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CHAPTER VII

Continuation of the ill-starred destiny of Jus-
tine. — Recognition. — 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 misfortunes—everything bewildered her, every-
thing terrified her; she thought only of flight.

Except for that branding mark of disgrace... for a few traces
of the lash which, thanks to the purity of her blood, soon disap-
peared... for a few sodomitical assaults which, directed by ordi-
nary members, did not in the least deform her; apart from all
this, we say, our heroine—eighteen years old when she left Ro-
din’s house, where she had otherwise been well cared for and
well fed—had 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



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-
tines the most violent desires... the most irregular... the most
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 her—that is to say, nearly five
hundred livres, a sum resulting from what she had earned at
Bressac’s and at Rodin’s. She congratulated herself on having at
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 day—that is to say, about six or
seven leagues from Sens—TJustine, having left the road to satisty
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 it—great God! it is a child... a charming
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-
nate. “Poor little one,” she said, “you have come into the world,
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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 then—TI 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
Him all my thankfulness!”

“I shall see to it myself, damn it,” said a man in a stentorian
voice, seizing the wretched Justine by the collar and throwing
her onto the grass; “yes, I shall punish you, to teach you not to
meddle in what does not concern you.” And the stranger, im-
mediately reclaiming the little girl, put her back into her basket,
bound her there again, and plunged her once more into the
midst of the waters. .. “The fate that child has just suffered—you
would deserve it, slut,” continued the savage; “and I would not
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 first movement you make.”

We shall forbear to depict here the astonishment, the terror,
and all the various agitations that disturbed Justine’s soul. Daring
not to reply, she rose trembling and followed her tormentor. Af-
ter a full two hours’ march, they at last arrived at a chiteau, sit-
uated in the depths of a broad valley, surrounded by tall woods



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
the place, entered at about ten o’clock at night. While, immedi-
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, 2 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 chiteau, 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
preserve one’s vigor for a long time, one must eat little and drink
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 stirred—this 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 feet very high; whether Bandole’s methods
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 was—this circumstance is worthy of remark—
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 monster—and 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 desire—however
many children she might bear him—to 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 suftered 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
fucking—it was always the same thing. Such, then, was the man
who was about to pluck a rose... somewhat faded, it will be
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 virgins—none were ad-
mitted without this requirement.



Moreover, Bandole saw absolutely no one. The most solitary
and secluded life was the one that suited him. A few books and
some walks—these 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 vices—such 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
save one of this scoundrel’s victims.

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,
replying coldly, said, “You will soon have the honor of seeing
monsieur; you will be informed then.” — “But, my good
woman, why am [ here?” — “For monsieur’s pleasures.” — “Oh,
just Heaven! what—he would force me to things... the very
idea of which fills me with horror?” — “You will do as the oth-
ers do, and you will be no more to be pitied than they.” — “The
others? What—there are others here!” — “Certainly; you are not
the only one; come, come, courage, patience”—and 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. — “Let me see
her cunt,” said he to the matron; and Justine, unable to defend
herself, was at once seized and stripped. — “Ahl—ah!” said Ban-
dole carelessly, “is this not the one who is to die here?... the one
who took it into her head to surprise me?” — “Yes,” came the
reply.— “Since that is so, [ need use no great delicacy with her...
Is the maidenhead there?” Then the old woman, her nose fur-
nished with spectacles, bent down to examine. — “It has been
tampered with,” said she after a moment; “but there is tightness,
freshness. .. enough to give pleasure.” — “Spread it... let me see
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for myself,” said Bandole... and the wretch, kneeling before the
opened sex, thrust into it at once his fingers, his nose, and his
tongue. — “Feel her loins,” said he to the old woman as he rose,
“and tell me whether you suppose the breeding may succeed.”
— “Yes,” said the old woman, palpating her, “the subject is well
formed; I answer for an excellent product in nine months.” —
“Oh, Heaven!” cried Justine, “were I a beast of burden, I could
not be examined with more contempt; and what have I done,
sir, to deserve the outrage you destine for me? where are the
grounds of your authority over me?” — “There they are,” said
Bandole, pointing to his prick; “I am hard, and [ mean to fuck.”
— “Can this frightful logic of the passions accord with human-
ity?” — “And what is humanity, my girl, pray?” — “The virtue
that will assure you aid, if ever you yourself become unfortu-
nate.” — “One never is, with five hundred thousand livres of
income, when one joins to that my principles and my health.”
— “One always is, when one makes others miserable.” — “Here
is a creature who reasons,” said Bandole, pulling up his breeches;
“so little accustomed am I to find any of that sort that I have a
mind to chat with her: withdraw,” he continued, addressing the
old woman; and they sat down opposite one another.

— “Where do you take it from, pray, my child,” continued
Bandole, “that, since nature has created me the stronger, both
physically and morally, I have not received from her, along with
these first gifts, the power to treat my inferiors according to the
sole rules of my will?” — “These gifts, of which you boast, ought
to be for you only so many additional motives to honor virtue
and relieve misfortune; you are unworthy of them, the moment
you do not employ them for that purpose.” — “For my part,”’
replied Bandole, “I shall say, dear girl, that this way of reasoning
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
passions... Is that so? I go further—can it be so? Unable, then,
to regard your existence as anything but wholly foreign—or, if
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you prefer, passive—the 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: 1,
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-
ing all one’s care to others, but in preserving oneself, in delight-
ing oneself at the expense of whomever it may be. Let us never
confuse civilization with humanity; the latter is the daughter of
nature—let 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
only fear or our weakness; let us never reproach our reason...
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; [ do not love
women—their 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
sweetest enjoyments of life.” — “The sweetest, sir!” — “Yes, the
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-
tuousness consists.” — “But, sir, they become crimes.” — “An
empty word, my dear; there is no crime in nature. Men believe
in it—that 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
individually speaking... never in the eyes of nature...” And here
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.
“Nature’s intention is fulfilled as soon as the woman is pregnant,”’
continued Bandole; “it is indifferent to her whether the fruit
ripens or is plucked in its greenness.” — “Oh, sir, you will never
draw just comparisons from inanimate things to a being pos-
sessed of a soul.” — “A soul!” said Bandole, bursting out laugh-
ing; “ah! tell me, pray, my dear, what you mean by that expres-
sion.” — “It gives me the idea of the vital and eternal principle,
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
essence, distinguishes us from all animals.” And here Bandole,
having burst out laughing a second time, said to Justine: “Listen,
my child: T perceive that you have some merit, and I am willing
to enlighten you; a little attention—and follow me.

— “Nothing is surely so absurd as the system of those who
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, no—let 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
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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 eftects 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 weak—what 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!

What absurdity!”
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— “The organized being may be compared to a clock which,
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
be preserved after the subject itself has been destroyed.”

— 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 eye—not to nour-
ish your fears and your melancholy, but to accustom yourself to
behold it calmly, and to reassure yourself against the false terrors
that the enemies of your peace strive to inspire in you.”

— “Oh! sir,” said Justine, “how sad these ideas are! are not
those I received in my education more consoling?” — “But phi-
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 T was describing to
you just now; you will never again see the threshold of the door
by which you entered.”
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— “Oh! sir—" — “Justine, I am hard—come downstairs;
enough of reasoning; [ want to fuck.” The old woman was called
back; Justine was led to the cabinet intended for such sacrifices;
our unfortunate girl was bound upon the customary seat, and
the matron withdrew. “Despicable creature!” said the old Faun
brutally,“you see what one gains by wishing to do a good action;
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 drown—I should not even have noticed you.” — “Oh,
sir... I, allow so dreadful a crime to be committed!” — “Be si-
lent, whore—I 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
your eyes.” — “In Heaven’s name, sir, have mercy on me; once
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
render you very great services.” — “And what service?” said
Bandole, all the while roughly handling Justine’s mound and
breast. “A wench like you is good for nothing but to be fucked,
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-
nitely more, because the others leave, and you are here for life”;
and Bandole, sufficiently aroused, set to work.

But Bandole, like all philosophers... like all men of wit, had
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
marks of this libertine’s teeth, who, fully resolved to proceed, was
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.

“You might well have waited a moment,” said he first to the
old woman who interrupted him, “I was about to fuck... No
matter; your orders are to inform me—vyou carry them out, |
have nothing to say. Untie this girl; she shall follow me; destined
to replace you one day, I wish her to learn how to serve me.”
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. —
“Ah!” said Bandole, palpating her, “the delivery will be difficult,
I see it; I am glad, Justine, of this opportunity to make you admire
my skill.” In order to assure himself still better of the patient’s
condition, he thrust a finger into her womb. — “It is certain, she
will suffer,” said he with pleasure;“it is by the feet that the child
seeks to emerge; we shall be obliged to have recourse to terrible
means.” Then, after a moment, seeing that the same symptoms
continued... — “Come,” he went on,“there is no other way; the
mother must perish if T am to save the child; and as this one may
still give me very great pleasure, while the other is of no further
use to me, I should be a fool to hesitate...” And the unhappy
creature heard her sentence; the brute took no precaution to
disguise its horror from her. — “T have no resource left but the
Caesarean operation,” he continued, “and I shall proceed to it.”
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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 child—
he succeeded; the mother expired; but the embryo came forth
only in pieces.— “Indeed, monsieur,” said the old woman, “you
have performed a fine operation there.” — “It has failed,” said
Bandole, “it is your fault; why the devil did you come to fetch
me when I was hard? you know well I can do nothing when I
am blinded by lust—there is the proof. No matter, jerk me off,
Justine... yes, direct the streams of my cum onto the blood-
soaked remains of these victims.” Justine, terrified... covered in
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-
dence of his vigour. Calm returns; he withdraws. “Bury all this,”
he says to the old woman, “and 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,” 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. —“O God!”
she cried, “why must [ be so cruelly ill-treated, when my only
fault has been to oppose a crime? What examples, though still
so young, I receive of the fatal misfortune of my destiny!” A
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. — “My child,” said
he to the unfortunate girl,“I come to inform you that it is the
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day after tomorrow, without fail, that I shall grant you the honors

of my bed...” and at Justine’s horrified reaction: — “What! does
this news not fill you with pleasure?” — “It fills me with horror.
O, sir, do you believe that women can love you?” — “Love me,”

replied Bandole, “I should be in despair if a woman took it into
her head to do so: the man who wishes to enjoy deliciously will
never seek a woman’s heart; by such methods one would be-
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 ease—a 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
pleasures.” — “There is very little delicacy in that.” — “And
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
moral—sacrifices 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 lover'. Come, Justine,

! — 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
I shall obey you.” Bandole withdrew, and left the poor Justine
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. — “Open,” some-
one cried to her,“and do not be afraid; we have important things
to tell you.” Justine leaned out, she listened; anything that resem-
bled relief was so precious in her cruel situation! The same words
were repeated to her. Good God! what was her surprise on rec-
ognizing the voice of Cceur-de-Fer, that famous captain of
thieves, with whom she had left the Conciergerie. — “Unhappy
man,” she said to him, “what are you seeking near this dreadful
house?” — “We have come to tear away a woman who interests
us; that is our sole aim: Bandole is a scoundrel like ourselves;
therefore his tastes, his property, his pleasures—everything 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-
molate her, because she betrayed us in the cruelest manner.” —
“Alas! sir,” said Justine, “have I not nearly the same reproaches to
make against myself? and when I am in your hands, will you not
owe me the same severity?” — “Do not fear it,” said Cceur-de-
Fer;“let us have the one we want, and we swear you safety, pro-
tection, and aid.” — “Oh, just Heaven! you would have me de-
liver up an unfortunate woman to put her to death!” — “She
will meet it just the same where she is.”— “No, they are released
when he is weary of them.” — “Well then, if you do not serve
us, we shall force our way in regardless, and you shall be our first
victim.” Come, said Justine, who saw clearly that in escaping
from the danger she was in she would always succeed—whether
they kept their word or not—in 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 her—
come, I am ready to serve you; furnish me with the means, and
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I hope we shall succeed. — “Have you a rope?” — “No.” —
“Tear your sheets, make a strip of them, and lower it to us.” Jus-
tine obeyed. — “Pull,” they said to her. A file and a silk ladder
were at the end of the rope: a note appeared; she read these
words: “Make 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,
without remembrance or resentment.”

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. — “Oh, Justine, recognize me,” said
Coeeur-de-Fer, clasping her in his arms. .. “recognize a man who
has never ceased to adore you, and whom you have treated very
harshly... Delicious creature! how tall and beautiful you are
now! Well then, will you always be so cruel?” — “Oh, sir, let us
make haste, day is about to break, and we should be lost if we
were seen here. .. But will you be able to find that door again?”
— “Yes, if you swear me one thing.” — “What is it?” — “The
life of the unfortunate woman you wish to immolate, and my
liberty, as soon as you have reached the threshold of that door.”
— ‘“Your liberty is certain,” said the thief; “but the first point is
impossible” — “Ah! into what a cruel dilemma you put me!
Why did T come down?” — “Day is about to break, Justine—
you observed it yourself just now—we must not lose a mo-
ment...” And Justine, trembling, went forward. — “There is a
poplar that guides me,” she said;“T passed beneath it to enter; the
door must be near it”” Ceeur-de-Fer and his men seized upon
this indication and at last perceived a door... they led Justine to
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it. — “Is it this one?” they asked her. — “A small green door.”
— “Yes, here it is.” — “Oh, sir, send me away now.” — “It must
be s0,” said Ceeur-de-Fer;“we will keep the word we gave you—
here are ten louis; embrace me, dear girl; I might demand from
you favors. .. so long awaited... I might punish you for a grave
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
companion will be immolated... Farewell; try to become hap-
pier than you seem to have been until now, and remember that
you will always have friends in Coeur-de-Fer and in his band.”

“Well then!” said Justine, as she withdrew,“is this yet another
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
of another anthropophagus... This detestable action... this ab-
horred betrayal... which will cover me with remorse all my life,
earns me my liberty... money, and the end of my fears... Divine
justice, manifest thyself to my eyes in a manner less incompre-
hensible, or I shall fall into doubts that may perhaps offend thee.”
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. — “Charming solitude,” said she to herself, “how I envy
thy abode! thou must be the dwelling of some gentle and virtu-
ous recluses occupied only with God... with their duties; or
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
them and cultivate them every day”” This sight inflamed Justine’s
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. — “It is a Benedictine abbey,” replied the shep-
herdess, “inhabited by six 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, go—you will not
return without feeling yourself improved.” Deeply moved by
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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— “I shall see her,’ she cried with devotion,“I shall adore her to
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-
ment of delay is a crime at which my religion shudders.”.

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. — “Very well,” said Justine, “I shall go alone; show me
the way.” It was pointed out to her; she was assured that she had
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. — “His name is
Dom Severino,” they added; “he is an Italian, a near relative of
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
France.” And with these details received, Justine set out toward
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 eyes—not
a house—and 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 scemed 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.

If Justine had thought the approaches to Bandole’s chiteau
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. — “What do you want?” said
he brusquely. — “May one speak to the superior?” — “What
have you to say to him?” — “A holy duty brings me; may I be
permitted to fulfill it? T shall be repaid for all the fatigue T have
endured to reach this solitude if T may cast myself at the feet of
the miraculous Virgin whose image is kept here.” The brother
opened and went in alone; but as it was late and the fathers were
at supper, he did not return for half an hour. — “Here,” said he
on reappearing, followed by a monk, “here is Dom Clément, the
steward; he comes to see whether what you desire is worth in-
terrupting the superior.”

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 voice—a veritable satyr’s face... He
made Justine tremble; and, without her being able to resist it, the
memory of her former misfortunes rose before her troubled
mind in bloody strokes... — “What do you want?” said the
monk, in the most forbidding tone;“is this the hour to come
into a church! You have quite the air of an adventuress; your age,

26



your disarray, your appearance, the moment at which you pre-
sent yourself here—all this does not announce anything very
good; be that as it may, speak; what do you want?”

“Holy father,” replied Justine, “my disorder is the effect of the
fatigue T have endured to reach this place. As for the hour, T had
believed it was always time to present oneself in the house of
God: 1 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
image.” — “But it is not the hour for confession,” said the monk,
softening somewhat; “you can do so only tomorrow morning;
where will you sleep in the meantime? we have no hospice”;
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. “My dear child,” said Severino graciously, “although
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
draws you here.” Then there entered the church, by way of the
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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-
ing our penitent’s confession. Justine sits on the other side; this
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
the monk’s whim, who signals to him with his hands the various
ways in which he must cooperate with the arousal that Justine’s
naive tales will produce in his nervous system.

Our pious adventuress confessed her faults with a candor...
an ingenuousness which, as one may easily imagine, soon in-
flamed all the senses of the libertine who listened to her. She
recounted her misfortunes... she revealed to him even the
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-
ever, had Justine been less blinded by the father’s movements, by
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

28



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
on her only three or four times in all. “Truly,” said Severino,
drunk with lust, and still fucking the prettiest arse in the world;
“truly, my angel, I ask you this because you seem to have the
most beautiful buttocks imaginable, and those criminal charms
seduce many libertines.” — “One must take care,” he continued,
stammering; “a pretty backside is the apple with which the ser-
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 child—you 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 during that perfidious act?” — “The first time,
my father? how could that have been, since I had fainted?” —
“And the others?” — “Detesting, abhorring all those horrors, it
would have been very difficult for me to take the slightest part
in them.”

Finally, the monk’s main questions—whilst still sodomising
his catamite—centred on the following points.

1°. — Whether it were indeed true that she was an orphan
and born in Paris? 2°. — whether it were certain that she had
no kin, no friends, no protection—in a word, no one to whom
she could write? 3° — 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°. — 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
Justine for not having brought her; “you 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.” Having finished these pious
discourses, the monk deflowered his young lover; and as he
withdrew, he saw him utterly aroused and his passions burning
fiercely; “My child,” he said to Justine, “you must now receive
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 further means of justification.” Then the young boy
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:
“No; you shall have that right only when you are naked; here
the greatest... the most complete humiliation is required.” —
“Oh! Father, forgive me”; and in that instant the pious Justine
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 in detail Justine’s superb curves and delightful buttocks.
“Come now, he said to her,“kneel down if you wish to say your
prayers, and do not worry about what will happen whilst you
are at prayer; consider, my daughter, that if T perceive your mind
is not entirely detached from worldly matters, if T 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-
self, and let yourself be taken.” From this moment on, the lecher
listens only to his passion: sensing full well that Justine’s condi-
tion, and the position in which he holds her, dispenses him from
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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-
scribable resignation; not a complaint... not a movement es-
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.?

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 veil—if 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 withdraw—"Let be,” said the inflamed monk harshly;
“did I not tell you that your salvation depends upon your com-
plete resignation, and that what appears defilement among other
men is, with us, nothing but purity, chastity, devotion?” 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 other—and 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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the victim’s head with one hand, he slips his tongue into his
mouth as he speaks, pressing so hard that it is impossible for him
not to feel the monk’s cock rubbing against his arse; but the
Italian, as if frightened by this betrayal of his chosen worship,
immediately moves back behind him, finally pressing the most
ardent kiss. .. the hottest on those buttocks, reddened by the vig-
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-
possible for him to go any further, he tells Justine to get up... to
follow him, and that the rest of the penance will be completed
inside... “Must I remain naked, Father?” said Justine, somewhat
anxious. “Certainly,” replied the superior,“is there greater danger
in being naked in the house than in the church? Since your
penance cannot be completed here, I must lead you to the only
places where we can finish it”” — “I’ll follow you, Father” —
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. — “Oh! my father,” said Justine, all trem-
bling, “where are you taking me?” — “To a safe place,” said the
monk... “to a spot from which it is very likely you will not soon
depart.” — “Great God!” said Justine, attempting to draw back...
— “Forward, forward,” said the superior firmly, placing her be-
fore him to make her go first... “oh, damn it! it is too late to
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,
you will at least quickly learn there the art of serving ours.”
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
point of falling. “You wretch,” said the monk, giving her a vig-
orous knee in the loins to raise her, “come, walk, and attempt
here neither complaint nor resistance; all would be useless.”
These cruel words revived our unfortunate girl; she felt she was
lost if she faltered. “O just God!” she cried, rising again, “must I
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
once more punished as though it were a crime!”

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
onward. “Move on, slut,” he said to her, “would you have me
take you from behind and carry you on my prick?” and, as he
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
which she tore the skin of her right hand; she cried out... A dull
noise was heard, the barrier opened. “Take care,” said the monk,
“grasp the railing; you are on a bridge—the least false step would
hurl you into an abyss from which no effort could rescue you.”
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