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EDITOR’S NOTE

The original manuscript of a work which, though trun-
cated and disfigured as it was, had nevertheless gone
through several editions, now entirely out of print, having
come into our hands, we hasten to present it to the public
as it was conceived by its author, who wrote it in 1788.
An unfaithful friend, to whom this manuscript had at the
time been entrusted, betraying both the good faith and the
intentions of that author—who did not wish his book to
be printed during his lifetime—made from it an abridg-
ment which appeared under the simple title of Justine, or
the Misfortunes of Virtue, a wretched extract far inferior
to the original, and one which was constantly disavowed
by the very writer whose vigorous pen drew the Justine
and her sister whom the reader will encounter here.

We do not hesitate to offer them as they were born of
the genius of that writer, forever famous, if only for this
work, persuaded that the philosophical age in which we
live will not be scandalized by the bold systems scattered
throughout it; and as for the more cynical scenes, we be-
lieve, with the author, that since all possible situations of
the soul lie within the novelist’s domain, there is none of
which he is not permitted to make use: only fools take
offense; true virtue is never frightened nor alarmed by por-
trayals of vice, but finds in them only an additional motive
to pursue the sacred path it has set for itself. Perhaps there
will be outcry against this work—but who will cry out?
Libertines, just as hypocrites once railed against Tartufte.

We further certify that in this edition everything is ab-
solutely faithful to the original, of which we alone are in
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possession: the structure of the work, the licentious scenes,
the philosophical systems—everything is included; even
the engravings have been executed from the drawings the
author had commissioned before his death, and which
were attached to his manuscript.

No book, moreover, is better suited to arouse a livelier
curiosity. In none does interest—that spring so difficult to
set in motion in a work of this kind—sustain itself in a
more compelling manner; in none are the hidden recesses
of libertine hearts more skillfully unfolded, nor the ex-
cesses of their imagination depicted with greater force; in
none, in short, is there written what the reader will find
here. Are we not therefore justified in believing that, in
this respect, it is destined to pass down to the most distant
posterity? Even if virtue should tremble at it for a moment,
perhaps its tears ought to be forgotten in the pride of pos-
sessing, in France, so striking a production.

N.B. The adventures of Justine that we are publishing
at present comprise four volumes, adorned with a frontis-
piece and forty engravings. The History of Juliette, which
tollows and is connected to it, comprises six, adorned with
sixty engravings; together forming a collection, unique in
its kind, of ten volumes and one hundred plates, each more
striking than the last.

The publication of this continuation, whose typo-
graphical execution is treated with the same care as that of
the present work, is delayed only by the preparation of the
engravings, which we have wished to have executed in a
manner worthy of those contained in the first four vol-
umes. As soon as they are completed, we shall satisty the
curiosity of our readers.



CHAPTER 1.

Introduction. — Justine Unleashed.

The masterpiece of philosophy would be to develop the
means by which fortune proceeds in attaining the ends it pro-
poses with regard to man, and from this to trace certain plans of
conduct which might make known to this unfortunate biped
the manner in which he must walk in the thorny career of life,
in order to forestall the bizarre caprices of that fortune which
has been by turns called Destiny, God, Providence, Fatality,
Chance—denominations all equally faulty and equally devoid of
good sense, and which convey to the mind nothing but vague
and purely subjective ideas.

If, filled with a vain, ridiculous, and superstitious respect for
our absurd social conventions, it nevertheless happens that we
encounter only brambles where the wicked gather nothing but
roses, will not those who are naturally vicious by system, by taste,
or by temperament calculate with sufficient plausibility that it is
better to abandon oneself to vice than to resist it? Will they not
say, with some appearance of reason, that virtue, however beau-
tiful it may be, nevertheless becomes the worst course one can
take when it proves too weak to struggle against vice, and that
in a century utterly corrupted like the one in which we live, the
safest course is to do as others do? A little more philosophical, if
one wishes, will they not say with the angel Jesrad of Zadig that
there is no evil from which some good is not born, and that
therefore they may abandon themselves to evil as much as they
please, since in fact it is only one of the ways of doing good?
Will they not add, with some certainty, that it is indifferent to
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the general plan whether such or such a man be good or wicked;
that if misfortune persecutes virtue while prosperity accompa-
nies crime, then things being equal with the intentions of nature,
it is infinitely better to take one’s side among the wicked who
prosper than among the virtuous who fail?

It is—let us no longer disguise it—in order to support these
systems that we shall present to the public the history of the
virtuous Justine. It is essential that fools cease to incense this ri-
diculous idol of virtue, which has hitherto repaid them only
with ingratitude, and that men of wit, commonly delivered by
principle to the delightful excesses of vice and debauchery, re-
assure themselves by seeing the striking examples of happiness
and prosperity which almost inevitably accompany them along
the overflowing road they choose. Doubtless it is dreadful to
have to depict, on the one hand, the territying misfortunes with
which heaven overwhelms the gentle and sensitive woman who
most faithfully respects virtue; and on the other, the abundance
of prosperity which falls upon those who torment or mortify
that same woman. But the man of letters, sufficiently philosoph-
ical to speak the truth, overcomes these inconveniences; and
cruel by necessity, he mercilessly tears away with one hand the
superstitious ornaments with which folly adorns virtue, and
with the other boldly shows the ignorant man who was de-
ceived, vice in the midst of the charms and pleasures that sur-
round and constantly follow it.

Such are the sentiments which shall guide our labours; and it
is for these reasons that, uniting the most cynical language to the
strongest and boldest systems, to the most immoral and impious
ideas, we shall with courageous audacity depict crime as it is—
that is to say, always triumphant and sublime, always content and
fortunate—and virtue as it likewise appears, always sullen and
always sad, always pedantic and always unhappy.

Juliette and Justine, both daughters of a very wealthy Parisian
banker, were raised until the ages of fourteen and fifteen in one
of the most renowned abbeys of Paris. There, no counsel, no
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books, no teachers were denied them, and morality, religion, and
accomplishments seemed, as if in rivalry with one another, to
have shaped these young women.

At that fatal moment for the virtue of the two young girls,
everything failed them in a single day: a dreadful bankruptcy
plunged their father into a situation so cruel that he died of grief;
his wife followed him a month later. Two cold and distant rela-
tives deliberated over what should be done with the young or-
phans; their share of an inheritance swallowed up by creditors
amounted to a hundred écus for each. No one wishing to take
charge of them, the doors of the convent were opened to them,
their little dowry was handed over, and they were left free to
become whatever they wished.

Juliette—lively, heedless, very pretty, wicked, mischievous,
and the elder of the two—seemed affected only by the pleasure
of no longer vegetating in a cloister, without reflecting upon the
cruel reversal that had broken her chains. Justine, more naive and
more engaging, aged, as we have said, fourteen, having received
from nature a sombre and romantic character, felt far more
keenly all the horror of her destiny. Endowed with a tenderness
and a surprising sensibility, instead of the art and subtlety of her
elder sister she possessed only an ingenuousness—a candour—
which was destined to make her fall into many snares.

This young girl, to so many qualities, joined the beauty of
those lovely virgins of Raphael: large brown eyes full of soul and
interest, a soft and dazzling complexion, a supple and flexible
figure, rounded forms drawn by the very hands of Love, an en-
chanting voice, a charming mouth, and the most beautiful hair
in the world. Such is the sketch of this delightful younger sister,
whose enchanting graces and delicate features are beyond the
powers of our pencil. Let our readers imagine whatever the im-
agination can create that is most seductive, and they will still fall
short of the reality.

They were given twenty-four hours, the one as well as the
other, to leave the abbey. Juliette wished to dry Justine’s tears;
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seeing that she did not succeed, she began to scold her instead
of consoling her. She reproached her for her sensibility; she told
her, with a philosophy far above her years, and which proved in
her the most singular efforts of nature, that one must grieve at
nothing in this world; that it was possible to find within oneself
physical sensations of sufficiently piquant voluptuousness to ex-
tinguish all the moral affections whose shock might be paintul;
that this procedure became all the more essential to put into
practice since true wisdom consists far more in doubling the
sum of one’s pleasures than in multiplying that of one’s pains;
that there is nothing, in a word, which one ought not to do in
order to stifle within oneself that treacherous sensibility from
which others alone profit, while it brings us nothing but sorrows.
“Look,” she said, throwing herself upon a bed before her sister’s
eyes and hitching up her skirts above her navel, “this is how I do,
Justine, when I am troubled—TI masturbate. .. I discharge... and
that consoles me.”

The wise and virtuous Justine was horrified by this action;
she turned her eyes away, and Juliette, while shaking her pretty
little mound, said to her: “Justine, you are a fool; you are prettier
than I, but you will never be as happy.” Continuing her opera-
tion, the harlot sighed, and her young discharge, ejaculated be-
fore the downcast eyes of virtue, dried up the source of the tears
which, without this operation, she might perhaps have shed like
her sister. “You are mad to worry,” pursued this voluptuous girl,
coming to sit down again beside Justine; “with the face and the
age that we both possess, it is impossible that we should die of
hunger.” On this occasion she cited the daughter of one of their
neighbours who, having run away from her father’s house, was
now richly kept and doubtless far happier than if she had re-
mained in the bosom of her family. “One must take great care
not to believe,” she added, “that marriage is what makes a young
girl happy. Enslaved under the law of wedlock, she has much ill
temper to endure and only a very slight portion of pleasure to
expect; whereas, given over to libertinage, she can always guard
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herself against the ill-treatment of a lover, or console herself for
it by the number of them.” Justine shuddered at such discourse;
she declared that she would prefer death to ignominy, and de-
spite the renewed entreaties her sister made to her, she steadfastly
refused to lodge with her, as soon as she saw her determined
upon a course of conduct that filled her with horror.

The two young girls therefore separated, without any prom-
ise of seeing one another again, since their intentions were so
different. Juliette, who was going to become a great lady, would
she consent to receive a little girl whose virtuous—but lowly—
inclinations might dishonour her? And on her side, would Jus-
tine wish to risk her morals in the society of a perverse creature
who was about to become the victim of public debauchery and
dissipation?

We shall now, with the reader’s permission, leave this little
libertine for a time, and occupy ourselves solely with transmit-
ting to the public the anecdotes of the life of our prudish hero-
ine.

For all that may be said, a little virtue is necessary in the
world; and it is far more agreeable for a biographer! to portray,
in the hero whose story he transmits, traits of candour and be-
nevolence, than to keep his mind constantly fixed upon de-
baucheries and atrocities, as will no doubt be required of the one
who, following this work, shall give us the very scandalous and
very libertine history of the shameless Juliette.

Justine, caressed since her childhood by her mother’s seam-
stress, believed that this woman would be touched by her mis-
fortune. She went to find her, told her of her troubles, and asked
her for work... Hardly was she recognized before she was
harshly turned away. “Oh heaven!” said this poor creature, “must
it be that the first steps I take in the world are already marked
by sorrows. .. That woman once loved me—why does she reject
me today? Alas, it is because T am an orphan and poor; because

! One thus names the man of letters who devotes his pen to writing
the lives of illustrious persons.
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I have no longer any resource upon the earth, and because peo-
ple value others only in proportion to the help and advantages
they imagine they may receive from them.”

Justine, in tears, went to find her parish priest. She described
her condition to him with all the energy of her age. She wore a
little white sheath dress; her beautiful hair, carelessly gathered
beneath a large Madras kerchief; her bosom, scarcely indicated,
was hardly distinguishable beneath the double gauze that con-
cealed it from the libertine eye; her pretty face somewhat pale
from the sorrows that devoured her;a few tears rolled in her eyes
and lent them still greater expression... It was impossible to be
more beautiful.

“You see me, monsieur,” she said to the holy ecclesiastic, “yes,
you see me in a most distressing situation for a young girl. I have
lost my father and my mother; heaven has taken them from me
at the age when I most need their assistance. They died ruined,
monsieur; [ have nothing left. This is all they have left me,” she
continued, showing the twelve louis, “and not a corner where I
may rest my poor head.You will have pity on me, will you not,
monsieur? You are the minister of religion, and religion is the
hearth of all virtues. In the name of that God whom it teaches
and whom I adore with all the strength of my soul, in the name
of the Supreme Being of whom you are the organ, tell me, like
a second father, what I must do, what I must become.” The char-
itable priest replied, while ogling Justine, that the parish was al-
ready heavily burdened and that it would be difficult to extend
new alms; but that if Justine wished to serve him—if she wished
to do the heavy work—there would always be a piece of bread
for her in his kitchen. And as he said this, the maker of gods
pressed her skirts a little upon her buttocks, as though to gain
some slight notion of their shape. Justine, who guessed his in-
tention, pushed him away, saying: “Monsieur, I ask you neither
for alms nor for a servant’s place; it has been too little time since
I left a condition above that which might make one desire those
two favours for me to be reduced to imploring them. I solicit
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the counsel which my youth and my misfortunes require, and
you would make me purchase it too dearly” The servant of
Christ, ashamed of being unmasked, rose in anger; he called his
niece and his servant. “Turn this little hussy out!” he cried to
them. “You would never imagine what she has just proposed to
me... Such vices at that age... and to a man like me! Let her
leave—Iet her leave, or I will have her arrested this instant!” And
the unfortunate Justine, repulsed, calumniated, and insulted on
the very first day she was condemned to isolation, entered a
house where she saw a To Let sign, rented a little furnished cab-
inet on the fifth floor, paid for it in advance, and there aban-
doned herself to tears all the more bitter because she was natu-
rally very sensitive, and because her pride had just been cruelly
compromised.

Justine was not yet at the end of all the petty hardships her
disasters were to make her feel; there are an infinity of scoundrels
in the world who, far from being moved by the misfortunes of
a virtuous girl, seek only to redouble them in order the better
to compel her to serve passions to which her indigence con-
demns her. But of all the vexations she had to endure at the
beginning of her unhappy story, we shall cite only that which
she experienced in the house of Dubourg, one of the harshest,
as well as one of the richest financiers of the capital. The woman
with whom Justine lodged had directed her to him as to some-
one whose credit and wealth might most surely soften the rigor
of her fate; after waiting a very long time in the antechamber,
Justine was finally admitted. Monsieur Dubourg, fat, short, and
insolent like all financiers, was getting out of bed, wrapped in a
loose dressing gown that scarcely concealed his disorder; they
were preparing to dress his hair, when he dismissed his attend-
ants and, addressing the young girl, said: “What do you ask of
me, my child?” — “Monsieur,” replied our little simpleton, quite
embarrassed, “I am a poor orphan scarcely fourteen years old,
and already acquainted with all the shades of misfortune. I im-
plore your compassion; have pity on me, [ beg you.” And Justine,
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with tears in her eyes, described to the old scoundrel the suffer-
ings she endured, the difficulties she had in finding a position—
even the repugnance she felt at taking one, not having been born
for such a condition. She painted, redoubling her tears, the terror
she felt for the future, and ended, stammering, with the hope
that a man as rich and as estimable as Monsieur Dubourg would
surely provide her with the means of existence—and all this
with that eloquence of misfortune, always rapid in a sensitive
soul, always burdensome to opulence.

Dubourg was painting while she spoke; growing aroused by
this young woman, he was masturbating with one hand beneath
his dressing gown, while with the other he held a monocle to
the charms presented to his gaze: as he watched her intently, one
could see the waves of lust gradually washing over the muscles
of his aged face, depending on the degree of pathos with which
Justine complained.

This Dubourg was a thoroughly depraved libertine, a great
lover of young girls, who bribed women from all quarters to
procure such prey for him; though scarcely capable of enjoying
them, Dubourg usually confined himself to a fantasy with them
that was as brutal as it was peculiar; his sole passion was to see
the children brought to him weep, and to bring them to that
point, it must be admitted, no one in the world possessed such a
rare talent; this wretched scoundrel possessed such malice, such
a teasing spirit, that it was impossible for a girl to withstand the
vile remarks with which he bombarded her; tears flowed in
abundance, and Dubourg, delighted, promptly added a few mi-
nor physical torments to the emotional pain he had just inflicted;
the tears then flowed with greater violence, and the barbarian,
reaching for the heavens, unleashed his passion, covering with
kisses the face that his actions had just flooded.

“Have you always been so well-behaved?” asked Dubourg of
Justine, finally getting to the point. “Alas, sir,” she replied, “I
would not be so poor or in such a predicament if I had chosen
to stop being so.” — “But on what grounds, then, do you expect
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the wealthy to help you, if you do not serve them in any way?”
“Oh,sir, I ask for nothing more than to perform all the services
that decency and my youth allow me to fulfil.” — “I am not
speaking of serving me; you are neither of age nor of figure for
that. T am speaking of being useful to men’s pleasures. This virtue
of which you make such a grand display is of no use in the world;
you may bow at the feet of its altars, but its vain incense will not
feed you; the thing that flatters men the least, the thing they
value the least, the thing they despise most supremely, is the wis-
dom of your sex; today, my child, people value only what brings
profit or what delights, and what profit or what pleasure can the
virtue of women bring us? It is their debauchery that pleases us
and amuses us, but their chastity bores us; when people of our
sort give, it is never for any other reason than to receive; now,
how can a little girl like you—quite ugly, and rather stupid at
that—show her gratitude for what is done for her, if not by the
complete surrender of her body? Come on, get ready if you
want me to give you some money, and Dubourg reached out his
arm to grab Justine and place her between his legs; but the poor
creature held back, “Oh, sir;” she cried in tears,“is there then no
more integrity or benevolence among men?” “Well, very little,”
replied Dubourg, whose masturbatory movements intensified
because of the tears his words brought to her eyes, “very little
indeed; we have moved on from that mania of obliging others
for free; we have recognized that the pleasures of benevolence
were nothing but the delights of pride, and since nothing is so
fragile, we have sought more real sensations; we have seen that,
with a child like you, for example, it is infinitely better to reap
as the fruit of one’s advances all the pleasures that lust can offer
than the very cold ones of gratitude; the reputation of a liberal,
charitable, generous man is not worth, not even at the very mo-
ment one enjoys it most, the slightest pleasure of the senses.” —
“Abh, sir, with principles like that, the unfortunate man is bound
to perish! — “What does it matter? There are more people in
the world than there should be; as long as the machine retains
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its elasticity, what difference does it make to the state whether
there are more or fewer hands working it!” — “But do you be-
lieve that children respect their fathers when they are mistreated
by them!” — “What does a father care for the love of children
who are a burden to him?” — “It would therefore be better if
we had been smothered in the cradle.”” — “Certainly, this is the
practice in many countries; it was the custom of the Greeks, and
it is that of the Chinese: there, unfortunate children are aban-
doned or put to death; what good is it to let creatures like you
live, who, no longer able to count on their parents’ help—
whether because they are deprived of it or because they are not
acknowledged—serve only to burden the state with a commod-
ity of which it is already overflowing. The bastards, the orphans,
and malformed children ought to be condemned to death at
birth: the first and second, because, having no one willing or able
to care for them, they sully society with a dross that can only
one day prove harmful to it; and the third, because they can be
of no use to it. Both classes are to society like those excrescences
of flesh which, feeding on the sap of healthy limbs, degrade and
weaken them; or, if you prefer, like those parasitic plants which
cling to sound ones, spoiling and consuming them by appropri-
ating their nourishment. Outrageous abuses are those alms
meant to sustain such scum. .. those richly endowed institutions
built for them, as though the human species were so rare, so
precious, that even its vilest portion must be preserved—as
though there were not, in a word, more men upon the globe
than are needed, and as though it were not as necessary to poli-
tics and to nature to destroy as to preserve.” And here Dubourg,
pushing aside the garment that concealed his movements,
showed Justine that he was beginning to make rather effective
use of the small, dry, dark instrument his hand had been agitating
for so long. “Come,” he said abruptly, “let us end this talk you
do not understand, and stop complaining of fortune when it is
entirely within your power to remedy it.” — “At what price, just
heaven!” — “At the smallest—since all that is required is that
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you lift your skirts and show me at once what lies beneath... no
doubt very meagre charms, and hardly worth the fuss you make
of them. Come, damn it, decide yourself—I am aroused, I want
to see flesh; let it be shown me at once, or I shall be angry” —

’

“But, sir...” — “Absurd creature... stupid whore, do you think
I shall grant you more Favor than the others?” And, rising in fury,
he barred the door and sprang upon Justine, whose tears flowed
abundantly. The libertine kissed them... devoured those pre-
cious tears, which suggested to him the dew upon the leaf of the
lily or the rose. Then, lifting her skirts himself with one hand, he
twisted and held them about her arms, while the other moved,
for the first time, to defile what nature had long since formed as
most perfect. “Odious man!” cried Justine, making a desperate
effort to escape; “savage man!” she continued, as she unbolted
the door and fled, “may heaven one day punish you as you de-
serve for your execrable hardness; you are unworthy of the riches
you put to such vile use, and even of the air you breathe only to
corrupt it with your brutalities and your crimes.” She left.

The unhappy girl, having returned home, hastened above all
to complain to her hostess of the reception she had met with
from the man to whom she had been sent; but to her astonish-
ment, the wretched woman, rather than sharing her distress,
turned on her with a torrent of reproaches. “Poor fool,” said she
angrily, “do you imagine that men are such dupes as to give alms
to little beggars like you without demanding interest on their
money? Monsieur Dubourg was too good to have acted as he
did; I would be damned if, in his place, I had let you leave my
house without satisfying me. But since you refuse to profit from
the assistance my generosity offered you, arrange matters as you
please: you owe me; money at once, or prison tomorrow.” —
“Madam, have pity—"— “Yes, yes, pity! One starves on pity; it
becomes you well indeed to be so fastidious. Of five hundred
little girls like you whom I have procured for that worthy gen-
tleman since I have known him, you are the first to have played
me such a trick... what a disgrace for me! That very honest man
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will say I do not know my trade, and he will be right. Come,
come, mademoiselle, you must return to Dubourg, you must sat-
isfy him, you must bring me back money... I shall see him, I
shall warn him, I shall repair, if T can, your foolishness; I shall
make your excuses to him—but mind that you conduct yourself
better.”

Justine, left alone, gave herself up to the most melancholy
reflections... “No,” she said to herself in tears, “no, I will cer-
tainly not return to that libertine; I am not yet wholly without
resources, my money remains almost entire, it will suffice me to
live for some time yet; perhaps before then I shall find souls less
hard, hearts more compassionate.” And as she uttered these
words, her first impulse was to count her little treasure; she
opened her chest... “Oh heaven! I have been robbed... there
remains to me only what I have in my pocket, scarcely amount-
ing to six livres. I am lost,” she cried; “ah! T see too clearly
whence the blow has come; that vile creature, by depriving me
of all my means, would force me to cast myself into the bosom
of crime; but—what am I saying, alas!” she continued in tears,
“is it not only too true that no other means now remain to pro-
long my life, and that, in the cruel state in which I find myself,
that wretch—or perhaps another still more wicked—are the
only beings from whom I may expect any relief!”

In despair, Justine went down to her landlady: “Madam,” she
said, “I have been robbed; the theft was committed here, under
your roof; it was from a piece of your furniture that the money
was taken... Alas! it was all I possessed; it was the unfortunate
remainder of my father’ estate; deprived of this meagre resource,
nothing is left to me but death. Oh, madam, restore it to me, I
beg you...” —“You insolent girl,” Madame Desroches answered
brusquely, “before bringing me such complaints, you should
know my house; be assured it is sufficiently well regarded by the
police that, on the mere suspicion you have just shown me, I
could have you punished at once, if I chose.”” — “Suspicion,
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madam, I have none; these are not suspicions I express, but griev-
ances I lay before you; they are permitted to misfortune. Oh,
madam, what am I to become after losing this only resource?”
— “Faith, you will become whatever you please; that is no con-
cern of mine; there are ways to make it up, but you do not wish
to profit by them”; and these few words completed the final il-
lumination in a mind as perceptive as Justine’s. “But, madam, I
can serve, replied the unfortunate girl in tears;“it cannot be that
misery has no other resource left to it than crime.” — “Indeed,
it is the only good one today: what will you earn in service? ten
écus a year; will you live on that? Believe me, my dear, those who
serve are themselves obliged to resort to libertinage to get by; I
supply that sort every day; as you see me, I am, I dare say, one of
the best procuresses in Paris; there is not a day when twenty-five
to thirty girls do not pass through my hands; and it brings me
in... God knows what! T am sure there is not a woman of my
trade in France who manages her affairs as neatly as I do. Look,”
she continued, spreading before the unfortunate girl five or six
hundred louis in cash, nearly as much again in jewels, and the
finest wardrobe of linen and dresses, “it is to that very libertinage
which frightens you that I owe all this. By heaven, my girl, there
is no other trade today; go on, believe me, take the step... and
besides, Dubourg is a good fellow; he will not deflower you, at
least; he can no longer perform—how would you have him do
it? A few little slaps on the buttocks, a few light blows on the
cheeks, and if you behave well with him, I will introduce you to
other men who, in less than two years, with your age and looks,
and a little complaisance, will set you up to ride in a carriage in
Paris.” — “I have no such lofty aims, madam,” replied Justine; “it
is not a fortune I seek, especially if [ must pay for it with my
honour. I ask only for life, and I offer to whoever will grant it
all the services that may depend upon my age, together with the
liveliest gratitude. Alas, madam, since you are so rich, deign to
have pity on my condition; I do not ask to borrow as large a sum
as that which T lost here; give me only a single louis, until I find
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a place; I will repay you, be very sure of it, I will repay you from
the first money I earn.” — “I would not give you so much as
two sous,” said Madame Desroches, delighted to see her victim
reduced to such a state by her own villainy; “no, not two sous; I
offer you the means to earn, take them, or to the hospital: Mon-
sieur Dubourg is one of its administrators; it will be easy for him
to have you admitted.” — “Good day, my dear,” she added to a
tall, pretty girl who had no doubt come to seek employment
with her; “and as for you, my girl, good evening... money to-
morrow, or prison.” — “Very well, madam,” said Justine in tears,
“see Monsieur Dubourg; I will return to him, since you assure
me he will respect me; yes, I will return, my misfortune imposes
the law upon me; but while bowing beneath the blows of fate,
remember, madam, that I shall at least retain the right to despise
you forever.”

“You impertinent creature,” said Desroches, slamming the
door in her face, “you deserve that I should have nothing more
to do with what concerns you; but it is not for your sake that I
do it; so your feelings are all the same to me. Farewell.”

It would be useless to describe the wretched night Justine
passed; deeply attached to principles of religion, modesty, and
virtue which she had, as it were, imbibed with her mother’s milk,
she could not foresee the moment of renouncing them without
the most heartrending anguish; occupied with the saddest
thoughts, turning over a thousand times in her mind, without
success, every means of escaping her predicament without crime,
the last course she was about to take was to steal away secretly
from Madame Desroches’s house when the latter came knock-
ing at her door. “Come down, Justine,” she said brusquely,“come
and breakfast with a friend of mine, and thank me for my me-
diation. I have succeeded; Monsieur Dubourg, on the promise I
have given him of your submission, consents to see you again.”
— “But, madam—" — “Come, don’t be childish, the chocolate
is ready; follow me.” Justine went down; imprudence is the com-
panion of misfortune, and Justine listened only to her distress. A
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very pretty woman of about twenty-eight was the third at the
breakfast Madame Desroches was sharing with her. This woman,
full of wit and of thoroughly corrupt morals, as rich as she was
charming, as skilful as she was beautiful, was soon, as will be seen,
to become the one Dubourg would most usefully employ to
complete the seduction of our gentle girl; they breakfasted.
“There 1s a charming girl,” said Madame Delmonse; “indeed, I
sincerely congratulate whoever is fortunate enough to possess
her” — “You are very kind, madam,” replied Justine sadly. —
“Come now, my dear, do not blush so; modesty is a childishness
that must be carefully cast aside once one reaches the age of

reason.” — “Oh, I beg you, madam,” said Desroches, “to form
this little girl a little; she thinks herself lost because T do her the
service of procuring her for a man.” — “Good God, what ex-

travagance!” replied Madame Delmonse; “far from refusing such
a step, Justine, you ought, on the contrary, to feel infinite grati-
tude toward the one who urges it upon you. What a false idea
you have, dear child, of virtue! and how can you believe that a
young woman forfeits it by giving herself to those who desire
her? Continence in a woman is an impracticable virtue, my
child; never flatter yourself that you will attain it. When passions
are kindled in your soul, you will see that such a state is impos-
sible for us; always the target of seduction, how can a woman
resist the attractions of pleasure perpetually offered to her senses?
and how can she be blamed for yielding, when everything
around her strews flowers over the abyss and invites her to throw
herself into it? Make no mistake, Justine, it is not virtue that is
required of us, but only its mask; provided we know how to
feign, nothing more is asked. The one among us who is truly
virtuous yet bears the reputation of a wanton would be far less
happy than she who gives herself over to every excess while
preserving the reputation of an honest woman; for, once again,
it is not the sacrifice of one’s senses to virtue that brings happi-
ness—there can be no felicity in such constraint. What leads to
true happiness is only the appearance of that virtue to which the
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ridiculous prejudices of men have condemned our sex. I could
offer myself as an example to you, Justine: [ have been married
fourteen years, I have never lost my husband’s confidence; he
would stake his life on my virtue; and yet, given over to liber-
tinage from the earliest years of my marriage, there is not in Paris
a woman more corrupt than I; there is not a day when I do not
prostitute myself to seven or eight men, and often to three at
once; there is not a procuress who does not serve me, not a
handsome man who has not had me; and my husband will swear
to you whenever you like that Vesta herself was less pure. Perfect
restraint, the most scrupulous hypocrisy, much art... much fal-
sity—these are the means that disguise me, the bonds of the mask
prudence places upon my brow; I deceive everyone: I am as de-
bauched as Messalina, yet thought as chaste as Lucretia; an atheist
like Vanini, yet believed devout as Saint Teresa; false as Tiberius,
yet thought frank as Socrates; sober as Diogenes, though Apicius
was less intemperate than I. In a word, I idolize every vice, I
detest every virtue; and if you consulted my husband or ques-
tioned my family, they would tell you: Delmonse is an angel;
while the prince of darkness himself was inclined to fewer dis-
orders. Is it prostitution that frightens you? Ah, my child, what
absurdity! Let us examine it in all its relations and see under
which it could be thought dangerous. Does a young girl harm
herself by being libertine? Certainly not; she merely yields to
the sweetest impulses of nature, which would surely not suggest
them if they were harmful. Has not nature placed within her the
desire to give herself to men among the primary necessities of
life? and is there a single woman who can say she does not feel
the need for it as imperiously as for food and drink? How, then,
could nature make it a crime for a woman to yield to desires
that form the most sublime part of her existence? Shall we con-
sider the libertinage of one of our sex in relation to society?
Surely there are few actions more agreeable to the sex that shares
the world with us than the prostitution of a pretty woman; and
what would become of them if all women, bewitched by the
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false systems of virtue preached by fools, obstinately refused the
desires of men? Reduced to satisfying themselves alone or with
one another, would they have to renounce us entirely? For you
will admit that marriage cannot confine them; it is just as im-
possible for a man to be content with one woman as for a
woman with one man. Nature detests, rejects, contradicts all
these dogmas of your absurd civilization, and the faults of your
foolish logic do not become the laws of nature; let us listen only
to her, and we shall never be deceived. In short, Justine, believe
one who has experience, learning, and principles, and be per-
suaded that the best and most reasonable thing a young girl can
do in the world is to give herself to all who desire her, while
preserving, as I have told you, outward appearances that can de-
ceive; yesterday you scolded that good and honest Desroches for
the interest she took in you; ah, my poor Justine, what should
we do without such obliging creatures? What obligations we
owe them for the care they take of our pleasures and our inter-
ests! Is there a profession more estimable or more necessary than
that of a procuress? This respectable function was honoured by
all peoples; all nations revered it; the Greeks and Romans erected
temples to it; the wise Cato procured his own wife; Nero and
Heliogabalus drew revenue from the brothels they kept within
their palaces; the elements themselves are procuresses, nature
herself is so at every moment; this well-exercised talent is, in a
word, the most precious, the dearest to society, and those chari-
table persons who practice it with honour ought to be encour-
aged with rewards” — “You are very good, madam,” said
Desroches, quite proud to hear her position so supported. —
“No, I say what I think,” replied Delmonse; “it is my heart that
speaks here; and after praising the profession in general, I con-
gratulate Justine on the particular good fortune she has in having
met you to guide her along the voluptuous path of life’s pleas-
ures; let her surrender blindly to your advice, madam, let her
listen only to you, and I guarantee her soon, alongside a most
agreeable fortune, the most refined pleasures of life.”
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This seductive conversation was not yet finished when there
came a knock at the door.“Ah!” said Madame Desroches as she
opened it, “it is the young man you asked me for, Delmonse”;
and at once a superb fellow, five feet ten inches tall, built like
Hercules and as handsome as Cupid, entered the salon. “He is
charming,” said our libertine, as she looked him over; “it only
remains to see whether he is as vigorous as his appearance prom-
ises; it has been a long time since I have felt myself so ready for
pleasure; look at my eyes, Desroches, look at the ardent flames
they give off.” — “Ah, by heaven!” she went on, brazenly kissing
the young man, “I can bear no more; you should have warned
me,” said Desroches, “T would have given you three or four.” —
“Come, let us see—this one will do,” and the shameless woman,
slipping one arm around a young man she had never seen in her
life, with the other hand began to unbutton his breeches, with
no regard for the innocence and modesty such cynicism of-
fended. “Madam,” said Justine, blushing deeply, “permit me to
withdraw.” — “No, no, by heaven,” said Delmonse, “no, no;
Desroches, oblige her to stay; I wish to give her a lesson in prac-
tice, after having given her one in theory; I want her to witness
my pleasures, it is the only way to inspire her quickly with a taste
for them; and as for you, Desroches, you are a necessary witness
to my orgies; wishing to see you exercise your art to the full, you
know, my dear, that the introduction of the virile member is
truly agreeable to me only when guided by your hands; besides,
you excite me so well when I am engaged, you take such care
of my hips, my clitoris, my body! Ah, Desroches, you are the
chief instrument of my pleasures. Come, come, let us begin; Jus-
tine, sit there before us, do not lose sight of us for a single mo-
ment.” — “Oh, what torment, madam,” cried the orphan in
tears, “let me withdraw, I beg you, and believe that the spectacle
of the horrors you are about to commit will inspire in me noth-
ing but disgust.” But Delmonse, wholly given over to her ex-
cesses, and finding, with some reason, that her pleasures were
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greatly heightened by thus scandalizing virtue, strongly opposed
Justine’s departure, and the scene began.

Every detail of the most titillating lust 1s laid bare before the
eyes of our modest child; in Desroches’s place, she is forced to
grasp the young man’s monstrous penis—which her two tiny
hands can barely encircle—and to guide it toward the
Delmonse’s vagina, to insert it there, to submit, despite her re-
pugnance, to the caresses of this impure woman, who, refining
all her pleasures, finds an indescribable heightening of their vo-
luptuousness in the lustful kisses she presses upon the innocent
mouth of this child, while the vigorous athlete makes her swoon
five times in a row under the prodigious thrusts of his cock.
“Goddamn it,” said Messalina, rising from there like a Bacchante;
"oh, Goddamn, what pleasure I've had! Do you know,
Desroches, what my desire is now? I want to deflower this little
slut with the monstrous cock that just fucked me.“What do you
say to the plan?” — “No, no,” she replied, “we would kill her,
and I would gain nothing by it.” Meanwhile the two combatants
recovered their strength; ample libations of Champagne, some
pastries and truffles soon restored them. Delmonse resumed her
place and challenged her conqueror; Justine, condemned to the
same duties, was forced once more to handle the instrument;
one must see with what pain, with what repugnance, she carried
out what was required of her. This time the wanton insisted that
she stimulate her; Desroches guided her hand, but the school-
girl’s awkwardness soon disgusted the ardent Delmonse. “Shake
me, shake me, Desroches,” she cried; “I perceive that if the cor-
ruption of innocence flatters the mind, the weakness of its means
is of no use to the body, especially with a libertine like me, who
would exhaust in her transports ten hands like Sappho’s and ten
instruments like Herculess.” This second bout, like the first,
ended in ample sacrifices to Venus; Delmonse adjusted her dress
again, her partner withdrew, and Desroches, hastily taking a
cloak, made her excuses to her friend, saying that an appoint-
ment with Dubourg prevented her from staying longer.
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“Desroches,” said Madame Delmonse after a few moments’ re-
flection, “the more I indulge, the more libertine I become; one
act in me gives rise to an idea, and that new idea to another act;
let me accompany you to Dubourg’s—TI have the strongest desire
to see what that old rogue will invent to revive himself with this
girl; if my assistance is needed, [ will give it; you know it is not
the first time you have procured me such encounters, and that,
without vanity, I bring them to their end as surely as an Agnes.
Those old scoundrels often prefer me, as you well know; and art
in me making up for youth, I often bring them to their conclu-
sion more quickly than even Hebe could.” — “What you ask is
possible,” said Desroches; “T know my Dubourg well enough to
be sure he will not be displeased to have one prettier woman
brought to him; come.” A carriage arrived; the modest Justine,
still frightened, got in first, and they set off.

Dubourg was alone; he awaited the ladies in an even more
indecent state than the day before; brutality, libertinism, all the
marks of the most unbridled lust shone in his furtive gaze.

“You were counting on only one woman today, monsieur,”
said Desroches as she entered; “well, I thought T would not dis-
please you by bringing you two; one of them, moreover, yielding
only with great difficulty to your pleasures, I imagined there
would be no inconvenience in conducting a second to you, in
order to encourage and restrain the first: and who is this girl?”
said Dubourg, without stirring, casting upon Delmonse a glance
mingled with cynicism and indifference. “A pretty friend of
mine,” replied Desroches, “whose excessive complaisance equals
her charms, and who may perhaps become as useful to you in
the pleasures you promise yourself for the moment as in those
you project for the future with the lovely and interesting Jus-
tine.” — “What,” said Dubourg, “you think one sitting will not
finish all this?”“It is possible,” replied Desroches,“and it is in that
apprehension that I thought my friend’s intervention might al-
ways become necessary.” — “Come, we shall see,” said Dubourg;
“go out, Desroches, go out, you will put all that on the account.
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Where do we stand together?” “But monsieur,” said Desroches,
“for three months that you have not settled, it amounts to nearly
a hundred thousand francs” — “A hundred thousand francs!
good heavens!” “But does monsieur reflect that I have supplied
him with more than eight hundred girls since that time; they are
all entered... monsieur knows well how I conduct myself, he
knows well I would be sorry to cheat him of a sou.” — “Come,
come, we shall see all that; go out, Desroches, I feel nature press-
ing me, I need to be alone with these two women; and you,
Justine, before your protectress goes away, thank her that I am
willing, in her Favor, to bestow my attentions on you for a mo-
ment; you must feel, little girl, how unworthy you are of them
after your conduct yesterday, and if you offer the slightest re-
sistance to my desires, two men are waiting in my antechamber
to conduct you to a place from which you shall not leave for the
rest of your days.”” Here Desroches went out. “Oh monsieur,”
said Justine, weeping and throwing herself at the feet of that bar-
barous man, “let yourself be moved, I beg you, be generous
enough to assist me without requiring of me what costs me so
dear that I would rather offer you my life than submit to it.” —
“Yes,” she resumed with the impulse of the deepest sensibility,
“yes, [ would a thousand times rather die than violate the prin-
ciples of morality and virtue in which my childhood was nur-
tured; monsieur, monsieur, do not constrain me, I implore you;
can you conceive happiness in the midst of disgust and tears?
dare you suspect pleasure where you will see only repugnance?
you will scarcely have consummated your crime before the spec-
tacle of my despair will overwhelm you with remorse:” but what
was happening prevented the unfortunate girl from continuing.
Delmonse, as a clever woman, divining on Dubourg’s brow the
movements of his hardened soul, had knelt beside his chair and
was rocking it voluptuously with one hand while stimulating
him with the other,? in order to render him insensible to that

2 All libertines know that this is the term used for the act of putting
one or more fingers into the patient’s anus; this episode, one of the
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jeremiad. “God damn it,” said Dubourg, vigorously aroused by
the episode, and already handling the compliant Delmonse, “by
God! I spare you! I would rather strangle you, slut;” he rises at
these words like a madman, and, exposing a small, dry, dark
member, seizes his prey with brutality and boldly tears away the
veils that still conceal from his libertine eyes what he burns to
enjoy. By turns he insults, flatters, mistreats, caresses: ah! what a
spectacle, great God! it seemed that nature wished, in this first
circumstance of Justine’s life, to imprint forever in her, by this
sight, all the horror she ought to feel for a species of crime from
which would arise the flood of misfortunes with which she was
threatened. Justine, naked, was thrown upon a bed, and while
Delmonse holds her there, the libertine Dubourg inventories the
charms of the one who, at this critical moment, consents to serve
him as procuress: “wait,” said the jade,“I feel my skirts are in your
way, I shall quickly deliver to you naked the object which, it
seems to me, attracts here all your homage; it is my arse you wish
to see, I know... I respect that kind of taste in people your age
(3): here, my friend, here it is; it’s a little fuller than that child’s;
but this contrast will amuse you; would you like to see them
both side by side? “Yes, by God,” said Dubourg, “climb onto her

most essential in lubricity, is especially suited to old men or those worn
out; it promptly produces erection and becomes of incredible volup-
tuousness at the moment of ejaculation; those, however, who can re-
place it with a penis will undoubtedly find pleasures infinitely more
vivid, and the difference from illusion to reality excessive. It is in fact
true that there is no more intense form of lubricity in the world than
that of being fucked while fucking.

®> There is no age for this delightful taste; the young Alcibiades
loved it as did the old Socrates; entire peoples have preferred this de-
licious part to all the other beauties of a woman’s body; and in fact,
there is none which, by its whiteness, its roundness, its conformation,
its enchanting form, and the delicate pleasures it promises, can better
merit than that one the voluptuous homage of a true libertine. Woe
to him who has not fucked a boy, or who has not made a boy of his
mistress; he is still very new to voluptuousness who has not dared ei-
ther the one or the other.
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shoulders to hold her down; I'll try to fuck her in the arse while
kissing your buttocks.” — “Ah! I see what you need, libertine,”
said Delmonse, straddling Justine’s lower back, thereby treacher-
ously subjecting her to Dubourg’s brutal lust; “Indeed, yes, that’s
it,” replied the libertine, delivering a few well-aimed slaps to
both Fun and the other arse offered up to his passions;“yes, that’s
it, let’s see if I can try sodomy.” The rascal tried, but his overly
ardent flames were extinguished in the heat of the moment.
Heaven avenges Justine for the outrages to which the monster
seeks to subject her, and the loss of this libertine’s strength before
the act spares this unfortunate child from becoming its tragic
victim.

Dubourg becomes only the more insolent; he accuses Justine
of the faults of his own weakness, and seeks to repair them with
fresh insults and even more mortifying invectives; there is noth-
ing he does not say, nothing he does not attempt, nothing that
his perfidious imagination, the hardness of his character, and the
depravity of his morals do not lead him to undertake; Justine’s
awkwardness irritates him; she is far from wishing to act; it is
much for her merely to submit; yet nothing succeeds; Delmonse
herself, with all her art, cannot restore to life that instrument
enervated by an abundant discharge; she presses it, shakes it, sucks
that flaccid organ in vain—nothing rises; Dubourg himself passes
in vain with these two women from tenderness to severity, from
servility to tyranny, from an air of decency to the most de-
bauched excesses; all three, exhausted, do not even succeed in
restoring to that unhappy instrument the majestic bearing it
would require to undertake new assaults. Dubourg renounces it;
he makes Justine promise to return the next day, and to better
determine her, he absolutely refuses to give her a sou: she is re-
turned into Desroches’s hands, and Delmonse remains with Du-
bourg, who, restored by an excellent meal, soon revenged him-
self upon this pretty woman for the impossibility in which na-
ture had placed him of consummating his crime with the young
girl. It cost some mutual vexations, many efforts on one side and
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complaisance on the other; but the sacrifice was accomplished,
and Delmonse’s superb buttocks received the offering that had
been fruitlessly destined for Justine’s far fresher ones; the latter,
returned home, assured her hostess that, even if she were to per-
ish of want, she would no longer expose herself to such a scene;
she overwhelmed with fresh reproaches the wretch capable of
abusing her misery so cruelly. But crime, happy and triumphant,
laughs at the imprecations of misfortune; its successes embolden
it, and its rapid course accelerates in proportion to the curses it
receives. Such are the perfidious examples that leave man waver-
ing between vice and virtue, and which most often determine
him in favour of vice, because experience always presents hap-
piness there to his eyes.
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CHAPTER 1II.

New outrages directed against Justine’s virtue.
— How the hand of Heaven rewards her for
her inviolable attachment to her duties.

Before proceeding, it seems essential to us to set our readers
fully in the picture. The less perceptive have no doubt already
surmised that the theft from the unfortunate Justine was most
certainly the work of Desroches; but what they may not yet be
convinced of is the astonishing part Dubourg had in this scan-
dalous affair. It was on the advice of that scoundrel that
Desroches had acted: “she will infallibly be ours if we deprive
her of all her resources,” he had said cruelly; “now what I want
is that she be ours: therefore, she must be reduced to begging”;
and, harsh as this calculation might be, it was nonetheless infal-
lible. At the dinner Dubourg had had with Delmonse, he had
confessed this little horror to her: her mind, fertile in schemes
of this kind, was quickly set ablaze by it. The result of the con-
spiracy was that Delmonse would do everything possible to
place Justine in her house during the three months her husband
was still to remain in the country; that during this interval Du-
bourg would attempt new approaches, aided by Delmonse; and
that finally, if nothing succeeded, they would take a striking re-
venge, so that, as Dubourg said, virtue might in this adventure
be as harassed and degraded as it always must be whenever it
dares to confront vice openly. This charming plot decided upon,
the millionaire, as we have said, sealed it with his emission in the
depths of Delmonse’s fine buttocks; and from the very next day,
that amiable friend worked tirelessly toward the success of the
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project. Wicked enough to take great pleasure in the idea of ru-
ining the unfortunate Justine, she did not fail to return the next
day to breakfast at Desroches’s.“You interested me yesterday, my
child,” said the hypocritical Delmonse to Justine, whom they did
not fail to summon;“I did not think one could carry virtue so
far; in truth, you are an angel sent expressly from heaven for the
conversion of mankind; until now I have shown myself to you
only as a libertine: but I must confess, it is to you alone that I
owe the sudden change that has just taken place in me; and it is
upon your bosom that I swear it, my charming model, you shall
see me henceforth only repentant and virtuous. Oh Justine! oh
you, who have become so necessary to my conversion! would
you consent to come share my retreat; I would have you under
my eyes; and the great examples I shall constantly receive from
you will soon perfect the work of reflection.” — *“Alas, madame,”
replied Justine, “I am not made to give examples; and if your
conversion is real, it is to the Supreme Being that you owe it,
and not to me; a weak and fragile creature, I am far from what
is required to become a model; and it is you, madame, you who
will serve as one to me, if you listen to the voice of heaven that
thunders within your soul. I thank you for the refuge you offer
me; so long as I can be of use to you, madame, without con-
travening my principles, command me, [ am at your service; and
my gratitude and my feeble services shall repay, if possible, your
kindness.” Desroches, forewarned by Delmonse, had sufficient
composure not to betray this comedy; she congratulated Justine
on her good fortune: what the young woman owed was imme-
diately settled, and they set out.

Madame Delmonse occupied a delightful house: servants, eq-
uipage, horses, and the richest furnishings soon made Justine un-
derstand that she was in the home of one of the most opulent
women in Paris.

“Out of consideration for older servants,” said Delmonse, as
soon as she had secured Justine, “it is not possible for me to raise
you at once to the highest positions in my household; but you

29



will attain them, my angel; and, however subordinate the post I
give you for the moment, believe that I shall have no less regard
for you.” — “I will do everything, madame,” said Justine; “too
happy to find at least life and honour in your house.” — “You
shall be my wardrobe maid, my child,” resumed Delmonse;“eve-
rything concerning the cleanliness of that department will be
your responsibility, and if you conduct yourself well, within a
year I shall raise you to the post of my third woman.” — “Oh!
madame,” replied Justine, confused... “I would not have
thought...” — “Ah! I see, pride, Justine; are these the virtues I
expected from you?” — “You are right, madame, humility must
be the first; it is at least that of my condition and my misfortunes;
order that I be instructed in my duties, and be assured of my
exactness in fulfilling them.” — “I shall instruct you myself, my
dear child,” replied Delmonse, leading Justine into two small
cabinets arranged behind the mirrored alcove of this sybarite’s
elegant boudoir; “here are the places under your care. This one,”
she continued, opening one of the two cabinets, furnished with
bidets and baths, “this one concerns only cleanliness; it is merely
a matter of emptying and filling. This other,” continued
Delmonse, opening the second, “is of a somewhat less decent
nature; you see, it is a close-stool: there are many water closets
in the English style, but I prefer this chair; you understand, my
child, the care you must take of it, as well as of the other porce-
lain vessels intended for more minor needs. There is something
else of which I must inform you; it is a delicacy, I know, but it
has become a habit with me, and I should regret to give it up.”
— “And what is it, madame?” — “You must always be there
when I attend to my needs, and... I will tell you the rest in your
ear, my child; for when one is virtuous, one blushes at the ne-
cessity of making such avowals. You must, with the cotton you
see in that mahogany cabinet, cleanse... remove the traces that
these unpleasant necessities of nature inevitably leave behind.”
— “Myself, madame?” — “Yes, my child, yourself: the one who
preceded you did much worse; but you, my dear Justine, I respect
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you, you are virtuous, and that restrains me.” — “And what did
she do, then, the one before me?” — “The same thing with her
tongue.” — “Ah! madame.” — “Yes, I know it is harsh; that is
where luxury, softness, and the forgetting of all social duties lead
us; when one reaches that point, one becomes accustomed to
regarding everything around one only as objects made to be
subservient to us... A great name, a hundred thousand livres of
income, consideration, influence—such are the things that lead
us to these final degrees of reflective corruption: but I am re-
forming, my dear, I am converting, in earnest, and your sublime
example will confirm the miracle. You shall be fed, Justine, you
shall dine with my women, and you shall earn a hundred écus a
year; does that suit you?” “Alas, madame,” said Justine, “misfor-
tune never bargains; all the assistance offered to it is acceptable;
but its gratitude is proportioned both to the nature of the ser-
vices rendered and to the manner in which they are rendered.”
— “Oh! you will be content with all this, Justine, I promise you,”
replied Delmonse; “there is only my habits, to which I beg you
not to make me renounce... Ah! I had forgotten to show you
your room; it adjoins these two cabinets, entirely enclosed be-
hind them; it is a sort of little fortress... besides, it is pretty, a
good bed... within reach of my bell in case of need, as you see;
I leave you in your quarters, my dear, congratulating myself on
having been able to do something agreeable for you.”

Justine had scarcely been left alone when her deep sensibility
drew from her fresh tears. “What!” she said, seeing the abasement
of her condition, “this woman who, as she claims, receives me
into her house out of esteem for my virtue, nevertheless takes
pleasure in degrading me to the point of assigning me a position
as base as the one her pride proposes to me! And why is it, since
all individuals resemble one another, that some must be con-
demned to render to others services as humiliating as these? O
sweet equality of nature! will you never reign among men?”
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Justine is summoned to dinner; she makes the acquaintance
of her three companions, all three as pretty as angels. In the even-
ing she begins her honourable duties: first the wardrobe, then
the bidet; Justine handled the sponge, soaked it, washed, cleaned,
and all this in a silence that seemed to her most extraordinary; it
appeared as though the dignity of Madame the Countess
Delmonse would have been compromised by conversing with
her servant, or perhaps—and this is what we prefer to believe—
Madame Delmonse remained silent so as not to compromise the
great secret that concerned her wretched slave.

However, the observant and judicious orphan was not long
in perceiving that the examples of virtue which she had been
assured would be taken from her had not yet made a saint of her
respectable mistress; taking advantage of her husband’s absence,
the jade indulged herself without restraint, and the orgies cele-
brated in the voluptuous boudoir adjoining the two rooms en-
trusted to Justine’s care soon convinced her of the insincerity of
that woman’s conversion; on one occasion, two or three young
men even strayed into those rooms of cleanliness and rather
rudely insulted Justine as she was performing her duties there;
she complained of it; scarcely did anyone seem to hear her, and
the virtuous creature, while planning soon to leave that house,
nevertheless resolved, out of prudence, to endure it a little longer.
One day she thought she heard Dubourg’s voice; she listened
attentively, and distinguished nothing; it was indeed he, but the
precautions were so well taken that everything plotted against
her was always cloaked in the most incredible mystery.

She had been leading a life in that house that was as peaceful
as it was monotonous for about two months when Madame
Delmonse, unable to contain the flames of her lust any longer,
came into her dressing room one evening, thoroughly warmed
by wine and lewdness: “Justine,” she said in a slightly less serious
tone,“the position of my third wife will soon be vacant; Suzanne,
who currently holds it, has fallen in love with my first footman;
I am marrying them. But, my child, to rise to this position, I
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demand of you favours quite different from those that have hith-
erto formed the basis of your duty”” — “And what is it, madam?”
— “We must sleep together, Justine; you must masturbate me...”
— “Oh! Madam, is that what virtue is?...” — “What? Haven’t
you come down from your cloud of fantasy yet?” — “Fantasy,
madam?... Virtue a fantasy!” — “Certainly, my angel, there is
none more contemptible; virtues, religions—all these are popu-
lar restraints that philosophers mock, and which they take pleas-
ure in breaking; the only laws of nature are our passions, and as
soon as they conflict with virtue, the latter ceases to have any
reality. For a moment [ thought I could overcome the violent
love you inspire in me; content to have you, I believed that your
presence would soothe the pain your eyes inflicted on my heart,
and if I subjected you to the tasks you perform, it is because they
gave me the pleasure of often appearing naked before you; but
your insensitivity revolts me; I can no longer silence my passions;
they must be satisfied at whatever cost;“Come, follow me, heav-
enly maiden”; and Delmonse, despite Justine’s resistance, led her
into her apartment; there was nothing this seductress did not
employ to finish corrupting the virtue of this young woman;
gifts, promises, flattering words—everything was employed, but
in vain; and Justine’s firm resistance convinced Madame
Delmonse that a young girl’s sense of virtue can be strong
enough to withstand all the assaults of vice. From that moment
on, the shrew could no longer restrain herself; lust easily turns
to fury in souls of this temperament;* “You treacherous crea-
ture,” she said to her, at the height of her rage,“I shall know how

*In all of them, ferocity is always either the means or the comple-
ment of lust; all the excessive refinements of libertinism are acts of
ferocity; there is not a single cruel man who has not been a great lib-
ertine, and conversely, not a libertine who does not become cruel;
moreover, ferocity, like gentleness, is only a disposition of the soul
entirely independent of us, and we should neither blush nor take pride
in the one more than in the other. Man works only for his own hap-
piness; whatever path he chooses in the course of life, it is always in
pursuit of happiness, though in his own way. Thus Nero took as much
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to wrest from you by force what you refuse to give willingly to
my passions;” She rings the bell, and two of her maids appear;
they had been forewarned. Slaves to their mistress’s whims, they
had long been accustomed to indulging and serving her; nearly
naked like her and with dishevelled hair, all three resembling
Bacchantes, they seize Justine, undress her, and while the two
accomplices expose her to the impure caresses of their lustful
mistress, the latter, kneeling before the altar of pleasures, terrifies
modesty, drives out virtue to replace it with debauchery and the
most refined licentiousness... Would you believe it?... The
wretch! She was sucking Justine, thrusting a finger into her arse-
hole; one of the women was tasked with tickling her clitoris; the
other, the two pretty little nipples barely budding on this en-
chanting girl; but nature had not yet revealed anything to the
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