 
detour. By cutting across the woods, we'll be there ahead of her." 
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They entered the timber to the west of the chateau, and walked in 
silence and with rapid steps. 
 
The path they had taken led them directly to the plateau overlooking 
the cliffs they had visited the previous day. The woods extended in 
that direction in an irregular triangle, the last trees of which almost 
touched the very brink of the cliff. 
 
As they were approaching with feverish steps that extreme point, 
Lucan suddenly stopped. 
 
"Listen!" he said. 
 
The sound of a horse's gallop upon the hard soil could be distinctly 
heard. They ran. 
 
A sloping bank of moderate elevation divided the wood from the 
plateau. This they climbed half way with the help of trailing branches; 
screened then by the bushes and the foliage, they beheld before them a 
most impressive spectacle. At a short distance to the left, Julia was 
coming on at break-neck speed; she was following the oblique line of 
the woods, apparently shaping her course straight toward the edge of 
the cliff. They thought at first that her horse had run away, but they 
saw that she was lashing him with her whip to further accelerate his 
speed. 
 
She was still some hundred paces from the two men, and she was 
about passing before them. Lucan was preparing to leap to the other 
side of the bank, when the hand of Monsieur de Moras fell violently 
upon his arm and held him back--firmly. 
 
They looked at each other. Lucan was amazed at the profound 
alteration that had suddenly contracted the count's features and sunken 
his eyes; he read at the same time in his fixed gaze an immense 
sorrow, but also an immovable resolve. He understood that there was 
no longer any secret between them. He yielded to that glance, which, 
so far as he was concerned--he felt sure of that--conveyed nothing but 
an expression of confidence and friendly supplication. He grasped his 
friend's hand within his own and remained motionless. The horse shot 
by within a few steps of them, his flanks white with foam, while Julia, 
beautiful, graceful, and charming still in that terrible moment, sat 
lightly upon the saddle. 
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Within a few feet of the edge of the cliff, the horse, scenting the 
danger, shied violently and wheeled around in a semi-circle. She led 
him back upon the plateau, and, urging him both with whip and voice, 
she started him again toward the yawning chasm. 
 
Lucan felt Monsieur de Moras' nails cutting into his flesh. At last the 
horse was conquered; the ground gave way under his hind feet, which 
only met the vacant space. He fell backward; his fore legs pawed the 
air convulsively. 
 
The next moment the plateau was empty. No sound had been heard. In 
that deep chasm the fall had been noiseless and death instantaneous. 
 
[THE END.] 
 
 


