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CHAPTER VII  

Continuation of the ill -starred destiny of Jus-
tine. τ Recognition. τ How the Supreme 
Being maketh her amends for her pious de-

signs. 

Any other creature than the trembling Justine would have 
cared very little for such a threat; once it could be proved that 
the treatment she had just endured was the work of no tribunal, 
what had she to fear? But her weakness, her natural timidity, the 
weight of her misfortunesτeverything bewildered her, every-
thing terrified her; she thought only of flight. 
9ȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŀǊƪ ƻŦ ŘƛǎƎǊŀŎŜΧ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘǊŀŎŜǎ 

of the lash which, thanks to the purity of her blood, soon disap-
ǇŜŀǊŜŘΧ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎƻŘƻƳƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ƻǊŘƛπ
nary members, did not in the least deform her; apart from all 
this, we say, our heroineτeighteen years old when she left Ro-
ŘƛƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŜƭƭ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴŘ 
well fedτhad lost nothing of either her strength or her fresh-
ness. She had entered that happy age in which nature seems to 
make a final effort to adorn those whom her hand destines for 
the pleasures of men. Her figure was more defined, her hair 
thicker and longer, her skin fresher, more enticing; and her 
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bosom, much spared by people little fond of that part, had ac-
quired greater fullness and roundness. Justine was therefore a 
very beautiful girl, a creature well capable of kindling in liber-
ǘƛƴŜǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘ ŘŜǎƛǊŜǎΧ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛǊǊŜƎǳƭŀǊΧ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ 
lascivious. 

Thus, more irritated and distressed than physically ill-treated, 
Justine set out that very evening; but, poorly guided and asking 
no directions, she did little more than wander around Paris, and 
on the fourth day of her journey she found herself still only at 
Lieusaint. Knowing that this road might lead her toward the 
southern provinces, she resolved to follow it, and thus to reach, 
as best she could, those distant regions, persuaded that the rest 
and peace so cruelly denied her in her own country perhaps 
awaited her at the far end of France: fatal error! How many sor-
rows she still had to endure! 

Whatever her sufferings had been, her innocence at least had 
remained to her until then. Solely the victim of the outrages of 
two or three libertines, she could (since nothing had ever oc-
curred with her consent) still rank herself among honest girls; 
she had nothing with which to reproach herself; her heart was 
pure. She grew too proud of it, and her presumption was pun-
ished. She had all her fortune with herτthat is to say, nearly five 
hundred livres, a sum resulting from what she had earned at 
.ǊŜǎǎŀŎΩǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ wƻŘƛƴΩǎΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
least been able to preserve these resources, and flattered herself 
that, with frugality, temperance, and economy, this money would 
suffice her at least until she was in a position to find some em-
ployment. Her terrible mark did not show; she imagined she 
could always conceal it, and that this misfortune would not pre-
vent her from earning her living. Full of hope and courage, she 
continued her journey as far as Sens, where she rested for a few 
days. Perhaps she might have found something in that town; but, 
penetrated with the necessity of going farther away, she set out 
again with the design of seeking her fortune in Dauphiné. She 
had heard much spoken of that country; she believed she would 
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find happiness there. We shall see of what kind was that which 
destiny had in store for her. 

Toward evening of the first dayτthat is to say, about six or 
seven leagues from SensτJustine, having left the road to satisfy 
certain needs of nature, could not resist sitting for a moment on 
the edge of a vast pond, whose surroundings seemed to her of a 
delightful coolness. Night was beginning to spread its veils over 
the lamp of the universe; and our heroine, knowing that there 
was but a very short distance from where she was to the place 
where she was to pass the night, was in no haste to interrupt the 
gentle, solitary reflections inspired in her by the rustic scene in 
which she rested, when all at once she heard a fairly heavy mass 
fall into the water ten paces from her. She turned her eyes and 
perceived that this mass had been hurled from the midst of a 
thick thicket, at the foot of which the waters of the pond lapped, 
and that, by their respective positions, neither she nor the agent 
of the action that had just been committed could see one an-
other. Her second impulse carried her swiftly toward the fallen 
mass; she thought she heard cries; she perceived that this mass 
did not sink at once, yet was on the point of disappearing. 
Doubting not that a human creature was enclosed in the sort of 
basket she discerned, she obeyed only the first movement of na-
ture. Without considering the dangers she ran, she threw herself 
into the pond, fortunate enough not to lose her footing, and to 
seize the floating burden which the wind was driving toward 
her. She retraced her steps, drawing after her that precious load; 
she hastened to open itτƎǊŜŀǘ DƻŘΗ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΧ ŀ ŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ 
little girl of eighteen months, naked, bound fast, whom her ex-
ecutioner no doubt believed he was burying, along with his 
crime, in the waters of that pond. Justine hastened to break the 
bonds; she revived the child, whose little timid hands were raised 
toward her benefactress, as though to thank her for her care, and 
to repay her with all that nature permits to the expressions of 
gratitude. The tender Justine embraced this charming unfortu-
ƴŀǘŜΦ άtƻƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ 
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like unhappy Justine, only to know its sorrows and never its 
pleasures! Perhaps death would have been a blessing for you! 
Perhaps I do you a cruel service in drawing you from the bosom 
of oblivion to place you again upon the stage of despair and 
misfortune! Well thenτI will repair that fault by never aban-
doning you. Together we shall gather all the thorns of life; trod-
den underfoot by us both, they will perhaps seem less sharp, and, 
grown stronger through our union, we shall blunt them with 
less pain. Good Heaven! I thank you for the gift you make me; 
it is a sacred object upon which my sensibility shall be ceaselessly 
exercised. Happy enough to have saved her life, I will care for 
her days, her education, her morals; she shall never leave me; I 
will work to feed her; younger than I, she will repay me in my 
old age; she is a friend, a support whom the hand of the Eternal 
sends me. By what acts of gratitude shall I be able to express to 
IƛƳ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƴŜǎǎΗέ 
άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŘŀƳƴ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘŜƴǘƻǊƛŀƴ 

voice, seizing the wretched Justine by the collar and throwing 
ƘŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎΤ άȅŜǎΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǇǳƴƛǎƘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 
ƳŜŘŘƭŜ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ȅƻǳΦέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ ƛƳπ
mediately reclaiming the little girl, put her back into her basket, 
bound her there again, and plunged her once more into the 
ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΧ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘτyou 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛǘΣ ǎƭǳǘΣέ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǾŀƎŜΤ άŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ 
hesitate to make you feel it, if I did not perceive from your looks 
that, by reserving you for more cruel torments, you may perhaps 
procure me greater pleasures. Follow me, without a word; this 
dagger you see raised over your breast will be plunged into it at 
the ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜΦέ 

We shall forbear to depict here the astonishment, the terror, 
ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǎƻǳƭΦ 5ŀǊƛƴƎ 
not to reply, she rose trembling and followed her tormentor. Af-
ǘŜǊ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΩ ƳŀǊŎƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ŀ ŎƘŃǘŜŀǳ, sit-
uated in the depths of a broad valley, surrounded by tall woods 
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that lent this dwelling the most somber and savage aspect imag-
inable. The entrance to the house was so concealed by thick 
clusters of trees and hornbeam hedges that it was impossible to 
discern it. It was there that Justine, guided by the very master of 
thŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ²ƘƛƭŜΣ ƛƳƳŜŘƛπ
ately confined in a room where she was carefully locked in, this 
poor creature sought to find a little rest amid the new horrors 
surrounding her, let us unfold what must be known of this ad-
venture, that some interest may be taken in it. 

Monsieur de Bandole, a man of great wealth and formerly a 
member of the judiciary, was the lord of the castle into which 
he had just brought Justine. Having withdrawn from the world 
ever since he inherited from his father, Bandole had, for more 
than fifteen years, indulged in this solitary dwelling in the bizarre 
tastes with which nature had endowed him; and certainly, these 
tastes, which we shall now describe, will no doubt frighten our 
readers. Few men possessed a more vigorous constitution than 
Bandole; though forty years of age, he still regularly had his four 
fucks a day, and in his youth, he had gone as far as ten. Tall, slen-
der, of a wiry and lean build, possessing a black, stubborn penis 
nine inches long and six in circumference, hairy all over his body 
like a bear; Bandole, as we have just sketched him, loved women 
only to enjoy them; once he had had his fill of them, it was 
impossible to despise them more. What was most remarkable was 
that he used them only to father children, and never failed in his 
aim; but it was the use he made of this fruit that was undoubtedly 
even more extraordinary: they were raised until eighteen 
months; once they had reached that age, the fatal pond where 
we have just seen him plunge one of these offspring became the 
universal grave of them all. 

For the satisfaction of this bizarre mania, Bandole kept thirty 
girls shut up in his château, aged from eighteen to twenty-five, 
and all of the greatest beauty; four old women were charged 
with the management of this seraglio; a cook and two kitchen 
maids completed the entire household of this libertine. A great 
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enemy of display and luxury, and wholly in the principles of 
Epicurus, our singular personage maintained that, in order to 
ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǾƛƎƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƻƴŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪ 
nothing but water, and that, for a woman to become quickly 
fertile, she too must subsist only on wholesome and light nour-
ishment; accordingly, Bandole never took more than a single 
meal composed of a few vegetables, and his women two, at 
which nothing was ever served but fruits and greens. It is certain 
that, under this regimen, Bandole enjoyed the best of health, and 
his women an astonishing freshness; they bred like hens, and 
there was not a year in which each did not give him at least one 
child. Moreover, such were the methods of this debauchee: in a 
boudoir prepared for the purpose stood a machine upon which 
the woman, softly stretched out and firmly bound, presented to 
this libertine the temple of Venus at the utmost degree of open-
ness possible; he penetrated, and no one stirredτthis condition, 
according to Bandole, being the most essential to the comple-
tion of the act; and it was only to ensure it more securely that 
he required the bonds; three or four times a day the same woman 
was placed upon the machine, then kept in her bed for nine days, 
her head low and her feeǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƘƛƎƘΤ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΩǎ ƳŜǘƘƻŘǎ 
were sound, or whether his seed possessed a truly prolific virtue, 
it remains certain that he rarely failed; at the end of nine months 
the child appeared; it was cared for during eighteen; it was then 
drowned. And it wasτthis circumstance is worthy of remarkτ
it was always Bandole himself who carried out this final opera-
tion, the only procedure by which he obtained the erection nec-
essary to procreate new victims. 

With each new consort, the women who had just given birth 
were replaced; so that a sultana was never kept except in the case 
of infertility, which necessarily placed them in the dreadful di-
lemma of either spending their lives there or bearing a child by 
that monsterτand as they were, moreover, unaware of exactly 
what was done with their offspring, Bandole saw no difficulty 
in restoring their full freedom; they were returned to the very 
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place where they had been taken, with a thousand écus in com-
pensation; but our man, caught this time by Justine as he planned 
to subject her to his usual pleasures, had no desireτhowever 
many children she might bear himτto grant her a freedom she 
might abuse to betray him. As for internal indiscretions, since 
these women were all kept in separate confinement and never 
communicated with one another, Justine, having suffered the 
same fate, was unable to reveal anything. The only danger lay in 
her release, and Bandole was firmly resolved never to grant it to 
her. 

We flatter ourselves, moreover, that one may readily imagine 
that the manner in which such a man proceeded to the act of 
enjoyment must have borne some trace of the ferocity of his 
tastes; seeking absolutely nothing but his own satisfaction, Ban-
dole had never in his life felt the fires of love. One of the old 
women bound upon the machine the one who was to serve that 
day; he was informed, he opened the door of the cabinet, mas-
turbated for a moment in front of the cunt, reviled the woman, 
swore, panted, penetrated her, uttered very loud cries during the 
act, and ended by bellowing like a bull at the instant of ejacula-
tion. He left without so much as casting a glance at the woman, 
and repeated this three or four times in the twenty-four hours, 
always with the same one. The next day another took her place, 
and so on. As for the variations, they were always alike; chilling 
impassivity, very prolonged enjoyment, cries, blasphemies, and 
fuckingτit was always the same thing. Such, then, was the man 
who was about to ǇƭǳŎƪ ŀ ǊƻǎŜΧ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŦŀŘŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 
remembered, by the cruel attempts of Saint-Florent; but much 
refreshed, much closed again by the effect of so long an absti-
nence, which, in more than one respect, could still give this 
pretty flower all the appearance of virginity. Bandole set great 
store by this condition in a girl; his agents had as their principal 
instruction always to bring them to him virginsτnone were ad-
mitted without this requirement. 
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Moreover, Bandole saw absolutely no one. The most solitary 
and secluded life was the one that suited him. A few books and 
some walksτthese were the only diversions by which he broke 
up his excesses. Possessed of wit, of a firm and decided character, 
burdened with no prejudices, without religion, without princi-
ples, astonishingly despotic in the depths of his seraglio, without 
shame, without humanity, vaunting his vicesτsuch was Bandole 
and his lair; such was the tomb that the hand of Heaven was 
preparing for Justine, in recompense for her having wished to 
ǎŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎƻǳƴŘǊŜƭΩǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΦ 

Fifteen full days passed without our unfortunate heroine 
hearing a word of her persecutor: one of the old women brought 
her the food of the house; Justine questioned her, and the other, 
ǊŜǇƭȅƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ 
monsieuǊΤ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΦέ τ ά.ǳǘΣ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ 
ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǿƘȅ ŀƳ L ƘŜǊŜΚέ τ άCƻǊ ƳƻƴǎƛŜǳǊΩǎ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΦέ τ άhƘΣ 
just Heaven! whatτƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΧ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ 
ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ŧƛƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΚέ τ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘπ
ers do, and you will be no more ǘƻ ōŜ ǇƛǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜȅΦέ τ ά¢ƘŜ 
others? WhatτǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŜǊŜΗέ τ ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΤ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ 
ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜΤ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜΣ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜέτand the door 
was shut again. 

On the sixteenth day at last, Justine was told to hold herself 
ready for a preliminary ceremony, of which she had received no 
warning whatever. The doors flew open with a crash; Bandole, 
followed by an old woman, entered the room. τ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ 
ƘŜǊ ŎǳƴǘΣέ said he to the matron; and Justine, unable to defend 
herself, was at once seized and stripped. τ ά!ƘΗτŀƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀƴπ
ŘƻƭŜ ŎŀǊŜƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ άƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ƘŜǊŜΚΧ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ 
ǿƘƻ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ƳŜΚέ τ ά¸ŜǎΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
reply. τ ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǳǎŜ ƴƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜƭƛŎŀŎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΧ 
Lǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƛŘŜƴƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǎŜ ŦǳǊπ
nished with spectacles, bent down to examine. τ άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 
ǘŀƳǇŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΤ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƛƎƘǘƴŜǎǎΣ 
ŦǊŜǎƘƴŜǎǎΧ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦέ τ ά{ǇǊŜŀŘ ƛǘΧ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ 



10 
 

ŦƻǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊŜǘŎƘΣ ƪƴŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
opened sex, thrust into it at once his fingers, his nose, and his 
tongue. τ άCŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƛƴǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜΣ 
άŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŜŘƛƴƎ Ƴŀȅ ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘΦέ 
τ ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǇŀƭǇŀǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ άǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƛǎ ǿŜƭƭ 
ŦƻǊƳŜŘΤ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ƛƴ ƴƛƴŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦέ τ 
άhƘΣ IŜŀǾŜƴΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άǿŜǊŜ L ŀ ōŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ōǳǊŘŜƴΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
not be examined with more contempt; and what have I done, 
sir, to deserve the outrage you destine for me? where are the 
ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜΚέ τ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
.ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛŎƪΤ άL ŀƳ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪΦέ 
τ ά/ŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ƭƻƎƛŎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴǎ ŀŎŎƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƳŀƴπ
ƛǘȅΚέ τ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΣ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǇǊŀȅΚέ τ ά¢ƘŜ ǾƛǊǘǳŜ 
that will assure you aid, if ever you yourself become unfortu-
ƴŀǘŜΦέ τ άhƴŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƭƛǾǊŜǎ ƻŦ 
ƛƴŎƻƳŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ Ƨƻƛƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀƭǘƘΦέ 
τ άhƴŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƛǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜΦέ τ άIŜǊŜ 
ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǿƘƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎΤ 
άǎƻ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ŀƳ L ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 
ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΥ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
old woman; and they sat down opposite one another. 
τ ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳΣ ǇǊŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ 

.ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ άǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΣ ōƻǘƘ 
physically and morally, I have not received from her, along with 
these first gifts, the power to treat my inferiors according to the 
solŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƛƭƭΚέ τ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƎƛŦǘǎΣ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ōƻŀǎǘΣ ƻǳƎƘǘ 
to be for you only so many additional motives to honor virtue 
and relieve misfortune; you are unworthy of them, the moment 
ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŜƳǇƭƻȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΦέ τ άCƻǊ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊǘΣέ 
replied BanŘƻƭŜΣ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŀȅΣ ŘŜŀǊ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎ 
is far from my heart. In order that I might value your existence 
as I value my own, I should have to find, in that foreign existence, 
relations that bound it to me as intimately as my tastes or my 
pŀǎǎƛƻƴǎΧ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻΚ L Ǝƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊτcan it be so? Unable, then, 
to regard your existence as anything but wholly foreignτor, if 
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you prefer, passiveτthe esteem I may have for you can only ever 
be relative, or, to explain myself more clearly, proportioned to 
the degree of utility I receive from you; now, that utility, from 
the moment I am the stronger, can consist only in the most ev-
ident acts of servitude on your part. Only then shall we both 
have perfectly fulfilled the roles for which nature created us: I, 
when I bend you to my passions, of whatever kind or nature 
they may be; you, when you undergo their effects. Your defini-
tions of humanity, Justine, are but the fruit of the sophisms of 
the weak; humanity, rightly understood, does not consist in giv-
ƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻƴŜΩǎ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƻƴŜǎŜƭŦΣ ƛƴ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘπ
ing oneself at the expense of whomever it may be. Let us never 
confuse civilization with humanity; the latter is the daughter of 
natureτlet us examine her without prejudice, and we shall 
never be mistaken in her voice; the former is the work of men, 
and consequently of all passions and all interests combined. Na-
ture never inspires in us anything but what can please her or be 
useful to her: whenever, in feeling one of her desires, we find 
ourselves checked by something, let us be well assured that the 
barrier has been raised by the hand of men. Why should we re-
spect such a restraint? If we degrade ourselves so far, let us blame 
ƻƴƭȅ ŦŜŀǊ ƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎΤ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜǇǊƻŀŎƘ ƻǳǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΧ 
everything is surmounted when we listen to it. Would it then be 
likely that nature could establish at once within us both the de-
sire for a given action and the possibility that this action might 
outrage the very being who inspires that desire? Nothing is 
more singular than my tastes, as you see, Justine; I do not love 
womenτtheir enjoyment is to me the most insipid thing in the 
world; but the pleasure of impregnating them, and of blighting 
afterward the fruit I have caused to germinate in their wombs, is 
a delicious act; there is none, without doubt, that would render 
me more guilty in the eyes of my fellows: well then, is that a 
reason for me to correct myself? No, surely; and what does the 
esteem or opinion of men matter to me? Of what weight are 
these chimeras beside my tastes or my passions? What I lose with 
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them is the result of their egoism; what I prefer to them are the 
ǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘ ŜƴƧƻȅƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΦέ τ ά¢ƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘΣ ǎƛǊΗέ τ ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ 
sweetest, Justine; they are never more delicious than when they 
most depart from received usages and customary morals; it is 
only in the destruction of all these barriers that supreme volup-
ǘǳƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘǎΦέ τ ά.ǳǘΣ ǎƛǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŎǊƛƳŜǎΦέ τ ά!ƴ 
empty word, my dear; there is no crime in nature. Men believe 
in itτthat is all very simple; they have had to characterize as an 
offense everything that disturbed their tranquility; thus the in-
jury one man permits himself against another may indeed exist 
ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΧ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΧέ !ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ 
Bandole repeated, with some variations of expression, all that 
Rodin had said on the nothingness of the crime of infanticide; 
he proved to her, at least with as much force, that there was no 
sort of wrong in disposing of the fruit one had planted, and that 
we have no rights of property better founded than over that. 
άbŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛǎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΣέ 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΤ άƛǘ ƛǎ ƛƴŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǊǳƛǘ 
ǊƛǇŜƴǎ ƻǊ ƛǎ ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ƎǊŜŜƴƴŜǎǎΦέ τ άhƘΣ ǎƛǊΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
draw just comparisons from inanimate things to a being pos-
sessed oŦ ŀ ǎƻǳƭΦέ τ ά! ǎƻǳƭΗέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ōǳǊǎǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǳƎƘπ
ƛƴƎΤ άŀƘΗ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǇǊŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎπ
ǎƛƻƴΦέ τ άLǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜΣ 
the sublime and lofty emanation of the divinity, which brings us 
nearer to it, unites us to it, and which, by the perfection of its 
ŜǎǎŜƴŎŜΣ ŘƛǎǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘŜǎ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΦέ !ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ 
ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōǳǊǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΥ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΣ 
my child: I perceive that you have some merit, and I am willing 
to enlighten you; a little attentionτand follow me. 
τ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǎƻ ŀōǎǳǊŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ 

obstinately maintain that the soul is a substance distinct from the 
body; their error springs from the pride that leads them to sup-
pose this inner organ capable of drawing ideas from its own fund. 
Seduced by this first illusion, some of them have carried extrav-
agance so far as to believe that we bring innate ideas with us at 
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birth. From this ridiculous hypothesis they have made of the part 
they call the SOUL an isolated substance, and have granted it 
the imaginary right of thinking abstractly from the matter 
whence it alone proceeds: these monstrous opinions are justified 
only by saying that ideas are the sole objects of thought, as 
though it were not proven that they can come to us only from 
external objects which, acting upon our senses, have modified 
our brain; each idea is doubtless an effect, but however difficult 
it may be to trace it back to its cause, can we suppose that it is 
not due to one? If we can acquire ideas only through material 
substances, how can we suppose that the cause of our ideas is 
immaterial? To dare to maintain that we can have ideas without 
the senses would be as absurd as to say that a man born blind 
could have an idea of colors. No, Justine, noτlet us not believe 
that our soul can act of itself or without cause at any moment 
of our lives; absolutely bound to the material elements that com-
pose our existence, entirely dependent on them, always subject 
to the impressions of beings that act upon us necessarily and 
according to their properties, the secret movements of this prin-
ciple, vulgarly called the SOUL, are due to causes hidden within 
ourselves; we believe that this soul moves because we do not see 
the springs that set it in motion, or because we suppose those 
motives incapable of producing the effects we admire; the source 
of our errors lies in our regarding our body as brute and inert 
matter, whereas it is a sensitive machine which necessarily has a 
momentary awareness of the impression it receives, and the con-
sciousness of the self through the memory of impressions suc-
cessively experienced. Remember this, Justine: it is only through 
our senses that beings are known to us or produce ideas in us; it 
is only as a consequence of the movements impressed upon our 
body that our brain is modified, or that our soul thinks, wills, 
and acts. Could our mind then exercise itself upon anything but 
what it knows? and can it know anything but what it has felt? 
Everything proves to us, in the most convincing manner, that 
the soul acts and moves according to the same laws as those of 



14 
 

other beings in nature, that it cannot be distinguished from the 
body, that it is born, grows, and is modified in the same progres-
sion as it, and that consequently it perishes with it. Always de-
pendent on the body, you see it pass through the same stages: 
inept in childhood, vigorous in maturity, chilled in old age; its 
reason or its delirium, its virtues or its vices, are never anything 
but the result of external objects and of their effects upon the 
material organs. How, with such strong proofs of the identity of 
the soul with the body, has anyone ever been able to imagine 
that this portion of the same individual enjoyed immortality 
while the other perished? Fools! after having fashioned this soul 
at their pleasure into a simple being, without extension, devoid 
of parts, in a word entirely different from everything we know, 
they then pretended that it was not subject to the laws we find 
in all beings whose perpetual decomposition experience shows 
us; they started from these false principles to persuade themselves 
that the world also had a spiritual, universal soul, and they gave 
the name of God to this new chimera, of which that of their 
own soul became an emanation. Hence religions, and all the ab-
surd fables that flowed from them, all the gigantic and fantastical 
systems that necessarily resulted from this first extravagance; 
hence the romantic ideas of punishments or rewards after this 
life, the most revolting absurdity of all; for if the human soul 
were an emanation of the universal soul, that is to say, of the God 
of the universe, how could it merit or demerit? how, perpetually 
chained to the being from which it emanated, could it be free, 
and on that account be punished or rewarded as such? Let not 
the adherents of the imbecile system of the immortality of the 
soul offer us its universality as proof of its reality; nothing is more 
simple than the prodigious extent of this opinion: it contains the 
strong, it consoles the weakτwhat more was needed to spread 
it? Everywhere men resemble one another, and everywhere, 
with the same weaknesses, they must have the same errors. Na-
ture having inspired in all men the liveliest love of their exist-
ence, the eternity of that existence became a necessary desire; 
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this desire soon turned into certainty, and still more quickly into 
dogma. It was easy to presume that men thus disposed would 
eagerly listen to all that this system announced to them; but can 
the desire for a chimera ever become the incontestable proof of 
its reality? We likewise desire the eternal life of the body, and yet 
this desire is frustrated: why should that of the life of our soul 
not be so as well? The simplest reflections on the nature of this 
soul ought to convince us that the idea of its immortality is but 
an illusion. For what indeed is this soul, if not the principle of 
sensibility? what is thinking, enjoying, suffering, if not feeling? 
what is life, if not the assemblage of these different movements 
proper to an organized being? Thus, as soon as the body ceases 
to live, sensibility can no longer be exercised, there can be no 
more ideas, and consequently no more thoughts; ideas can there-
fore come to us only from the senses; now how would one have 
it that, once deprived of these senses, we should still have ideas? 
Since one makes of the soul a being separate from the animal 
body, why has one not made of life a being distinct from the 
living body? Life is the sum of the movements of the whole 
body; sensation and thought form part of these movements; thus, 
in the dead man these movements will cease like all the others; 
and by what reasoning, indeed, would one pretend to prove to 
us that this soul, which can feel, think, will, act only with the aid 
of its organs, could still have pain or pleasure, or even the con-
sciousness of its existence, when the organs that informed it of 
these things shall be decomposed? Is it not evident that the soul 
depends upon the arrangement of the parts of the body, and 
upon the order in which those parts concur in performing their 
functions? Thus, once the organic structure is destroyed, we can-
not doubt that the soul is destroyed as well. Do we not see, 
throughout the whole course of our lives, that this soul is altered, 
deranged, disturbed by all the changes our organs undergo? and 
yet one has the extravagance to imagine that this soul must act, 
think, subsist, when those very organs have entirely disappeared! 
²Ƙŀǘ ŀōǎǳǊŘƛǘȅΗέ 
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τ ά¢ƘŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ 
once broken, is no longer fit for the uses to which it was des-
tined. To say that the soul will feel, think, enjoy, suffer after the 
death of the body is to pretend that a clock, shattered into a 
thousand pieces, can continue to mark the hours. Those who tell 
us that our soul can subsist notwithstanding the destruction of 
the body plainly maintain that the modification of a body may 
ōŜ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘΦέ 
τ Oh, my child! persuade yourself well that after your death 

your eyes will no longer see, your ears will no longer hear; from 
the depths of your grave you will no longer be the witness of 
those scenes which your imagination now represents to you in 
such dark colors; you will take no further part in what passes in 
the world; you will be no more concerned with what is done 
with your ashes than, on the eve of your birth, you could be 
with the kind of organs nature was about to give you. To die is 
to cease to think, to feel, to enjoy, to suffer; your ideas will perish 
with you; your pains and your pleasures will not follow you into 
the tomb; regard death, then, with a tranquil eyeτnot to nour-
ish your fears and your melancholy, but to accustom yourself to 
behold it calmly, and to reassure yourself against the false terrors 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǎǘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳΦέ 
τ άhƘΗ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άƘƻǿ ǎŀŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀǊŜΗ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ 

ǘƘƻǎŜ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭƛƴƎΚέ τ ά.ǳǘ ǇƘƛπ
losophy, Justine, is not the art of consoling the weak; it has no 
other aim than to give precision to the mind and to uproot its 
prejudices. I am not consoling, I, Justine; I am truthful. If I 
wished to console you, I should tell you, for example, that, like 
the other women of my seraglio, the doors would be opened to 
you as soon as you had borne me a child. I do not tell you so, 
because I do not wish to deceive you; you possess my secret, and 
that misfortune assures you an eternal captivity. Consider your-
self, then, my dear, as already in the coffin I was describing to 
you just now; you will never again see the threshold of the door 
by whƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘΦέ 
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τ άhƘΗ ǎƛǊτέ τ άWǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ L ŀƳ ƘŀǊŘτcome downstairs; 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎΤ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 
back; Justine was led to the cabinet intended for such sacrifices; 
our unfortunate girl was bound upon the customary seat, and 
the matron witƘŘǊŜǿΦ ά5ŜǎǇƛŎŀōƭŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Cŀǳƴ 
ōǊǳǘŀƭƭȅΣ άȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ǝŀƛƴǎ ōȅ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΤ 
I have always observed that virtue entangles itself in its own 
snares, and is forever the dupe of vice. You had only to let that 
child drownτI ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ τ άhƘΣ 
ǎƛǊΧ LΣ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǎƻ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘΗέ τ ά.Ŝ ǎƛπ
lent, whoreτI have already proved it to you; is there anything 
of which we are more the masters than the bit of seed we have 
fashioned? Come, slut, give me one, and I will dispatch it before 
ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦέ τ άLƴ IŜŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƛǊΣ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ƻƴ ƳŜΤ ƻƴŎŜ 
your passion is satisfied, I shall be of no use to you; you will 
despise me, you will abandon me; and if you would employ me 
in some other capacity in your house, I am quite sure I could 
ǊŜƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΦέ τ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ 
.ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ƘŀƴŘƭƛƴƎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ƳƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ 
ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ ά! ǿŜƴŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǳŎƪŜŘΣ 
and it is to that single purpose I shall put you; the only difference 
I shall make between you and the others is to ill-treat you infi-
ƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƳƻǊŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜέΤ 
and Bandole, sufficiently aroused, set to work. 
.ǳǘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊǎΧ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǿƛǘΣ ƘŀŘ 

his own peculiar preliminaries. The habit of a man who loves 
the cunt is to fuck it: our libertine went further; he sucked it, he 
bit the clitoris, and took infinite pleasure in plucking the pubic 
hair with his teeth. These preliminaries became more or less vi-
olent, depending on the freshness or beauty of the object offered; 
and as Bandole did not often receive one as pretty as Justine, he 
gave himself over to it. The poor little cunt of our unfortunate 
girl was bitten vigorously; her beautiful thighs also bore the 
ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛōŜǊǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ǿƘƻΣ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǊŜǎƻƭǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘΣ ǿŀǎ 
about to get down to business for real, when someone came 
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rushing in to announce that one of the women of the harem 
was about to give birth. Such was the custom; as soon as the 
birth took place, the sultan was notified, and in such cases he 
behaved in the manner we shall now describe. 
ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŜƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ άL ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪΧ bƻ 
matter; your orders are to inform meτyou carry them out, I 
have nothing to say. Untie this girl; she shall follow me; destined 
to replace yoǳ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ L ǿƛǎƘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 
Justine, the old woman, and Bandole then made their way to the 
cell of the one who was about to give birth. She was a young 
girl of nineteen, beautiful as the day, already in the throes of her 
first pains. Bandole and the old woman seized her and placed 
her upon a machine different from that on which they were 
bound for fucking, but no less uncomfortable. There the victim, 
stretched upon a tilting board, had her head and feet very low, 
only her loins raised; her delivery thus could not but be ex-
tremely perilous, and this circumstance was far from displeasing 
our libertine. Scarcely had the beautiful girl been placed upon 
this bed of misery than she began to utter piercing cries. τ 
ά!ƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ ǇŀƭǇŀǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ άǘƘŜ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΣ 
I see it; I am glad, Justine, of this opportunity to make you admire 
Ƴȅ ǎƪƛƭƭΦέ Lƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ 
condition, he thrust a finger into her womb. τ άLǘ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΣ ǎƘŜ 
ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳŦŦŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΤ άƛǘ ƛǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ 
seeks to emerge; we shall be obliged to have recourse to terrible 
ƳŜŀƴǎΦέ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎ 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΧ τ ά/ƻƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΤ ǘƘŜ 
mother must perish if I am to save the child; and as this one may 
still give me very great pleasure, while the other is of no further 
ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ǘƻ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΧέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ 
creature heard her sentence; the brute took no precaution to 
disguise its horror from her. τ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƭŜŦǘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
/ŀŜǎŀǊŜŀƴ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ 
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He unfolded and prepared all his instruments, and set about in-
cising the side; the opening made, he sought to seize the childτ
he succeeded; the mother expired; but the embryo came forth 
only in pieces. τ άLƴŘŜŜŘΣ ƳƻƴǎƛŜǳǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ άȅƻǳ 
have peǊŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ τ άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
.ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ άƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΤ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƛƭ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŦŜǘŎƘ 
me when I was hard? you know well I can do nothing when I 
am blinded by lustτthere is the proof. No matter, jerk me off, 
WǳǎǘƛƴŜΧ ȅŜǎΣ direct the streams of my cum onto the blood-
ǎƻŀƪŜŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΧ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 
tears, obeyed trembling; in two convulsions the discharge burst 
forth; it seemed the debauchee had never been more deliciously 
aroused; and mother and child are drenched in the telling evi-
ŘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƛƎƻǳǊΦ /ŀƭƳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎΤ ƘŜ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿǎΦ ά.ǳǊȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΣέ 
he says to the old woman, άand put that girl in a safe place; the 
more she knows of my secrets, the more I fear her; I need no 
longer stand on ceremony with her; I therefore want her to be 
put in prison,έ and the order is carried out. 

These prisons were lofty turrets where the air was very pure, 
but where one was barred on every side, and from which escape 
was impossible. Locked there and left to herself, the sensitive 
Justine began to form some reflections on her fate. τ άh DƻŘΗέ 
she cǊƛŜŘΣ άǿƘȅ Ƴǳǎǘ L ōŜ ǎƻ ŎǊǳŜƭƭȅ ƛƭƭ-treated, when my only 
fault has been to oppose a crime? What examples, though still 
ǎƻ ȅƻǳƴƎΣ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘŀƭ ƳƛǎŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘŜǎǘƛƴȅΗέ ! 
moment of stupefaction followed; Justine was motionless, 
scarcely breathing; one would have said that all the faculties of 
her cruel existence were chained by grief: a few involuntary tears 
flowed from her beautiful eyes, and a violent palpitation of the 
heart became the sole proof of her attachment to life. Several 
days passed thus, without this unhappy creature receiving any 
consolation, without anyone entering her room save the old 
women charged with bringing her food. 

At last, Bandole reappeared one evening. τ άaȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
ƘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ άL ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
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day after tomorrow, without fail, that I shall grant you the honors 
ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΧέ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΥ τ ά²ƘŀǘΗ ŘƻŜǎ 
ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿǎ ƴƻǘ Ŧƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΚέ τ άLǘ Ŧƛƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ 
hƘΣ ǎƛǊΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΚέ τ ά[ƻǾŜ ƳŜΣέ 
ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΣ άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊ ƛŦ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ 
her head to do so: the man who wishes to enjoy deliciously will 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƪ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΤ ōȅ ǎǳŎƘ ƳŜǘƘƻŘǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜπ
come only her slave, and consequently very unhappy. A woman 
is truly delightful to fuck only when she detests you cordially; 
and the man who would know all the piquancy of pleasure must 
neglect nothing to inspire in the woman he fucks as many mo-
tives of hatred as possible. Do you think that the Asiatics, so 
skilled in voluptuousness, do not know what they are about 
when they shut up their women? Do not imagine, Justine, that 
jealousy has anything to do with their conduct in this respect. 
Would it be likely that a man who has five or six women could 
love them all enough to be jealous? It is not for that reason that 
he confines them; the sole motive that determines him to do so 
is that he thereby gains the means of tormenting them more at 
his easeτa desire born from the certainty that an embittered, 
harassed woman, a woman who detests the man who is to deal 
with her, necessarily becomes for him the most delicious of 
ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΦέ τ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŜƭƛŎŀŎȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΦέ τ ά!ƴŘ 
what does delicacy do in love? does it add a single thrill to pleas-
ure? No, certainly; on the contrary, it diminishes sensation, by 
constraining the man to material sacrifices in favor of the 
moralτsacrifices always made at the expense of his voluptuous-
ness. Delicacy is the chimera of love; enjoyment is its element. 
All delicate lovers are poor fuckers, Justine; they think to com-
pensate a woman, with fine words, for what they deprive her of 
in fact. As for me, I confess, if I were of your sex, I should prefer 
to be ill-treated and well fucked than to hear myself told deli-
cious things every day by a weak-kneed lover1. Come, Justine, 

 
1 τ This is but a sketch of the principles that will be developed 

further below. 
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resign yourself; the role of the weaker is to yield: if circumstances 
change, perhaps you will become the mistress in your turn; then 
L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƻōŜȅ ȅƻǳΦέ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŜǿΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ 
awaiting the most dreadful outrage her modesty could dread. 
She reflected upon it, leaning on her window, unable to bring 
herself to go to bed, when she thought she heard a noise in the 
thickets surrounding her tower; she listened. τ άhǇŜƴΣέ ǎƻƳŜπ
ƻƴŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ άŀƴŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΤ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 
to ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘΤ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǎŜƳπ
bled relief was so precious in her cruel situation! The same words 
were repeated to her. Good God! what was her surprise on rec-
ƻƎƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ /ǆǳǊ-de-Fer, that famous captain of 
thieves, with whom she had left the Conciergerie. τ ά¦ƴƘŀǇǇȅ 
ƳŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ 
ƘƻǳǎŜΚέ τ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ 
us; that is our sole aim: Bandole is a scoundrel like ourselves; 
therefore his tastes, his property, his pleasuresτeverything shall 
be respected; but we must have the woman whom his agents 
carried off from us a month ago, and we must have her to im-
ƳƻƭŀǘŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳŜƭŜǎǘ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΦέ τ 
ά!ƭŀǎΗ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άƘŀǾŜ L ƴƻǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǊŜǇǊƻŀŎƘŜǎ ǘƻ 
make against myself? and when I am in your hands, will you not 
ƻǿŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎŜǾŜǊƛǘȅΚέ τ ά5ƻ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŀǊ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ǆǳǊ-de-
CŜǊΤ άƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎǿŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΣ ǇǊƻπ
ǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƛŘΦέ τ άhƘΣ just Heaven! you would have me de-
ƭƛǾŜǊ ǳǇ ŀƴ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΗέ τ ά{ƘŜ 
ǿƛƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΦέ τ άbƻΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ 
ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ τ ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎŜǊǾŜ 
us, we shall force our way in regardless, and you shall be our first 
ǾƛŎǘƛƳΦέ /ƻƳŜΣ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǿ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŜǎŎŀǇƛƴƎ 
from the danger she was in she would always succeedτwhether 
they kept their word or notτin eluding whatever new traps 
might be laid for her, and that as for the woman her action 
would betray, she would contrive to obtain some trace of herτ
come, I am ready to serve you; furnish me with the means, and 
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I hope we shall succeed. τ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǊƻǇŜΚέ τ άbƻΦέ τ 
ά¢ŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘŜŜǘǎΣ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎǘǊƛǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ Wǳǎπ
tine obeyed. τ άtǳƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ! ŦƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƛƭƪ ƭŀŘŘŜǊ 
were at the end of the rope: a note appeared; she read these 
ǿƻǊŘǎΥ άMake use of this file to cut your bars; fasten the ladder 
to those that remain; then slide down tomorrow, without fear, 
between two and three in the morning; we shall be there; you 
will show us the door of this enchanted house; you will receive 
from us a reward, and permission to go wherever you please, 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōǊŀƴŎŜ ƻǊ ǊŜǎŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΦέ  

Justine wished to make a few further observations; they were 
gone. Her reflections were soon made; we have just indicated 
what supported them. 

Entirely resolved, she filed through her bars, fastened her lad-
der, and awaited the appointed hour with incredible impatience; 
a clock struck it for her. Justine climbed onto her window and 
lightly slid down the ladder; supple, light, and agile, she was soon 
at the foot of the tower. τ άhƘΣ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
/ǆǳǊ-de-CŜǊΣ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΧ άǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ 
has never ceased to adore you, and whom you have treated very 
ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅΧ 5ŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΗ Ƙƻǿ ǘŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 
now! Well ǘƘŜƴΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ǎƻ ŎǊǳŜƭΚέ τ άhƘΣ ǎƛǊΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ 
make haste, day is about to break, and we should be lost if we 
ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΧ .ǳǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 
τ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǿŜŀǊ ƳŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ τ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ τ ά¢ƘŜ 
life of the unfortunate woman you wish to immolate, and my 
ƭƛōŜǊǘȅΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƻǊΦέ 
τ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭƛōŜǊǘȅ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŜŦΤ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛǎ 
ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ τ ά!ƘΗ ƛƴǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ŎǊǳŜƭ ŘƛƭŜƳƳŀ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜΗ 
Why did I come downΚέ τ ά5ŀȅ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪΣ WǳǎǘƛƴŜτ
you observed it yourself just nowτwe must not lose a mo-
ƳŜƴǘΧέ !ƴŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴƎΣ ǿŜƴǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ τ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ 
ǇƻǇƭŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǳƛŘŜǎ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΤ άL ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊΤ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƻƻǊ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƴŜŀǊ ƛǘΦέ /ǆǳǊ-de-Fer and his men seized upon 
ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ŘƻƻǊΧ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǘƻ 
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it. τ άLǎ ƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΚέ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ τ ά! ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŘƻƻǊΦέ 
τ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ τ άhƘΣ ǎƛǊΣ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅ ƴƻǿΦέ τ άLǘ Ƴǳǎǘ 
ōŜ ǎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ǆǳǊ-de-CŜǊΤ άǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŜ ƎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳτ
here are ten louis; embrace me, dear girl; I might demand from 
you fŀǾƻǊǎΧ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǿŀƛǘŜŘΧ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǇǳƴƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎǊŀǾŜ 
fault committed against the band; but that fault, far inferior to 
the one we are about to avenge this very moment, has its excuse 
in your virtue; interest alone was the motive for the other. Brig-
ands though we are, these profound considerations establish 
great differences in the treatment we give. Go, Justine; but your 
ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƳƳƻƭŀǘŜŘΧ CŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΤ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƘŀǇπ
pier than you seem to have been until now, and remember that 
you will always havŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ /ǆǳǊ-de-CŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƴŘΦέ 
ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴΗέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŜǿΣ άƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

caprice of Heaven, as inexplicable as the rest? I would save a 
child from the fury of a monster; that wretch imprisons me and 
seeks to violate me; I deliver one of my companions to the rage 
oŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴǘƘǊƻǇƻǇƘŀƎǳǎΧ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǘŜǎǘŀōƭŜ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΧ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōπ
ƘƻǊǊŜŘ ōŜǘǊŀȅŀƭΧ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ 
ŜŀǊƴǎ ƳŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛōŜǊǘȅΧ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŜŀǊǎΧ 5ƛǾƛƴŜ 
justice, manifest thyself to my eyes in a manner less incompre-
hensible, or I ǎƘŀƭƭ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ Řƻǳōǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƻŦŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜŜΦέ 
And the unhappy girl withdrew. Day broke; she recognized her 
surroundings, she saw the fatal pond, and nearby the hospice 
where she had meant to rest three months before; she stopped 
there, breakfasted, and resumed the road to Auxerre, which she 
left again on the seventh of August, still firmly resolved to reach 
Dauphiné, where her romantic imagination continued to make 
her hope for happiness. 

She had gone about two leagues; the heat beginning to in-
commode her, she climbed a small rise covered with a clump of 
trees not far from the road, intending to refresh herself there and 
to sleep a couple of hours at less expense than in an inn, and in 
greater safety than by the roadside; she settled herself at the foot 
of an oak, and after a frugal breakfast abandoned herself to the 
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sweets of sleep. The unfortunate girl had enjoyed it with some 
calm when, her eyes reopening to the light, she took pleasure in 
contemplating the agreeable landscape spread before her; from 
the midst of a forest stretching to the right, she thought she per-
ceived in the distance a little steeple rising modestly toward the 
skies. τ ά/ƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǎƻƭƛǘǳŘŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ άƘƻǿ L ŜƴǾȅ 
thy abode! thou must be the dwelling of some gentle and virtu-
ƻǳǎ ǊŜŎƭǳǎŜǎ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ DƻŘΧ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘǳǘƛŜǎΤ ƻǊ 
perhaps, O happy solitude! thou servest as a refuge to some holy 
hermits wholly devoted to religion, removed from that perni-
cious society where crime, ever watching around innocence, de-
grades and annihilates it. Ah! all the virtues must dwell there, I 
am sure; and when the perversity of man drives them from the 
earth, it is there, in that peaceful retreat, that they go to bury 
themselves in the bosom of the fortunate beings who cherish 
ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ŎǳƭǘƛǾŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƛƴŦƭŀƳŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ 
imagination all the more, as the sentiments of the most ardent 
piety had never abandoned her in any circumstance of her life; 
despising the sophisms of a false philosophy, which she believed 
all to emanate from libertinage rather than from any inward con-
viction, she opposed to them her conscience and her heart, and 
found in both all that was needed to answer them; often com-
pelled by her misfortunes to neglect the duties of her religion, 
she repaired that fault eagerly whenever she had the means. 
Filled with the ideas we have just seen, she questioned about the 
habitation that presented itself to her a young girl of sixteen or 
seventeen, whom she saw tending sheep; she asked her what 
convent it was. τ άLǘ ƛǎ ŀ .ŜƴŜŘƛŎǘƛƴŜ ŀōōŜȅΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜǇπ
ƘŜǊŘŜǎǎΣ άƛƴƘŀōƛǘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƛx monks whose piety, continence, and 
morals are beyond compare; people go there once a year on pil-
grimage, to a miraculous Virgin from whom the devout obtain 
whatever they desire; go there, mademoiselle, goτyou will not 
return without feeling yourself imprƻǾŜŘΦέ 5ŜŜǇƭȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōȅ 
this reply, Justine at once conceived the most ardent desire to go 
and implore some aid at the feet of that holy Mother of God. 
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τ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǾƻǘƛƻƴΣ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ŀŘƻǊŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ 
whom the Supreme Being granted the grace to bear a God; I 
shall prostrate myself at the feet of that source of purity, of vir-
ginity, of candor, and of modesty. Ah! let us hasten; every mo-
mŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŘŜƭŀȅ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜ ŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƴȅ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊǎΦέ. 

Justine wished the young shepherdess to accompany her; she 
begged her, even offered her money, but without success: the girl 
pleaded occupations that scarcely left her time to attend to her 
duties. τ ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƭƻƴŜΤ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ 
thŜ ǿŀȅΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΤ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ 
more than time enough to arrive before nightfall; she was told 
that the superior of that house, the most respectable and the 
most saintly of men, would receive her perfectly well, and would 
give her all the assistance she might require. τ άIƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ 
5ƻƳ {ŜǾŜǊƛƴƻΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ŀŘŘŜŘΤ άƘŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ LǘŀƭƛŀƴΣ ŀ ƴŜŀǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ 
the Pope, who loads him with favors; he is gentle, honest, oblig-
ing, fifty-five years of age, and has passed two-thirds of his life in 
CǊŀƴŎŜΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘΣ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ 
that holy retreat where Heaven seemed to promise her such gen-
tle consolations. 

Scarcely had she descended from the rise she had climbed 
than she no longer perceived the steeple: having now no guide 
but the forest, she began to suspect that the distance, of which 
she had neglected to inquire, was far greater than she had sup-
posed; but nothing discouraged her; she reached the edge of the 
wood, and seeing that there was still enough daylight left, she 
resolved to penetrate it, never ceasing to believe she might arrive 
before night. Yet no trace of human presence met her eyesτnot 
a houseτand for all a path, only a track bristling with under-
growth, which seemed fit to serve none but wild beasts; she had 
already gone at least five leagues without seeing anything that 
announced what she sought, when, the sun having wholly 
ceased to light the world, it seemed to her that she heard the 
sound of a bell: hope revived; she listened, she moved toward the 
sound, hastened on, and at last, passing through a dark thicket 
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which, by a path far narrower than the one she had followed 
until then, led her at length to the convent of Sainte-Marie-des-
Bois. Such was the name of that dwelling. 
LŦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜǎ ǘƻ .ŀƴŘƻƭŜΩǎ ŎƘŃǘŜŀǳ 

frightfully wild, she must certainly have found those of this ab-
bey still more savage. The nearest habitation was six leagues from 
it, and immense woods seemed to withdraw it from the sight of 
men: it was situated in a broad and deep valley, surrounded on 
all sides by ancient oaks; such was the reason why Justine had 
lost sight of the steeple as soon as she had reached the plain. After 
descending for nearly three-quarters of an hour, our heroine at 
last arrived near a hut situated beneath the porch of the church; 
she rang; an old brother appeared. τ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ 
he brusquely. τ άaŀȅ ƻƴŜ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊΚέ τ ά²Ƙŀǘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚέ τ ά! Ƙƻƭȅ Řǳǘȅ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƳŜΤ Ƴŀȅ L ōŜ 
permitted to fulfill it? I shall be repaid for all the fatigue I have 
endured to reach this solitude if I may cast myself at the feet of 
ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎ ±ƛǊƎƛƴ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 
opened and went in alone; but as it was late and the fathers were 
at supper, he did not return for half an hour. τ άIŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ 
ƻƴ ǊŜŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƳƻƴƪΣ άƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ 5ƻƳ /ƭŞƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ 
steward; he comes to see whether what you desire is worth in-
ǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊΦέ 

Clément, whose name was anything but reflected in his ap-
pearance, was a man of forty-five, of enormous bulk, of gigantic 
stature, with a thick black brow, a very rough beard, a dark, sav-
age, wicked, and sly gaze, expressing himself only in harsh words, 
hurled forth by a hoarse voiceτŀ ǾŜǊƛǘŀōƭŜ ǎŀǘȅǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΧ IŜ 
made Justine tremble; and, without her being able to resist it, the 
memory of her former misfortunes rose before her troubled 
ƳƛƴŘ ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǎǘǊƻƪŜǎΧ τ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 
monk, in the most ŦƻǊōƛŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻƴŜΤ άƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ 
into a church! You have quite the air of an adventuress; your age, 



27 
 

your disarray, your appearance, the moment at which you pre-
sent yourself hereτall this does not announce anything very 
ƎƻƻŘΤ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƳŀȅΣ ǎǇŜŀƪΤ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 
άIƻƭȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άƳȅ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

fatigue I have endured to reach this place. As for the hour, I had 
believed it was always time to present oneself in the house of 
God: I come from far away to arrive here, full of fervor and de-
votion. I ask to confess myself, if it be possible; and when the 
state of my conscience is known to you, you shall judge whether 
I am worthy or not to prostrate myself at the feet of the holy 
ƛƳŀƎŜΦέ τ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴonk, 
ǎƻŦǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘΤ άȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǎƻ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΤ 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘƛƳŜΚ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƘƻǎǇƛŎŜέΤ 
and Clément, at these words, abruptly left our traveler, telling 
her he would report to the superior. Some time afterward the 
church opened; the superior, Dom Severino, came forward him-
self and invited Justine to enter the temple, the doors of which 
were immediately locked behind her. 

Dom Severino, of whom it is well to give an idea at once, 
was a man of fifty-five, of handsome countenance, still fresh in 
appearance, built like a vigorous man, formed like Hercules, and 
all this without harshness; a sort of elegance and softness even 
pervaded his whole person, showing that in his youth he must 
have possessed all the attractions that make a handsome man; he 
had the finest eyes in the world, nobility in his features, and the 
most courteous and seductive manner; a slight accent revealed 
his origin, but gave only more charm and grace to his speech. 
Justine, it must be admitted, had need of the agreeable exterior 
of this second monk to recover from all the fright the first had 
caused her. άaȅ ŘŜŀǊ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǾŜǊƛƴƻ ƎǊŀŎƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ άŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
the hour is late, and we are not accustomed to receive visitors so 
tardily, I will nevertheless hear your confession, and afterward we 
shall consider how to have you pass the night decently, until the 
moment when tomorrow you may salute the holy image that 
drŀǿǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ōȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
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choir, a young boy of fifteen, of the prettiest figure imaginable, 
and dressed in so indecent a manner that Justine would have 
conceived some suspicion, had she observed him. But, wholly 
absorbed in her examination of conscience, completely lost in 
her own thoughts, she took no notice of anything. The young 
boy lit some candles and, without Justine realising it, came and 
sat in the very chair that the superior was to occupy whilst hear-
ƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ǇŜƴƛǘŜƴǘΩǎ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎƛǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΤ ǘƘƛǎ 
position prevents her from seeing what is happening where 
Dom Severino is, and, full of trust, she rattles off her little sins, 
which the superior listens to whilst caressing the young boy nes-
tled close to him, fondling his bottom, and offering him his pe-
nis, which the Ganymede jerks, stroking, shaking, sucking, all at 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΩǎ ǿƘƛƳΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƛƎƴŀƭǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ 
ǿŀȅǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƻǳǎŀƭ ǘƘŀǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ 
naive tales will produce in his nervous system. 
hǳǊ Ǉƛƻǳǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎǎ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧŀǳƭǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎŀƴŘƻǊΧ 

an ingenuousness which, as one may easily imagine, soon in-
flamed all the senses of the libertine who listened to her. She 
ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛǎŦƻǊǘǳƴŜǎΧ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
branding mark inflicted upon her by the barbarous Rombeau. 
The monk gave the greatest attention to everything; He even 
makes Justine recount several episodes, which he listens to with 
an air of pity and interest, whilst the most lustful curiosity and 
the most unbridled lewdness alone guide his questions. How-
ŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŀŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭŜǎǎ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ōȅ 
his broken sighs, by the rather violent noise he made as he bent 
the young man over to sodomise him, she would surely have 
ceased to be deceived; but religious enthusiasm is a passion that 
clouds the mind like all others; the unfortunate girl took no no-
tice of anything. Severino, who was getting carried away, went 
into great detail; Justine answered them all innocently. He had 
the audacity to ask her, bluntly, whether it was true that the var-
ious men she had been with had never fucked her in the arse, 
and how many times in total she had been arse-fucked; whether 
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the cocks that had fucked her that way were big; and whether 
they had come in her arse. To these indecent questions, Justine 
merely replied naively that this last offence had been committed 
ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭΦ ά¢ǊǳƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŜǾŜǊƛƴƻΣ 
drunk with lust, and still fucking the prettiest arse in the world; 
άǘǊǳƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ŀƴƎŜƭΣ L ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 
most beautiful buttocks imaginable, and those criminal charms 
ǎŜŘǳŎŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭƛōŜǊǘƛƴŜǎΦέ τ άhƴŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ 
staƳƳŜǊƛƴƎΤ άŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ōŀŎƪǎƛŘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊπ
pent tempted Eve; it is the road to perdition, and you see that 
those who have taken it with you rank among the greatest vil-
lains you have known. This crime destroyed Sodom and Gomor-
rah, my childτyou know it; it is everywhere punished by fire; 
there is nothing that so provokes the goodness and justice of the 
Eternal; there is nothing against which a virtuous girl should 
guard herself more carefully. And tell me, did you feel no pleas-
urable sensation ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊŦƛŘƛƻǳǎ ŀŎǘΚέ τ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ 
Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΚ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƴǘŜŘΚέ τ 
ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ τ ά5ŜǘŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ ŀōƘƻǊǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƘƻǊǊƻǊǎΣ ƛǘ 
would have been very difficult for me to take the slightest part 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 
CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΩǎ Ƴŀƛƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎτwhilst still sodomising 

his catamiteτcentred on the following points. 
1°. τ Whether it were indeed true that she was an orphan 

and born in Paris? 2°. τ whether it were certain that she had 
no kin, no friends, no protectionτin a word, no one to whom 
she could write? 3° τ whether she had confided only to the 
shepherdess, who had told her of the convent, her intention of 
coming there, and whether she had given her no appointment 
for her return? 4°. τ whether she did not fear having been fol-
lowed, and whether she was quite certain that no one had seen 
her enter the convent? Then Severino, inquiring carefully about 
the age and appearance of the young shepherdess, reproached 
WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊΤ άyou would have doubled 
the merit of your good deed by bringing a companion with you; 
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she would have edified us as you have, and we should have re-
ceived her in the same manner.έ Having finished these pious 
discourses, the monk deflowered his young lover; and as he 
withdrew, he saw him utterly aroused and his passions burning 
ŦƛŜǊŎŜƭȅΤ άaȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ άȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴƻǿ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ 
the penance due for your sins, and it is only in the most perfect 
state of humiliation that I can impose this punishment upon you. 
Let us go into the sanctuary; the two candles will be brought 
near the miraculous image; it will be unveiled before you; you 
shall imitate it, Justine; you shall strip yourself as she has; and you 
shall feel that this complete nakedness which I demand of you, 
which might perhaps be a crime in the eyes of men, becomes in 
ours but a ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻŦ ƧǳǎǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōƻȅ 
rushes out of the confessional, takes the candles, places them on 
the altar, climbs up, and unveils the image. Justine, dazzled by the 
illusions of her ardent piety, hears nothing, sees nothing, and 
prostrates herself; but Severino, lifting her up harshly, says to her: 
άbƻΤ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴŀƪŜŘΤ ƘŜǊŜ 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘΧ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƘǳƳƛƭƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘΦέ τ 
άhƘΗ CŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜέΤ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƻǳǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ 
offers nothing but the beauties of nature to the lecherous eyes 
of her tormentor. No sooner had he caught sight of that beau-
tiful body than he whinnied with lust; he turned it this way and 
that; and, on the pretext of examining the scar, the rascal scruti-
nised ƛƴ ŘŜǘŀƛƭ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǎǳǇŜǊō ŎǳǊǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ōǳǘǘƻŎƪǎΦ 
ά/ƻƳŜ ƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ άƪƴŜŜƭ Řƻǿƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳǊ 
prayers, and do not worry about what will happen whilst you 
are at prayer; consider, my daughter, that if I perceive your mind 
is not entirely detached from worldly matters, if I believe I see it 
still clinging to earthly things and not wholly belonging to God; 
consider, I say, that if I then mete out my punishment according 
to your new offences, it will be fatal and bloody; so forget your-
ǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴΦέ CǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŎƘŜǊ 
ƭƛǎǘŜƴǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴΥ ǎŜƴǎƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛπ
tion, and the position in which he holds her, dispenses him from 



31 
 

all caution, he places himself behind her, with his young lover 
beside him; and, whilst the latter tickles and strokes him, the 
monk lustfully runs his hands over the buttocks offered to him, 
leaving upon them, from time to time, with his nails, bloody 
marks of his cruel caresses. 

Justine, motionless, firmly persuaded that all that was being 
done to her had no other purpose than to lead her step by step 
toward celestial perfection, endured everything with an inde-
ǎŎǊƛōŀōƭŜ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛƻƴΤ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘΧ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ Ŝǎπ
caped her; her mind was so elevated toward heavenly things that 
her tormentor might have torn her to pieces without her even 
daring to complain of it.2 

Encouraged by such passivity on the part of his penitent, the 
monk grew more daring; covering with his outstretched hand 
the two fair buttocks of that angel, he then let his hand fall heav-
ily upon them, and dealt her thus a dozen blows so violent that 
the vaults of the church resounded, and the loins of the frail 
victim bent like a lily shaken by the north wind. Then he came 
round in front of her again, and, no longer observing any re-
straint, let her see an engine threatening the heavens, more than 
sufficient to tear away the veilτif that of superstition could in-
deed be torn; he touched her breast, the scoundrel kissed it; 
growing ever bolder, he dared to press his impious lips upon 
those where virtue, candor, and truth had rested. Sweet emotions 
of sensitive souls! you vanished at this outrage. Here Justine 
sought to withdrawτά[Ŝǘ ōŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƭŀƳŜŘ Ƴƻƴƪ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅΤ 
άŘƛŘ L ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ǳǇƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳπ
plete resignation, and that what appears defilement among other 
men is, with us, nƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǇǳǊƛǘȅΣ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǘȅΣ ŘŜǾƻǘƛƻƴΚέ Holding 

 
2 An invincible proof of the extreme connection that exists be-

tween the moral and the physical: know how to elevate the one, and 
you will always be master of the otherτand that explains all the en-
thusiasm of martyrs, whatever side one supposes them to belong to; 
for in truth there is no good side; that of general opinion is always the 
only one that must be adopted. 
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ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 
mouth as he speaks, pressing so hard that it is impossible for him 
ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΩǎ ŎƻŎƪ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǎŜΤ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
Italian, as if frightened by this betrayal of his chosen worship, 
immediately moves back behind him, finally pressing the most 
ŀǊŘŜƴǘ ƪƛǎǎΧ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘǘŜǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōǳǘǘƻŎƪǎΣ ǊŜŘŘŜƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƎπ
orous slaps with which he has bruised them, spreads them apart, 
thrusts his tongue into the pretty hole, savours the pleasure in 
every way, fills himself with dark lusts, still being jerked off by 
his young lover, who has not left his side since the beginning of 
this scandalous act, and who is just about to make him come, 
when, realising that, without failing his fellow monks, it is im-
ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇΧ ǘƻ 
follow him, and that the rest of the penance will be completed 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜΧ άaǳǎǘ L ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƴŀƪŜŘΣ CŀǘƘŜǊΚέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ 
ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΦ ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊΣ άƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ Řanger 
in being naked in the house than in the church? Since your 
penance cannot be completed here, I must lead you to the only 
ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƛǘΦέ τ άLΩƭƭ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳΣ CŀǘƘŜǊΦέ τ 
And the young man, extinguishing the candles, carried off the 
garments. Justine was now lit only by a small candle, carried by 
Severino who walked ahead, with the young man behind: it was 
in this order that she entered the sacristy. A door, concealed 
within the paneling, opened by means of a hidden mechanism; 
a dark and narrow passage presented itself; they entered it, and 
the door closed again. τ άhƘΗ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘǊŜƳπ
ōƭƛƴƎΣ άǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ τ ά¢ƻ ŀ ǎŀŦŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 
ƳƻƴƪΧ άǘƻ ŀ ǎǇƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎƻƻƴ 
ŘŜǇŀǊǘΦέ τ άDǊŜŀǘ DƻŘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ōŀŎƪΧ 
τ άCƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōŜπ
ŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ ŦƛǊǎǘΧ άƻƘΣ ŘŀƳƴ ƛǘΗ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ 
retreat; and you will soon be convinced, my child, that if you do 
not find great pleasures in the place to which I am leading you, 
ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǊǎΦέ 
These terrible words made Justine shudder; a cold sweat seized 
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her, her frightened imagination made her see death brandishing 
its scythe above her head; her knees gave way, she was on the 
Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿǊŜǘŎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǾƛƎπ
ƻǊƻǳǎ ƪƴŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƛƴǎ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƘŜǊΣ άŎƻƳŜΣ ǿŀƭƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ 
here ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘ ƴƻǊ ǊŜǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΤ ŀƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎΦέ 
These cruel words revived our unfortunate girl; she felt she was 
ƭƻǎǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŦŀƭǘŜǊŜŘΦ άh Ƨǳǎǘ DƻŘΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ άƳǳǎǘ L 
always be the victim of my candor, and must the holy desire to 
draw near to all that is most worthy of reverence in religion be 
ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜΗέ 

The march nevertheless continued; they were about halfway 
along the long passage they had to traverse when the monk ex-
tinguished the light. From that moment, no more restraint; the 
more Severino perceived the increase of terror his conduct in-
spired in Justine, the less he spared either words or actions; it was 
by pinching or pricking her buttocks that her guide forced her 
ƻƴǿŀǊŘΦ άaƻǾŜ ƻƴΣ ǎƭǳǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ άǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ 
ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŎƪΚέ ŀƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
spoke, he made her feel how sharpened was the dart with which 
he threatened her. All at once, Justine, who had only her hands 
to guide her, struck against a portcullis set with iron spikes, on 
ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ǘƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘΤ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΧ ! Řǳƭƭ 
noise was heardΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊƛŜǊ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΣ 
άƎǊŀǎǇ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƭƛƴƎΤ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ŀ ōǊƛŘƎŜτthe least false step would 
ƘǳǊƭ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ŀōȅǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴƻ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 
At the bottom our heroine found a winding staircase, and after 
thirty steps, a ladder, which she was forced to climb. For a mo-
ƳŜƴǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎŎŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ 
WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪǎƛŘŜΤ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǳƴŘǊŜƭ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƛǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ǊŜŀŎƘΦ !ǘ ƭŀǎǘ ŀ ǘǊŀǇŘƻƻǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ άtǳǎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
the superiorΤ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ Ǌŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƘŀƴŘǎ 
lifted her up, bursts of laughter were heard, and behold the un-
fortunate girl and her guides in a charming, brilliantly lit hall, 
where at table appeared five monks, ten girls, and five boys, in 


