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CHAPTER XI (CONTINUED)

Continuation of the History of Jérome

“The first time one finds oneself alone after having been to-
gether for so very long, it seems as though something is missing
from existence. Fools take this for the effects of love; they are
mistaken. The pain felt in that emptiness is nothing but the effect
of habit, and a contrary habit dispels it far more quickly than
one imagines. By the second day of my journey, I was no longer
thinking of Joséphine; or if her image did present itself to my
eyes, it was accompanied by the symptoms of a kind of cruel
pleasure, far more voluptuous than those of love or tenderness.
She is dead, I would say to myself, dead in dreadful torments,
and it is I who delivered her up. This delicious thought then
aroused in me such movements of pleasure that I was often
obliged to have the carriage stopped in order to fuck my postil-
ion in the arse.

I was in the environs of Trent, entirely alone in my carriage
and directing my route toward Italy, when one of those fits of
temperament seized me... at the very moment I heard plaintive
cries in the forest we were passing through: “Stop,” I said to the
postilion, “I want to know the cause of that noise; do not stray,
and take care of my carriage.” I plunged in, pistol in hand, and
at last discovered in a thicket a girl of fifteen or sixteen, who
appeared to me of rare beauty. “What misfortune afflicts you, my
fair young lady?” I said, approaching her.“Is it possible to remedy
it?”“Oh! no, no, monsieur,” she replied, “never was there remedy
for the stains of honor; I am a ruined girl, I expect nothing but
death, and it is that I beg of you.” — “But, mademoiselle, if you
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would deign to tell me—"— “The matter is as simple as it is
cruel, monsieur. A young man falls in love with me; this attach-
ment displeases my brother; the barbarian abuses the authority
that the death of our parents gives him; he abducts me, and after
having horribly ill-treated me, he abandons me in this forest,
forbidding me, on pain of my life, ever to return home: that
monster is capable of anything; he will kill me if I go back. Oh!
monsieur, I do not know what will become of me. And yet you
offer me your services... well, I accept them; deign to go and
fetch my lover for me, do this, monsieur, I beg you; I know not
your station nor your fortune, but my lover is rich, and if money
were necessary, [ am quite sure he would give it to have me
back.” — “Where is he, this lover, mademoiselle?” I said eagerly.
— “AtTrent, and you are not two leagues from it.” — “Does he
suspect your misfortune?” — “I do not think he knows of it yet.”
— And here I saw clearly that this beautitul gitl, at present with-
out any defense, would be mine whenever I pleased; but, as
greedy for money as for women, I at once began to devise how
I might obtain both at once.“Do you believe,” I first said to this
unfortunate creature, “that there are any houses in the vicinity
of this part of the wood where we are?” — “No, monsieur, I do
not think so.” — “Very well, then go deeper still into the thicket,
make not the slightest movement, copy onto these tablets with
my pencil the three lines T am about to dictate to you, and in a
few hours I will bring you your lover.”

Here are the words that the beautiful adventuress wrote
down as I dictated them: “A brave stranger will enable you to
see for yourself the extent of my misfortunes; they are dreadful;
follow him, he will lead you to where I am waiting for you; but
come alone, absolutely alone—this is essential; you will soon
learn why; if two thousand sequins do not seem to you too mea-
gre a reward for the man who brings us together, bring them to
give to him in my presence; you may bring more, if you find the
reward too meagre.”



The fair oppressed girl, whose name was Héloise, signed the
note, and I, quickly regaining my carriage, urged the postilion
to make haste, and had him stop at the very door of the young
Alberoni, Héloise’s lover. I presented the note to him. “Two
thousand sequins!” he cried, embracing me, “two thousand se-
quins to have news of all that [ hold most dear in the world! oh!
no, no, monsieur, it is not enough—here is double; let us go, I
beg you; I had just learned of the departure of the one I love, of
her brother’s anger, and I did not know where to direct my steps
to find them again; you inform me—what do I not owe you?
Let us go, monsieur, and let us go alone, since she requires it.”
Here I checked for a few moments the haste of this young man,
to make him observe that, after the fury of Héloise’s brother, it
must not be to Trent that he should take this beautiful girl back;
“take with you as much money as you can,” I said to him, “leave
the territory of this city, and bind yourself forever to the one
you love; reflect well on it, monsieur; any other course will cause
you to lose her forever.” Alberoni, persuaded by my reasoning,
thanked me, and, opening his cabinet in haste, took upon himself
all the gold and jewels he possessed. “Let us go now,” he said to
me, “T have enough to keep her living splendidly for a year, in
whatever city of Germany or Italy it may be, and in the space of
a year many affairs may be settled.” Satisfied with this prudent
resolution, I approved it; I had my carriage taken to the inn, de-
spite Alberoni’s insistence that it remain at his house. We sped
away.

Hélotse had not stirred; “imprudent man,” I said to Alberoni,
pressing the muzzle of a pistol to his temple, and without giving
him time to utter a word, “how could you be so foolish as to
entrust at once, into the hands of a man you do not know, both
your mistress and your money? Lay down at once what you are
carrying, and go bear into the bosom of hell the eternal remorse
of your imprudence.” Alberoni tried to make a movement—I
stretched him at my feet; Héloise fell fainting.



“Oh! God damn it,” T said to myself then, “here I am, by the
most delicious of crimes, master of a charming girl and a fine
sum of money; let us amuse ourselves now; others than I might
perhaps have taken advantage of their victim’s fainting to enjoy
her more calmly; I thought very differently: I should have been
distressed if that unfortunate girl had not retained full possession
of her senses, so as to taste her misfortune all the better. My
perfidious imagination was moreover preparing for her certain
episodes, of which I wished to make her drain the cup to the
dregs. When one goes so far as to commit evil, it must be done
with all the extent... all the refinement of which it is capable.”

I gave my Héloise smelling salts, I slapped her, I pinched her;
as nothing managed to wake her, I lifted her up, I tickled her
clitoris, and it was to this voluptuous sensation that [ owed her
return to consciousness. “Come now, fair maiden,’ I said to her
then, pressing a fiery kiss upon her lips, “take heart; you must
have courage to endure the end of your misfortunes, for you are
not yet at the end of them.” — “Oh, villain!” said this charming
girl, weeping, “what more do you intend, and what new tor-
ments have you prepared for me? Is it not enough to have abused
my trust to deprive me of all T love? Ah! If it is only death that
you threaten me with, hasten to grant it to me; hurry to reunite
me with the beloved object of my heart; I will forgive your
crime at that price.”

“The death you desire, my angel,” I said, as I began to caress
my beauty, “will most certainly come to pass; but it must be pre-
ceded by a few humiliations, a few cruelties, without which I
would take far less pleasure in granting it to you;” and as I spoke,
my hands, still groping, revealed to my eager gaze thighs of such
a roundness. .. of dazzling whiteness, I put an end to my words
to concern myself only with deeds. The certainty I had of the
first fruits of such a beautiful girl made me think of a kind of
assault which, perhaps otherwise, would never have occurred to
me. Good heavens! What tightness, what difficulty, what heat,
and what pleasure this victory gave me; the manner in which I
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wrested it from her lent it even greater spice. An alabaster throat
presented itself to me, and, more inclined to insults than to ca-
resses in the state I was in, I bit it, [ squeezed it, instead of kissing
it. O marvellous workings of nature! Héloise, singularly favoured
by it, yields—despite her pain—to the sensations of pleasure I
force upon her; she comes. There is nothing in the world that
kindles in me the feeling of lustful rage more fiercely than to
feel a woman sharing my pleasures. “You vile whore,” T cried,
“you shall be punished for your audacity”; and turning her over
hastily, I took possession of the most charming behind it was
possible to behold. One hand parted her buttocks, the other
guided my cock,and I sodomised her at once. Gods! What pleas-
ure she gave me! I was hurting her; she wanted to scream, I put
a handkerchief over her mouth; this precaution disrupted the act,
my member slipped; I realised I had to lift my victim and prop
her up against something; I laid her on her lover’s corpse, and
brought them together so well through the position I made
them assume that their mouths found themselves, so to speak,
glued together; one cannot imagine the terror, the horror, the
despair into which this new episode plunges my victim; little
moved by the various convulsions tearing her apart, I make a
rope out of my suspenders and my handkerchief; I secure her in
this position, and calmly set to work again. Gods! What a bot-
tom! What plumpness! Such whiteness! A thousand and a thou-
sand kisses are pressed upon it; it seems as though I wish to de-
vour this beautiful arse before I fuck it; I finally pierce it, but
with such haste, so little care, that blood flows down her thighs;
nothing stops me, I'm right at the back, I wish she were tighter,
and T much thicker to torment her even more. “Well then!” I
said, pounding into her with all my might, “will this second cli-
max make you come just as hard as the last?” And as I said this,
I slapped her buttocks vigorously; I scratched them; my hands
moved round to the front and savagely tore away the fine downy
hair with which nature had adorned her. A thousand cruel



thoughts now trouble my imagination; I resolve to delay my re-
lease, so that nothing may dampen the fire that inspires them; I
recall the dreadful plan hatched over the corpse of Madame de
Moldane... I recall everything I have been told about the pleas-
ures of a freshly murdered corpse and the despair into which the
impetuosity of my desires cast me, preventing me in the past
from committing that crime; I pull down his trousers, I cast wild
glances at Alberoni’s blood-soaked body; I pull down his trou-
sers, he was still warm; I see superb buttocks, I kiss them; it is
with my tongue that I prepare the way; I penetrate him, and find
the experience so pleasurable that it is in the arse of the lover I
have murdered, whilst kissing that of the mistress whom I shall
soon murder in the same way, that it is there, I say, that with
indescribable shudders of pleasure, my cum gushes forth in great
waves.

Héloise’s charms, her despair, her tears, the state of anxiety
into which I plunged her soul through the threats with which I
overwhelmed her—the combination of so many factors that had
such a powerful effect on my heart of iron—soon made me hard
again; but, filled with rage, foaming with that lustful fury which
plunges our senses into such violent agitation, it is now only
through insults that I can arouse myself to pleasure. I gather
branches from the thicket surrounding us, fashion them into
rods, strip this young woman completely naked, and lash her all
over her body, not sparing her breasts, so cruelly that her blood
soon mingles with that from her lover’s wounds. Sated with this
barbarity, I invent new torments: I force her to suck the wounds
of Alberoni. Seeing her obey me with a sort of delicacy, I pluck
thorns and rub them against her most delicate parts; I thrust
them into her vagina, [ tear her nipples; finally, I cut open the
young man’s corpse; [ tear out his heart to smear my victim’s
face with it; I force her to bite off a few pieces. I could take no
more; and the proud Jérome, who had just been laying down the
law to two men, was at that moment receiving it in his cock:
such violence has never been witnessed. Driven by the need to
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spurt my cum, I force my victim to take her lover’s cock into
her mouth; and I fuck her in that state. I held a dagger in my
hand; I intended to kill her the moment I came... she draws
nearer; [ bring my thrusts forward; it is only slowly that T wish
to make her receive the final one. Meanwhile, I caressed, with
delight, the voluptuous idea of mingling the final gasps of the
woman I was killing with the divine throes of my own release.
She will feel, I thought as T thrust into her with all my might,
she will experience the cruellest moments of a man’s life, whilst
I savour the sweetest. Delirtum seizes my senses; I seize her by
the hair with one hand, and with the other I plunge a dagger
into her breast, her lower belly and her heart, fifteen times over;
she breathes her last, and my cum has not yet been spilled. It was
then, my friends, that I truly experienced what a marvellous ef-
fect it is to slit the throat of the object one is fucking. My victim’s
anus tightened and contracted due to the violence of the blows
I was striking; and when I pierced her heart, the contraction was
so fierce that my cock was torn apart. O delightful pleasure! You
were the first I had ever tasted of this sort; but how indebted 1
am to you for the lesson you taught me, and how much I have
benefited from it since! A moment’s rest follows such intense
agitation; but in a soul as wicked as mine, the sight of the crime
must soon rekindle the desire. “I have defiled the lover’s corpse,”
I said to myself, “why should I not defile the mistress’s?” Héloise
was still beautiful; the pallor of her complexion, the dishevelled
state of her lovely hair, the intense passion that reigned over the
contorted features of her enchanting face—all of it made me
hard again; I sodomised her and came one last time, devouring
her flesh.

Once the illusion had dissipated, I gathered up the jewels and
the money and withdrew—not detesting my crime: ah! had I
repented of it, would it have made me hard so many times
since?... No, I did not detest that delicious crime; but I greatly

regretted not having given it a more violent extension.



I rejoined my carriage and set off at once for Venice. The cli-
mate of the region of Trent and the character of its inhabitants
having displeased me, I resolved upon Sicily. “There,” I said, “is
the cradle of tyranny and cruelty: what poets and writers relate
of the ferocity of the ancient natives of that island leads me to
believe that I shall find some traces of their vices among the
descendants of the Lestrygonians, the Cyclopes, and the Lotoph-
agi.! You shall see whether 1 was mistaken, and whether the
priests, the nobles, and the wealthy merchants of this delightful
island do not possess all that is needed to give us a sufficient idea
of the depravity and ferocity of their ancestors.” Filled with this
plan, I crossed all of Italy; and, aside from a few lustful episodes,
a few dark and secret crimes to which I gave myself in order to
keep my hand in, nothing befell me that, comparable to what
remains for me to tell you, deserves to detain your attention
here.

I embarked at Naples in the middle of September, on a pretty
little merchant vessel bound for Messina, and in which chance
afforded me the opportunity for a gratuitous crime, as singular
as it was piquant. We had with us a female merchant from Na-
ples, whose business was taking her to Sicily, and who brought
along two charming little girls, of whom she was the mother,
whom she had nursed, and whom she loved to the point of never
being able to part from them; the elder might have been four-
teen, with a romantic face, the most beautiful blond hair, and the
most agreeable figure. The charms of her sister, younger by
eighteen months, were of an entirely different kind; features
more piquant than the other’s, less tenderness, if one wishes, but
infinitely more stimulus; in short, all that was needed not to se-
duce gently like her sister, but to carry by storm the most reluc-
tant heart in love. Hardly had I set eyes on these two girls than
I resolved to sacrifice them; to enjoy them was difficult; idols of

! “Bverywhere,” says Bridoine in his interesting journey through Sic-
ily, “where the air is heavily impregnated with fiery exhalations, the
inhabitants are exceedingly wicked and depraved.”
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their mother, and constantly under her eyes, the moment of at-
tack would not have been easy to seize. There remained to me
the means of making them victims; and the pleasure of stopping
the course of existence of two such pretty little creatures was
worth even more than that of rendering it agreeable to them by
the knowledge of pleasures. My pocket, always furnished with
five or six kinds of poisons, offered me different ways to deprive
them of life; but the blow, in my view, would not have been so
keen for a tender mother who idolized her daughters: I wanted
a more striking death, infinitely more sudden; the bosom of the
waves on which we floated presented me with a sepulchre in
which I preferred to engulf them. These two young persons had
the imprudence (and T was much surprised that they had not yet
been prevented from it) of going to sit on the edge of the deck
while the crew took their midday rest. On the third day of our
crossing, I seized the moment; I approached them; and, lifting
them both in my arms, preventing their hands from clinging to
me, [ hurled them with a vigorous arm into the salty element
that was to bury them forever. The sensation was so vivid that I
discharged in my breeches. The noise awakens everyone; I pre-
tend to rub my eyes and to be the first to perceive who the
victims of this accident are; I rush to the mother. “Oh! madam,”
I say to her, “your daughters are lost.” — ““What are you saying?”
— “An imprudence... they were on the deck... a gust of
wind... they are lost, madam! they are lost!” One cannot depict
the grief experienced by that unfortunate woman; never, I think,
was nature more eloquent or more pathetic; and, conversely,
never did more voluptuous impressions shake my senses. When
she came to herself, this woman gave me all her confidence; she
was landed in a dreadful state; I took lodging in the same inn:
feeling her end approaching, she entrusted me with her portfo-
lio, begging me to send it back to her family; I promised every-
thing and kept nothing. Six hundred thousand francs, which that
portfolio contained, were an object considerable enough that,

10



with my principles, I did not let them escape; and the unfortu-
nate Neapolitan woman, who died the day after our arrival at
Messina, soon left me to enjoy them in peace. I had but one
regret, I confess; it was not to have fucked her before her death;
still beautiful and very unhappy, she had inspired in me the most
violent desire; but I feared to lose her confidence; and, on this
occasion, [ admit, where it concerned only a woman, avarice
prevailed over lust.

I had no other recommendations in Messina than the bills of
exchange with which I had provided myself at Venice, where I
had taken the prudent precaution, on account of the difference
in currencies, of converting my cash into paper payable in Sicily.
The banker who discounted them for me showed me more po-
liteness than Sicilians receive when they present themselves for
the same purpose to bankers in Paris; and this is a justice I must
render to the perfect civility of all the foreign merchants with
whom T have dealt: a bill of exchange drawn upon them be-
comes a letter of recommendation, and the most sincere... the
most repeated offers always accompany, in a moral sense, the ob-
ligations that their correspondents undertake with them in a
material one.

I informed my banker of the desire I had to purchase a sei-
gneurial estate with the considerable funds of which I found
myself possessed. “The feudal system is here in all its vigor,” I
said to that worthy man; “that alone determines me to settle
here; I wish at once to command men and cultivate the land, to
dominate equally over my fields and over my vassals.” — “In that
case, you could not do better than in Sicily;” my correspondent
replied; “there are estates here where the lord has the right of
life and death over his inhabitants.” — “That is precisely what I
need,” I answered; and, not to dwell further on these details, you
shall know, my friends, that at the end of a month I found myself
lord of ten parishes, in possession of the finest estate and the
most beautiful castle, in the valley of the ruins of Syracuse, very
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near the gulf of Catania—that is to say, in the most beautiful
country in all Sicily.

I did not delay in forming for myself a numerous household,
composed according to my tastes. My valets, my women, all had
the immediate service of my lusts as a special clause of their du-
ties. My housekeeper, named Dona Clementia, a woman of
about thirty-six, and one of the most beautiful creatures on the
island, had, in addition to her libertine attentions to me, the
charge of procuring subjects of both sexes; and during all the
time she exercised this role near my person, I assure you she
never let me lack for them. Before settling, I traveled through
the celebrated cities of this interesting region; and, as you may
well imagine, Messina had the first claim on my inquiries. The
descriptions of Theocritus concerning the pleasures of Sicily had
not a little contributed to awakening in me the desire to inhabit
so beautiful a country. I found true all that he says about the
mildness of the climate, the beauty of its inhabitants, and partic-
ularly their libertinism. It is there, without doubt, under that de-
lightful sky, that beneficent nature inspires in man all the tastes,
all the passions that can contribute to rendering his existence
agreeable; and it is there that one must enjoy them, if one wishes
to know the true measure of the happiness that this tender
mother reserves for her children. After likewise visiting Catania
and Palermo, I returned to take possession of my chateau. Seated
upon a lofty mountain, I there enjoyed at once the purest air and
the most agreeable view. This appearance of a fortress, moreover,
infinitely flattered the severity of my tastes. “The objects I shall
immolate to them,” I said to myself, “will be there as in a prison:
at once their master, their judge, and their executioner, where
will they find defenders? Oh! how divine are pleasures when
despotism and tyranny thus goad them!”

Clementia had taken care to fill my harem during my ab-
sence; and, on my return, I found it stocked, by her hand, with
twelve young boys aged between ten and eighteen, the most
handsome in the world, and an equal number of girls, of roughly
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the same age: they were all replaced every month; and T leave it
to you to imagine, my friends, into what luxuriant excesses I
plunged. One cannot imagine the methods I employed... the
savagery with which T assailed them: my adventure in Trente had
so thoroughly accustomed me to bloodthirsty pleasures that I
could no longer do without them. Cruel by inclination, by tem-
perament, by necessity, I could not indulge in any pleasure that
did not bear the mark of the brutal passion that consumed me.
At first T directed my atrocities solely at women; the weakness
of that sex, its gentleness, its amiability, its delicacy seemed to me
all the more certain grounds for the outbursts of my barbarity; I
soon realised my mistake; I felt that it was infinitely more pleas-
urable to reap the ears of corn that resisted than the tender grass
bending beneath the scythe, and that if this thought had not oc-
curred to me until then, it was more out of false restraint than
out of refinement. I tried it. The first young lad I murdered, aged
fifteen and as beautiful as love itself, gave me such intense pleas-
ures that my blows were henceforth directed far more towards
that class than the other: it seemed that I despised women too
much to make them my victims, and that just as young boys,
through their charms, were bound to give me more sensual
pleasures, so too must they be more delightful to torment. Ac-
cording to this theory, which was borne out by the facts, not a
week went by without my sacrificing three or four of them, and
always by new and different torments. Sometimes I would re-
lease a couple into a large park, surrounded by high walls, from
which it was impossible to escape; there, I would hunt them
down like hares; I would search for them, riding through my
park on horseback, and when I had caught them, I would hang
them from trees by iron collars; a great fire was lit beneath them,
which consumed them bit by bit; at other times I made them
run before my horse, and lashed them hard across the loins with
my whip; if they fell, [ had my steed trample them in the belly,
or [ blew their brains out with a pistol. Often, I employed even
more refined tortures, the execution of which was only proper
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in the shadow and silence of the private chamber; and always,
during these proceedings, the faithful Clementia would incite
me, or direct scenes of lewdness, in which her prettiest girls be-
came the leading actresses. Fortunately, I had found in this
Clementia all the qualities necessary for the savage and dissolute
life T had adopted. The minx was wicked, lustful, intemperate,
and an atheist; she possessed, in a word, all my vices, and no vir-
tue other than that of being incredibly devoted to me and serv-
ing me marvellously. T was thus leading, in that castle and
through the care of that charming girl, the most delightful life
of high society, perfectly suited to my tastes, when fickleness—
at once the scourge and the very soul of all pleasures—came to
tear me away from that peaceful abode, to cast me back onto the
great stage of this world’s adventures.

When difficulties no longer sharpen enjoyment, one grows
jaded; one seeks to heighten it by pains; it is truly only through
them that one attains great pleasures. I left Clementia in my cha-
teau and returned to establish myself in Messina. The rumour
that a wealthy young man had come to reside in that capital soon
spread, and opened to me the doors of every palace where there
were daughters to be married: T quickly discovered the intention,
and resolved to amuse myself with it.

Of all those houses in which people affected to receive me
with kindness, that of the cavalier Rocupero fixed my attention
most particularly. This old nobleman and his wife together might
well have made up a century between them; the mediocrity of
their fortune caused them to raise and support, with far too great
an economy, the three most beautiful daughters nature had ever
created. The first was named Camille; she was twenty, dark-
haired, with a dazzlingly white complexion, the most expressive
eyes, the most agreeable mouth, and the very figure of Hebe
herself. The second, more engaging though less beautiful, was
only eighteen; her hair was chestnut, her large blue eyes, full of
languor, breathed at once love and voluptuousness; her figure,
rounded and well-filled, promised the greatest delight; she was
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called Véronique; and, indeed, T should have preferred her not
only to Camille but to all the world, were it not for the celestial
charms of Laurence, who, though scarcely fifteen years old, sur-
passed in beauty both her sisters and the most beautiful women
in all Sicily.

Hardly had I been introduced into the house of this worthy
gentleman than I resolved to bring into it at once disorder, des-
olation, impurity, dishonour, and all the scourges of crime and
despair. Probity reigned in that household; beauty and virtue
seemed likewise to have established their empire there; was an-
ything more needed to inflame in me the desire to sully it with
every imaginable outrage? T began with gifts, which were ac-
cepted only with reluctance; but the intentions of alliance that I
soon made known no longer permitted any refusal. I was asked
to explain these intentions. “How would you have me choose
among the three Graces?” I replied. “Give me time to become
better acquainted with your charming daughters, and I shall then
be able to tell you which one is to fix my heart.” Matters being
thus arranged, you may easily imagine that [ took advantage of
the delay to corrupt all three. As T had recommended the strictest
secrecy to them, they took care not to confess to one another
what I communicated to each, so that none of them knew how
far I had gone with her companion. From that moment, this is
how I conducted myself.

Camille was the first I seduced; and having deceived her with
the most promising hopes of marriage, after a month I had taken
everything I wanted from her. How beautiful she was! And what
delights T experienced at her disposal! No sooner had I had my
way with her in every manner than I set my sights on Véronique;
and, stirring up Camille’s jealousy, I turned her so strongly
against her sister that she resolved to stab her. The fiery temper-
ament of Sicilian women admits of all manner of bloody deeds;
there, one knows but two passions: vengeance and love. As soon
as I felt quite certain of Camille’s criminal intentions, I had Vér-
onique warned; I managed to enlighten her to such an extent
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that I left her not even the consoling thought of doubt. This
beautiful girl, in despair, though more timid than bold, begged
me to take her away, if I loved her, in order to save her from the
unbridled fury of a sister whom she knew capable of anything.
“My angel,” T said then, “would it not be better to go back to
the source of all this, identify the culprits, and take our revenge
directly?” — “There is no other cause,” replied Véronique, “than
the extreme love Camille has for you; she realises the favour you
show me, and that infernal creature is plotting against my life!”
— “I do not quite see things as you do in this matter,” I replied.
“Have no doubt, my dear soul, that your parents give Camille
every preference over you. I do not know if that girl loves me;
what is certain is that I have never given her any hope.” “But
your parents have spoken to me more directly: do not doubt that
Camille is the sole object of their attachment; were 1 to declare
to them my preference for you, I should most certainly be re-
fused.You propose flight; that course would be dangerous; we
should put ourselves in the wrong with your parents, and either
they or the law would take notice of it, and the punishment
would soon be the loss of our fortunes or of our lives. There is,
it seems to me, a course more advantageous and more simple: let
us avenge ourselves at once on Camille, who is plotting against
your life, and on your parents who incite her to it.” — “And
what is that means?” — “The one that nature offers at every step
in the happy country where we are.” — “Poison?” — “Un-
doubtedly.” — “Poison my father, my mother, and my sister?” —
“Are they not conspiring against you?” — “I have only the sus-
picion.” — “The proof will be your death.” Then Véronique, after
a moment’s reflection, resumed: — “I know that other women
have acted in the same way: Dona Capraria has just poisoned
her husband.” — “What then holds you back, my dear?” — “The
fear of your contempt; you will be more cold-blooded after the
revenge; you will think less of me.” — “Do not fear it; I shall
recognize in you then an ardent, courageous, loving, passionate
girl—a girl of character, in a word—and for that very reason I
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shall adore you a thousand times more ardently. Do not hesitate,
Véronique, or you will lose my heart forever.” — “Oh my friend!

1

but Heaven!” — “Idle fears; Heaven has never meddled in the
affairs of the world, and that spring is no longer in the hands of
man except as the blunted weapon of falsehood and superstition.
There is no God; and the punishments or rewards founded on
that odious phantom are as contemptible as it is. Ah! if there
were a God whom crime offended, would he give man all the
means of committing it? No—more than that: if crime offended
that supposed author of nature, could it be essential to nature’s
laws? Reflect, then, that this depraved nature feeds and sustains
itself only through crimes; and that, if crimes are necessary, they
can offend neither nature nor the imaginary being you suppose
to govern it. What man has dared to call crime is nothing but
the action that disturbs the laws of society; but what do the laws
of society matter to nature—was it she who dictated them? and
do not those laws vary from climate to climate? However dread-
ful you may suppose an action to be, the crime with which you
think it invested can therefore be only local; from that moment
it cannot offend nature, whose laws are universal. Parricide, re-
garded as a crime in Europe, is honoured in several regions of
Asia: it is the same with all other human actions; I defy you to
cite me a single one that is universally vicious. R eflect, moreover,
that it is only a question here of defending yourself, and that
then all the means you are about to employ to achieve it not
only cannot be criminal, but even become virtuous, since the
first law that nature inspired in us was to preserve ourselves at
whatever cost and by whatever means it may be: act,Véronique,
act, or you are yourself lost.”

The fire I saw shining in the eyes of that charming girl soon
convinced me of the success of my arguments. “Well,” she said
to me after a few minutes of violent agitation, “well, Jérome, [
will do as you say; I know the necessary drugs. All these plants
are familiar to us here; I swear to you that within three days not
one of those who plot our ruin will remain alive. Keep away
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during that time; I do not want you to be suspected.” I agreed
all the more readily, as I needed that interval to seduce the third
sister. This task was entrusted to Clementia; I had her come to
Messina, introduced her to Laurence, and the very next day she
was taken to my chiteau. She had not been gone two hours
when the thunderbolts prepared by Véronique struck. She had
used the juice of thora, a species of very dangerous aconite that
grows abundantly in the mountains of Sicily, and the three vic-
tims died in dreadful convulsions. Once the deed was done, she
seized everything she could—jewels, pocketbook, casket; noth-
ing was left behind—and came to find me, with these paltry
riches, at a country house near the town where I had arranged
to meet her. It was she who told me of her sister’s disappearance,
the cause of which she could not understand. “You shall see her
again soon,” I said to her; “I thought it prudent to place her
somewhere safe; let us go, she is waiting for us at my country
house.” This precaution at first seemed to trouble Véronique; I
reassured her. But I leave you to imagine what became of her
when, upon arriving, she learned from Laurence’s own lips the
manner in which she had been abducted, and all that Clementia
had been saying to her since she had been in my chateau. “O
scoundrel! you have deceived me,” she said. “No, truly,” I replied,
“I never promised you anything; your sister inspired in me the
same desire as you, and I intend to have you both—or rather all
three, my angel; for it is now useless to conceal from you that
Camille was also my prey.” — “And you could order me to sac-
rifice her... O monster!” — She weeps, she despairs; but, braving
all those tears, I think of nothing now but my pleasure. These
two charming girls satisfied all my lusts at once; both of them
sated my passions without reserve; arse, cunt, mouth, tits, armpits,
everything was fucked, everything was ravaged; and I discovered
no fewer charms in these two than I had found in their sister;
Véronique’s buttocks, in particular, surpassed everything I had
ever seen of the most sublime in this sort; never was there a finer
arse, never a finer breast! Unfortunately, all this occupied me for

18



only three days: scarcely had I sated myself with these two
charming girls than I began to think only of destroying them.
But the manner had to be cruel; the more pleasure they had
given me, the more I wished to heap upon their bodies the sum
of physical suffering, and the more I wanted the method itself to
become abominable. What could I devise? I had done every-
thing, tried everything, and had reached the point of defying the
most celebrated executioners in the world to suggest a torture I
had not already employed. After much reflection, this is what my
villainous imagination at last supplied. I used the fifty thousand
francs, stolen by Véronique from her unfortunate parents, to have
constructed the machine I am about to describe to you.

The two sisters, completely naked, were encased in a sort of
spring-loaded chainmail, which held each of them fast upon a
small wooden stool studded with spikes; these, like those of
which T shall speak, were activated only when necessary. They
were eight feet apart; between them stood a table laden with the
most succulent and delicate dishes: no other kind of food was
offered to them. Now, to touch it, they had to stretch out their
arms: in doing so, the first torment they experienced was the
impossibility of reaching it. A far more violent torment was soon
to be felt: by this movement of stretching the arm, the one who
did so immediately set against herself and her neighbour more
than four thousand steel points or blades, which, in an instant,
tore, pierced, and bloodied both victims; so that these unfortu-
nate women could think of no way to relieve the need that con-
sumed them except by mutually murdering one another. They
lived for a week in this odious torment, during which I spent
eight hours a day watching them, either getting myself off or
sodomising, also before their very eyes, the prettiest objects in
my harem. I have never in my life tasted such intense pleasure: it
is impossible to convey all the sensual sensations this spectacle
aroused in me; [ regularly came four or five times per session.
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“By God, I believe it,” said Severino, interrupting the narra-
tion with cries as he spent himself in the rear of one of the pret-
tiest girls at the supper; “yes, damn it, [ believe it, for here we
have the details of one of the most singular scenes one could
possibly hear, and the pleasure our colleague Jérome must have
felt in carrying it out must have been devilishly intense—I judge
it by what I feel in hearing him tell it. We must have a machine
like that,” said Ambroise, being pleasured by Justine, “and T assure
you that if we ever possess it, she will most certainly be the first
I place in it.” — “Go on, go on, Jérdme,” said Sylvestre, showing
his member stiff as an iron bar, “for you would make us all spend
upon one another if you were to stop us long upon so delightful
an idea.”

I had occasion, Jérdme resumed, during the various journeys
I made to Messina, to become acquainted with our amiable con-
freres, the Benedictines of the famous abbey of Saint-Nicolas-
d’Assena; they were kind enough to show me their house and
garden, to admit me to their table, and I distinguished among
them, more particularly, Father Bonifacio of Bologna, one of the
most charming libertines I had ever known; the conformity of
my character with that of this monk soon bound us closely
enough to confide a thousand things to one another. “Do you
imagine, Jérdme,” he said to me one day,“that we deny ourselves
here all the pleasures with which men of the world glut them-
selves? Oh, my friend, do not suppose it; you would have to be-
long to our order for me to reveal these secrets to you, and, rich
as you are, nothing could be easier than for you to enter it.” —
“But,” I said, “what of the status of landed lord that I have ac-
quired by purchasing property on your island?” — “That would
only be one more reason for your admission, replied Bonifacio,
“you will retain your property, be received with open arms, and
initiated at once into all the mysteries of the order.”” One can
scarcely imagine how this idea inflamed me: the certainty of
cloaking and increasing my vices beneath the imposing mask of
religion; the hope, equally held out by Bonifacio, of soon finding

20



myself raised to the rank of a celestial mediator between man
and his supposed God; and, sweeter still, that of abusing the in-
famous confessional to steal at my ease the money of old women
and the virginity of the young—all this electrified me beyond
measure, and eight days after his pressing invitation I had the
honor of donning the monastic habit and immediately found
myself associated in all the iniquitous schemes of those scoun-
drels; would you believe it, my friends? though the respect and
submission of the people toward the clergy are very different in
that country than in France, there was not a single family in
Messina whose secrets and confidence those rogues did not pos-
sess, and you may imagine how they profited from both, while,
as for their internal precautions, if yours are well taken, those of
the Benedictines of Saint-Nicolas-d’Assena are at least as well
arranged.

There, in vast underground chambers known only to the
highest-ranking members of the order, there exists in abundance
everything that Italy, Greece, and Sicily can produce that is most
delectable, whether in young boys or girls; there, incest triumphs
as it does here, and T have seen some who coupled with their
fifth generation after having done so with the four preceding
ones: the only difference between those cenobites and yourselves
is that the former do not trouble to conceal their excesses within
that vast tomb; they never descend into it; instead, miniature
portraits of what their wealth has gathered there at great expense
are placed in a secret cabinet in their apartments, and they have
the desired object brought to them at once according to their
lust; so that there is scarcely a moment in the day when you
would not find them giving themselves over, in turn, either to
the most exquisite flesh or to the divine objects that fill their
seraglio in such profusion. As for their obscene caprices, you can
easily imagine that they are as depraved as your own, and those
individuals who have passed from that house into this one have
sufficiently convinced you that wherever religion props up lib-
ertinism, its effects are always most intense.
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The most extraordinary of all the passions I observed among
these amiable bachelors was that of Dom Chrysostom, the su-
perior of the house; he took pleasure only in a poisoned girl; he
would sodomise her whilst she was writhing in agony, whilst
two men took turns sodomising and whipping him; if the girl
did not die during the act, he would stab her as soon as he had
finished; if she was on the verge of death, he would wait for her
final breaths to fill her arse with cum.

I completed my own corruption and became utterly jaded
with those good fathers, to the point that nothing in the world
could any longer arouse me.

My friend, I said to Bonifacio one day, after two years of this
epicurean life, everything we do is delightful, but it is force that
subjects to us the objects of our enjoyment, and I must confess
that, in that respect, they arouse me less than those which artifice
or cunning might offer to my desires. Clad in the garb you have
had me don, I have nothing left to work with, according to my
plans, but the holy and sacred tribunal of confession. I implore
you to enable me to sit there soon, just as you have flattered me
with the prospect. It is unheard of how much this idea excites
me, incredible to what degree I intend to take advantage of eve-
rything this new position will offer me, to amuse both my greed
and my lust. “Well then!” said Bonifacio, “nothing could be sim-
pler,” and handing me, eight days later, the key to the confes-
sional in the Chapel of the Virgin, “Go,” he said to me, “happy
mortal, go, here is the voluptuous boudoir you have desired;
make full use of it, plunder as many lovely objects from it as [
devoured in the same place over eight years, and I shall not regret
having secured it for you.”

The excitement this new rank filled me with was such that I
did not sleep a wink all night. The next day, at the crack of dawn,
I was at my post, and as it was around Easter, my morning was
not a bad one; I shall not bore you with all the nonsense T had
to endure; I shall focus your attention only on a fourteen-year-
old girl named Frosine, of noble birth and with such a delightful
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face that she could only show herself veiled, to avoid the crowds
that thronged around her whenever she appeared in public.
Frosine opened up to me with all the candour and amiability of
her age; her heart had not yet spoken, though no girl in Messina
was surrounded by so many admirers; but her nature was begin-
ning to make itself felt: very young and still very inexperienced,
I managed so well with my questions that I taught her every-
thing she did not know. ““You are suffering, my dear child,” I said
to her with contrition, “I can see it; but it is your own fault.
Modesty is not so exacting that one must sacrifice nature to it;
your parents are misleading you regarding the practice of this
severe virtue. The picture they paint for you is as cruel as it is
unjust; created by nature, having received from her alone the
sensations of pleasure she inspires in you, how, by yielding to
them, could you possibly be insulting her? Everything depends
on the choice one makes; if it is a good one, you will never have
cause to regret it; I offer you both my advice and my care; but
secrecy is required; I do not grant this favour to all my penitents;
and the jealousy that this preference would inspire in them
would inevitably ruin you; come tomorrow at noon sharp to
seek me out in this chapel; I shall lead you into my chamber, and
I assure you that peace, happiness and tranquillity shall soon be
the fruit of my efforts; above all, rid yourself of that troublesome
lady-in-waiting who follows your every step; be absolutely
alone; say that I am expecting you for a pious conversation, and
that they are to return for you at two o’clock.” Frosine agreed
to everything I proposed, and swore to carry it out; she kept her
word; and here, for my part, are the measures I had taken, both
to ensure I won this young lady’s heart and to prevent her from
ever returning to her family.

Immediately after this conversation I left Messina and came
to my chiteau, announcing at the convent that urgent affairs
would prevent my return for a few days; Clementia took my
place and was to answer when Frosine asked for me; continuing
to seduce our young innocent, she was to lead her gradually into
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consenting to come and meet me in the country. Once that was
done, through the efforts of Bonifacio—whom I likewise as-
sisted in his own intrigues so as to secure his help in mine—the
rumour of Frosine’s abduction was to be spread throughout the
city; a letter in an imitation of the young girl’s hand would be
delivered to her parents, informing them that a very great lord
from Florence, who had long been watching her, had forced her
aboard a Genoese felucca that was rapidly departing; that this no-
bleman would make her fortune by marrying her, and that, since
there was nothing in the plan to offend her honour, she accepted
it, begging her parents not to oppose it; that they should, more-
over, remain entirely at ease, and that she would write to them
as soon as she arrived.

There is a god for lustful stratagems; nature favours them and
protects them, and thus one rarely sees them fail; yet of all those
devised for a long time, none, I dare say, had ever succeeded so
completely. Frosine arrived at my estate the day after T had ap-
pointed to meet her in the designated chapel, and that very
evening she was subjected to my libertinism. But what was my
astonishment when I perceived that, despite the prettiest face
imaginable, she possessed the slightest of charms: I had never
seen a body so meagre, a complexion so dark, not the least hint
of a bosom, and a sex as ill-formed as it was unappealing; seduced
by her pleasing features, I nevertheless continued, though I
treated her harshly—one does not like to be deceived. Frosine
recognized her fault and wept bitterly over it when, compelled
to leave in order to avert suspicion by my presence, she found
herself thrown by Clémentia into a dark cell, both to hide her
from any search and because, having enjoyed her far too much,
I was not displeased, according to my habit, to make her some-
what miserable.

I found Bonifacio very pleased with the success of our ruses,
but eager to enjoy the fruits of their success himself; though 1
told him the matter was hardly worth the trouble, he was so
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captivated by Frosine’s birth and appearance that he was deter-
mined to see for himself; and you can well imagine that [ raised
no objection. “It would,” Bonifacio told me,“be an opportunity
to pay a courtesy to Chrysostom, our superior; full of friendship
and trust in him, I have told him of your good fortune; I am
certain of the pleasure he would take in sharing it.” — Gladly, I
replied; Chrysostom’s manners, wit, tastes and character suit me,
and I shall eagerly seize every opportunity that brings me closer
to him. We set off; my harem, ever bustling, provided me with
ample means to satisty the ravenous lust of my companions, and
we committed atrocities.

You know of Chrysostom’s passion; Bonifacio’s, too, was
marked by a peculiarity: he took pleasure in pulling out teeth;
sometimes he would sodomise the victim whilst we were oper-
ating; at other times Bonifacio would pull them out, and we
would sodomise her. Both of them amply satisfied their lust with
Frosine, and when we had stripped her of the thirty-two beau-
tiful teeth that nature had given her, the superior wanted to sac-
rifice her in his own way; you remember his passion. This un-
fortunate woman was made to swallow two large doses of cor-
rosive sublimate in aqua fortis; and her pains and convulsions
were so violent that it became impossible to restrain her in order
to enjoy her. Chrisostome, however, overcame this, and his pleas-
ures were marked by the most extraordinary intoxication and
the most inconceivable delirium: we wished to imitate him, and
we soon found that there was nothing in lust as thrilling as this
manner of enjoyment in which Chrisostome took such delight.
This is easy enough to conceive, no doubt; everything in a
woman then contracts; her sensations, moreover, are in such a
state of violent irritation that it is impossible not to be electrified
oneself. ‘O Justine!” said Clément, interrupting his colleague
here, ‘you see, Chrysostom reasoned just as T do; “One never
better excites one’s senses than when one has produced in the
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object that serves us the greatest possible impression, by what-
ever means.””> And who doubts this truth, said Severino, ‘was it
worth interrupting Jerome to remind him of it? What is certain,
continued the narrator, is that no one in the world was as con-
vinced of this as Chrysostom, and no one put it into practice as
often or as delightfully as he did. Frosine breathed her last in one
of these agonies, with Bonifacio up her arse, Chrysostom in her
cunt, and me under her armpits. She was not the only victim we
sacrificed in this manner. We reached the point of sacrificing six
at a time in this way; three were writhing before our eyes...
whilst we each fucked one in the cunt, the arse and the mouth.
After the girls, we tried the boys, and our lusts redoubled.

Our orgies were interspersed with philosophical discussions:
scarcely had we committed some horror than we sought to le-
gitimize it; no one succeeded in doing so as well as Chrys-
ostome.

“It is quite astonishing,” he said to us one day, “that men
should be foolish enough to attach any value to morality; I con-
fess I have never understood what necessity it could have for
them. Corruption is dangerous only because it is not universal.
One does not like the neighborhood of a man with a malignant
fever, because one fears contagion; but if one is afflicted by it
oneself, one fears nothing more. There could be no inconven-
ience among the members of a society entirely vicious: let all
acquire the same degree of corruption, and all will associate
without danger.Virtue alone would then become dangerous; no
longer being the habitual state of man, it would be harmful to
adopt it. It is only the transition from one state to another that
produces inconvenience; if all resemble one another, if all remain
in the same condition, there can be no danger. It is entirely the
same to be good or wicked when everyone is one or the other;
but if the tone of society is virtuous, it becomes dangerous to be
wicked, just as it would be dangerous to be good if all men were

2 See page 219 of the second volume.
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depraved. If, then, the state in which one exists is in itself null or
indifterent, why fear adopting one rather than the other? And
why be surprised or afflicted, as 1 suppose one might be, at
choosing to be wicked, when everything leads us to it,and when
it is fundamentally equal? What being could prove to me that it
is better to make others happy than to torment them? Setting
aside for a moment the pleasure I may take in acting one way or
the other, is it essentially useful that others be happy? And if it is
not, why should I restrain myself from overwhelming them with
misfortune? It seems to me that everything comes down to what
I myself experience from either action; for, being by nature
charged especially with my own happiness, and not at all with
that of others, I would only be wrong with respect to nature if
I neglected to delight myself according to her designs. The same
being whom my tastes or violences render unhappy, because he
is weaker than I, will enjoy his strength with another, and all will
become equal. The cat destroys the mouse and is itself devoured
by other animals; it is solely for this relative and general destruc-
tion that nature has created us. Let us take care never to resist
the kind of corruption or immorality to which our inclinations
lead us; there is not the least harm in yielding to it. From the
principles I establish, it follows that the happiest state will always
be that in which the depravity of morals is most universal, be-
cause happiness is clearly found in evil, and he who abandons
himself to it most ardently will necessarily be the happiest. Men
have been greatly mistaken in saying that there is a sort of natural
justice always engraved in the human heart, and that its result is
the absurd precept of not doing to others what we would not
wish done to ourselves. This ridiculous law, born of weakness,
could never take root in the heart of a man of energy; and if 1
had moral principles to establish, it would not be in the soul of
a weak being that T would seek them. He who fears to receive
harm will always say that none must be done; while he who
mocks gods, men, and laws will never cease committing it. What
matters is to know which of the two acts rightly or wrongly; and

27



it seems to me such a question cannot be seriously posed. I defy
the virtuous man to tell me in good faith that, in performing a
good action, he has felt even a quarter of the pleasure experi-
enced by the man who has just committed a bad one. Why then,
free to choose, should T prefer a mode that scarcely stirs me to
one from which arises the most tumultuous and delightful agi-
tation a man can feel? Let us broaden our ideas, judge society as
a whole, and we shall easily be convinced that the happiest of all
will necessarily be that which is the most corrupt, and this in
every respect. [ am far from limiting myself to a few partial de-
pravities; I do not want one merely to be libertine, drunkard,
thief, impious, etc.— I demand that one try everything, abandon
oneself to everything, and always preferably to those excesses
that appear most monstrous, for it is only by extending the
sphere of one’s disorders that one can reach more quickly the
degree of felicity promised by disorder. The false ideas we have
of the creatures around us are still the source of countless errors
in moral judgment; we invent chimerical duties toward them
because they imagine they have duties toward us. Let us have the
strength to renounce what we expect from others, and our du-
ties toward them will vanish at once. What, I ask you, are all the
creatures on earth compared to a single one of our desires? And
for what reason should I deprive myself of even the slightest of
those desires to please a creature who is nothing to me and who
does not concern me at all? If T fear something from it, then
certainly I must spare it—not for its sake, but for mine, since in
general it should only be for myself that I act in the world; but
if T have nothing to fear, I must surely draw from it all I can to
enhance my pleasures, and consider all others only as beings cre-
ated purely to serve them.’ Morality, I repeat, is therefore useless
to happiness; more than that, it harms it; and it is only in the

3 These are here only the outlines of principles that will be far more
fully developed in the course of this work.
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midst of the most extensive and general corruption that individ-
uals, as well as societies, will find the greatest possible degree of
felicity on earth.”

Putting these doctrines into practice, I soon abandoned my-
self, along with my friends, to everything that debauchery and
depravity, to everything that despotism and cruelty, can offer that
is most piquant and refined.

Such was the state of our minds when there was brought
before my tribunal a young boy of sixteen, as handsome as Cu-
pid, accused of having attempted to poison his mother. Nothing
was more certain; all the evidence stood against him, and he was
inevitably lost, when my friends and I, consulting together on
the means of saving a young man whom all three of us burned
to enjoy, my perfidious imagination suggested a plan which not
only saved the guilty but caused the innocent to perish. “Where
is the poison,” I said to the accused, “with which you are
charged?” — “It is in my mother’s hands.” — “Very well; in the
final examination you are about to undergo, affirm that it was
she who wished to take your life: you want her to die; she shall
die—are you satisfied?” — “Delighted, my lord, delighted! T de-
test that woman, and would sooner die than not destroy her” —
“Offer as proof the poison she holds.” — “Yes; but it is known
that I procured it from the apothecary of this town; the difficulty
he made, and how T overcame it by telling him I bought it on
my mother’s orders to rid the house of rats.”” — “Is that all against
you?” — “No.”— “Then I answer at once both for your life and
for your mother’s death.” I sent for the apothecary. “Take care,”
I said to him, “not to accuse this child; it was indeed by his
mother’s order that he bought from you, the other day, the arse-
nic which is the subject of this trial, and it is indeed in her hands
that the poison now is; she wished to make away with him—we
are certain of it;a contrary deposition would ruin you.” —“But,”
said the druggist, “would I not be in the wrong in any case?” —
“No; nothing is more natural than to have fulfilled the wishes of
a mother, mistress of a household; you could not foresee her
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intentions; but you would have ruined yourself had you obeyed
only the child.” Convinced by these arguments, the man spoke
as I instructed him; the young fellow maintained what I had
suggested; and his unfortunate mother, crushed by these calum-
nies and finding nothing to answer them, perished on the scaf-
fold, while my friends and I, in sight of her execution, aban-
doned ourselves with her son to the most depraved excesses. I
shall never forget that, even as Bonifacio possessed me, I in turn
was engaged with the boy at the very moment his mother ex-
pired. The readiness with which this charming youth lent him-
self to our pleasures, the joy that appeared upon his face at the
sight of the preparations for the death of her who had given him
life, gave us such high notions of his disposition that we sub-
scribed to provide for him and sent him to Naples, where age,
ripening and perfecting his principles, will no doubt have made
him one of the boldest villains in Europe.

Folly would cry out: “What a crime! You have given society
a monster whose perfected crimes may claim thousands of vic-
tims.” To this, we answer: “What an excellent action! We have
served nature by sharpening one of the springs through which
she effects the necessary evil for which she is always hungry,—
thus replying to a mind still steeped in the Gothic prejudices of
morality and virtue.

We spent three more months at my estate, drowned in luxury
and debauchery, when reasons of prudence at last compelled us
to reappear where our duty placed us; the first adventure that
my position as confessor brought me, upon returning, was that
of a devout woman of thirty, still fairly pretty; she was on her
deathbed when she sent for me. “My father,” she said to me, “it
is time I repair the most odious of injustices. Look at the million
in gold deposited on this table, and observe this young girl,” she
continued, pointing to a child of twelve with a rather pleasing
face;“none of this belongs to me, and I had the bad faith to keep
it... alas! who knows, I might perhaps have done worse. One of
my friends, dying in Naples two years ago, entrusted me with
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both this girl and this money, making me swear to deliver the
one and the other to the Duke of Spinosa in Milan; seduced by
the gold, I kept everything; but the veil is torn at the moment [
am about to die, and the cry of my conscience so troubles me
that I cannot refrain from confessing my faults and prescribing
their promptest reparation. However much confidence I may
have in you, my father, I believe myself obliged to leave a written
statement for my heirs, which will inform them of this matter.”
— “That precaution,” I immediately interrupted, “by unneces-
sarily divulging your wrongs, would at the same time prove your
distrust of me, and from that moment I must no longer take any
part in this affair” — “Oh, sir, sir, let us say no more of that
writing, since it offends you; you alone shall fulfill my duty; you
alone shall quiet the cry of my conscience, without anyone be-
ing informed.” — “What you were doing, madam,’ I then re-
plied more calmly, “was dreadful, no doubt; and T do not know
whether the simple restitution you propose will suffice to ap-
pease heaven.” Then resuming with severity: “To what a point
you permitted yourself to betray at once friendship, religion,
honor, and nature! Oh no, do not imagine it: such a simple res-
titution will never suffice.You are rich, madam; you know the
needs of the poor; you must necessarily add to the sum restored
that of half your fortune, in order to reconcile yourself with ce-
lestial justice... You know it, madam, your faults are very great,
and it is the poor who are our best advocates with God; do not
bargain with your conscience; once you have become the prey
of the demons who await you, you will no longer be able to
implore the Supreme Being, nor obtain for your crimes the
mercy of which they have such great need.” — “You frighten
me, my father!” — “I must do so, madam; in my capacity as me-
diator between heaven and you, I must show you the scourges
suspended above your head; and when do I warn you? At the
moment when you may still avert them: you are lost if you hes-
itate.” Overwhelmed by the tone in which I pronounced these
last words, my devout penitent had a coffer brought at once, the
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riches of which, amounting to eight hundred thousand livres,
more than equalled the value I demanded in asking for half her
fortune. “Take it,” she said to me, shedding floods of tears; “take
it, my father; my debt is paid; pray for my poor soul, and reassure
me, [ beg you.” — “I would wish to do so, madam,” I replied, as
I had the gold and the little girl removed by Clémentia, dressed
as a duenna and whom I had brought as my sister; “yes, [ would
desire with all my heart to dissipate your fears entirely; but can
I do so without deceiving you? You must, I feel, rely upon the
mercy of God; but can your reparation equal the offense? Will
that reparation, which concerns only the wrong you have done
to men, appease an offended God? When one reflects upon the
greatness, the immensity of that Supreme Being, can one flatter
oneself with softening him once one has had the misfortune to
offend him? Learn the character of this terrible God in the his-
tory of his people; see him everywhere jealous, vindictive, im-
placable; and these different modes, which would be vices in
man, become virtues in him. And indeed, perpetually outraged
by his creatures, incessantly envied by the demon, how could he,
without astonishing severity, succeed in manifesting his power?
The distinctive mark of authority is necessarily rigor; tolerance
is the virtue of the weak. Despotism has always indicated power:
they may assure me that God is good; I say that he is just; and
true justice has never agreed with goodness, which, taken in its
proper sense, is only one of the effects of weakness and stupidity.
You have cruelly outraged your Creator, madam; your reparation
falls short of your faults; and I cannot conceal from you that it is
not in my power to shield you from the just punishments you
deserve; I can only implore the Eternal for the repose of your
soul. I shall do so without doubt; but, weak and wretched crea-
ture as you are, can I flatter myself with succeeding? The pun-
ishments you have to fear are dreadful: to burn eternally in the
fires of hell is, I feel it, a horrible penalty, which the imagination
can scarcely conceive without trembling; such, nevertheless, is
your fate, and I see no means of preserving you from it.” Here,
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confess, the disorder of my senses, proportioned to that which I
was causing in my bigot, rose beyond all expression; [ was so
aroused that I could scarcely contain myself; there was even a
moment when I could not refrain from indulging myself. —
“Oh, my father,” said the gentle creature then, without perceiv-
ing my movements, “will you at least grant me absolution?” —
“God forbid!” I replied in a firm and severe tone;“I will not so
far compromise the mediation entrusted to me by heaven; I will
not, by that holy blessing, place the guilty on a level with the
righteous; to demand it—even to dare ask it of me—is a new
crime, for which heaven must inevitably punish you. Farewell,
madam; your strength fails, I see it; summon all that remains to
sustain the cruel moment of your appearance before God—a
moment most terrible, no doubt, when one arrives there only
to hear the sentence that must plunge you into hell.”

Here the unfortunate woman fainted; and I, drunk with lust,
crime and wickedness, thrust my raging cock forward and
plunged it into the arse of my devotee, who, though dying of a
wasting disease, had managed to retain enough charms to still
inspire desire. I must admit, it had been a long time since I had
had such a satisfying release. My deed done, I vanished, taking
with me all the jewellery I could find in the room; and I learnt,
that very evening, that my poor penitent had breathed her timid
last amidst the floods of semen with which I had inundated her
passage. I gave the little girl to the convent, and kept for myself
only the riches, which I was beginning to prefer above all else.

However, at the height of the happiness and tranquil ease my
philosophy allowed me to enjoy, I experienced that sort of in-
constancy—the scourge of the soul and too fatal a attribute of
our unhappy humanity; jaded with everything, no pleasure
could any longer rouse me. I devised horrors and carried them
out in cold blood; in a state where I denied myself nothing,
however costly my schemes of debauchery might be, I under-
took them at once. I had victims of my lust sought out as far
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