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CHAPITRE XVL

End of the orgies. — Dissertation. — How the com-

pany disperses. — Justine’s escape.

The debauched company, gathered the following day for fur-
ther infamies, revelled just as merrily as if the most atrocious of
all cruelties had not been committed the day before. And such
1s the soul of libertines; utterly jaded by any sensation other than
that of their vices, the most culpable indifference either drives
them to new crimes or soon consoles them for the old ones.
Rose and Lili bore, on that day and the two that followed, the
full weight of these monsters’ lusts. As for Gernande, raving over
his sister Marceline, in whom he found the most beautiful arms
in the world, he bled her ten times over those two days, cease-
lessly pressing his mouth to the jets of blood, letting them gush
into his throat, and moistening his insides with them. “It seems
to me,” said Bressac to him, a great advocate of this refinement,
“it seems to me, my uncle, that this is the only way your fantasy
can hold any charm; when one loves blood, one must have one’s
fill of it; only then 1s cannibalism truly realised, and I confess that
cannibalism gives me a hard-on.” Everyone tried this charming
episode; even Dorothée swallowed Marceline’s blood: these hor-
rors were interspersed with outings, during one of which Bres-
sac discovered a fourteen-year-old girl, beautiful as the day itself,
whom he abducted to amuse the company. Nothing was re-
ceived as well as this gift, and there was no sort of depravity,
torture or abuse that was not committed against this unfortunate
girl. One evening, as we were discussing the fortunate chance of
this discovery, Madame de Gernande took it into her head to
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say: “Do you believe, gentlemen, that if the parents of this un-
fortunate girl were as powerful as you, they would not pursue
the infamy with which you have just overwhelmed them? Now,
if their poverty 1s the sole reason for the peace with which they
leave you, are you not scoundrels to abuse it thus?”

“My friend,” said Verneuil to his brother, “if my wife had
dared to offer me such an absurd argument as that, I would have
had her brought to her knees before the company and flogged
until she bled by my footman; but as Madame does not belong
to me, I shall content myself with demolishing her objection.”

“That 1s splendid,” replied the lord of the castle; “but as I do
not claim to be any gentler than my brother, the company will
deem 1t fitting that Madame de Gernande should listen to the
speech about to be delivered to her only 1n a posture of pain; I
therefore sentence her to be on all fours, her bottom high in the
air; two candles, held very close to her arse, will slowly sizzle her
skin during that time.” Cheers rang out; Madame de Gernande
was positioned, and Verneuil began. “Let us first establish, I pray,”
said Verneuil, “as the unshakeable foundations of any system
concerning such matters, that there 1s necessarily, in the inten-
tions of nature, a class of individuals essentially subordinate to
another by virtue of their weakness and their birth: this being
established, if the subject sacrificed by the individual who gives
in to his passions belongs to this weak and feeble class, the sac-
rificer, in this case, has done no more harm than the owner of a
farm who slaughters his pig. Would you doubt my first princi-
ple? Travel the world over; I dare you to find a single people who
have not had a caste that was despised; the Jews formed that of
the Egyptians; the Helots that of the Greeks; the Pariahs that of
the Brahmins; the Negroes that of Europe. Who, I ask you, is the
mortal foolish enough to dare assert, in defiance of the evidence,
that all men are born equal in rights and strength; it was only a
misanthrope like Rousseau who could establish such a paradox,
because, being very weak himself, he preferred to bring down
to his level those to whom he dared not rise; but with what face,
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[ ask you, can the four-foot-two-inch Pygmy hold himself equal
to that model of stature and vigour to whom nature has granted
both the strength and stature of Hercules? Would it not be the
same as saying that the fly 1s equal to the elephant? Strength,
beauty, stature, eloquence—such were the virtues which, at the
dawn of society, conferred authority upon those who governed.
A family, a village, compelled to defend its possessions, would
certainly choose from among its own ranks the individual who
seemed to possess the greatest sum of the qualities we have just
described. This leader, once invested with the authority that had
just been entrusted to him, took slaves from among the weakest
and sacrificed them without mercy at the slightest demand of
his interests or his passions... or even at the whim of those who
had placed him in power. How often, perhaps, was this crueley
necessary to maintain his authoricy? Who doubts that the des-
potism of Rome’s first emperors was not useful to the splendour
of this sovereign of the universe? When societies were estab-
lished, the descendants of these first leaders, accustomed to rul-
ing—even though their strength or moral qualities often no
longer equalled those of their fathers—continued to maintain
authority over their subjects or within their households; and this
is the origin of the nobility, whose roots can be traced back to
nature itself: slaves continued to gather around them, either to
serve them or to maintain, under the orders of this leader, the
greatness and prosperity of the nation; and this master, realising
how essential it had become for him to command respect, both
for his own interest and for the general good, became cruel out
of necessity, ambition, and most often out of debauchery. Such
were the Neros, the Tiberius, the Heliogabals, the Wenceslas, the
Louis XI, etc.; they inherited a power passed down from their
predecessors out of necessity; they abused it on a whim. But
what harm did these abuses cause? Undoubtedly far less than the
curtailment of their powers; for the abuse maintained the em-
pire, whilst claiming a few victims. The abolition of authority
did not spare them, and plunged the people into anarchy. There
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are therefore (and this 1s my point) very few drawbacks to the
strongest abusing their power... there could be no fewer obsta-
cles to them crushing the weakest. Are not all the workings of
nature, moreover, examples of this necessary harm inflicted by
the strong upon the weak? The north wind snaps the reed; the
earth’s internal upheavals topple and destroy the frail dwelling
recklessly built upon it; the eagle devours the wren; we do not
breathe, we do not move a single limb, without destroying
swarms of atoms: Well then! say the fools here who advocate an
impossible equality: we cannot dispute the physical and moral
priority of certain creatures over others; it strikes us, we must
admit; but grant us at least that all beings must be equal in the
eyes of the law; and that 1s certainly something I shall be careful
not to agree to: for how indeed can you expect that he who has
received from nature the most extreme disposition towards
crime—whether because of the superiority of his strength, the
delicacy of his organs, or the education necessitated by his birth
or his wealth— how, I ask, can you expect this individual to be
judged by the same law as one whom everything urges towards
virtue or moderation? Would the law be more just if it punished
these two men alike? Is it natural that he whom everything urges
to do wrong should be treated like him whom everything urges
to behave prudently? There would be in ¢his approach a dreadful
inconsistency, an abominable injustice, which no prudent and
wise nation could ever permit itself. It 1s impossible for the law
to suit all men equally. This moral remedy is like physical reme-
dies. Would you not laugh at the charlatan who, having but one
remedy for all constitutions, would purge the strong man of the
market hall just as he would the delicate young lady with va-
pours? No, no, my friends, the law is made solely for the people;
being both the weakest and the most numerous, they absolutely
require restraints which the powerful man has no need of, and
which cannot suit him in any respect. The essential thing in any
wise government 1s that the people should not encroach upon
the authority of the great; they never do so without a host of
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misfortunes overturning the state and corroding 1t for centuries.
But as long as there 1s, in any nation, no other drawback than
the abuse of the strong’s power over the weak—since the result
1s merely to fasten the people’s chains—this action will become
good rather than bad; and any law that protects it will henceforth
contribute to the state’s glory and prosperity. The feudal system
favoured this way of seeing things; and it was under this system
that France reached the height of its greatness and prosperity...
tollowing the example of Rome, which was never so great as
when despotism was in its final phase. There are countless gov-
ernments in Asia where the powerful can do as they please. ..
where the people alone are in chains. It 15 to act against nature
to seek to diminish the strength of those to whom nature has
bestowed 1t; 1t 15 to serve nature to imitate the models of cruelty
and despotism that she constantly presents to our eyes... than to
use all the means it has placed within us to unleash our energy;
he who refuses to do so 1s a fool who does not deserve the gift
he has received from 1it...” And Verneuil, returning here to the
subject of our discussion, “we are therefore in no wrong, my
friends, to make this creature serve every whim of our lust; we
have taken her, and we are the masters, as soon as nature makes
us the stronger, to do with her whatever we please. Only fools
or women could find this wrong; for these two kinds of individ-
uals, being part of the class of the weak, must necessarily take
their side”

“Well!” said Bressac, electrified by his uncle’s moralising,
“who could fail to be convinced that the law of the strongest 1s
the best of all, the only one that governs the workings of the
world, and that it is at once the cause both of the virtues that
restore disorder and of the crimes that maintain order in every
part of this vast universe?”

Our readers can easily 1imagine that such schemes, in the
minds of the people whose story they are reading, were bound
to exacerbate their misdeeds. Madame de Gernande was con-
demned, despite her agony, to remain in the same position in

6



which those scoundrels had placed her; and it was upon her,
along with the new victim, that all manner of methods of bleed-
ing and every possible form of lewdness to be carried out whilst
the blood was being drawn were perfected. D Esterval claimed
that 1t must be delightful to fuck during that time; he did so. And
the praise he lavished on this new passion encouraged the others
to imitate him. Verneuil said that one must pinch, prick, and mo-
lest the blood-drained creature, all whilst fucking her. They cov-
ered her with bruises; Gernande wanted her to jerk off cocks
with each hand, and for those instruments to be drenched in
blood; another whim that was found delightful. Victor claimed
that one ought to administer enemas, and watch them be ex-
pelled during the bloodletting. La d’Esterval maintained that the
best course of action was to hang her by the hair, whilst the
blood flowed from all four limbs: further outbursts of violence.
So much was done to her, in the end, that the unfortunate child
soon joined Cécile;she was buried beside her, and new atrocities
soon set the imaginations of these cannibals ablaze.

At the end of a dinner where the wildest debauchery had
been indulged in, where minds, in a state of wild frenzy, would
accept no restraints or boundaries, where indecency had been
elevated to a principle, cruelty to a virtue, immorality to a
maxim, atheism to the sole opinion capable of bringing happi-
ness to mankind, and every crime to a system; where the most
depraved lust, having ningled with the excesses of the table, had
driven the madness to the point of sodomising young boys,
without ceasing to drink and eat; where the excrement exhaled
from the bodies of these young boys, their tears, their sweat and
their blood, had been mixed with the food we were gorging
ourselves on; at the end of this infernal feast, Gernande and
Verneuil finally decided that the blood of Cécile, and of the
young woman who had just been sacrificed, was not enough for
the infernal gods, to whom this feast was dedicated, and that one
more vicum was absolutely essential. At this, all the women
shuddered. Our unfortunate Justine, upon whom many eyes
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turned, felt faint when Gernande proposed to the assembly that
the victim should be chosen on the basis of the superiority of
her buttocks; and here 1s the sophism he used to support his
opinion. “The one with the finest arse,” he said, “must neces-
sarily be the one who has made us come the most. Now, the
creature who has most aroused our desires must be the one by
whom we must be most disgusted: it 1s therefore she of whom
we must absolutely rid ourselves...” “No,” said Verneuil; “there
would be partiality; she must be excluded entirely, and let fate
alone decide. Let us consult the God who has already guided us
to such good deeds; once his voice has designated the victim, we
shall have no further regrets...” —“An excellent way to reassure
ourselves,” said d’Esterval, bursting into laughter; “never have
Jesuit dogmas been so refined. Come, our God will soon be re-
stored; let us go and consult him in his temple” The names of
Justine, the ladies of Gernande and Verneuil, Marceline, Laurette
and Rose were written on slips of paper. These six names, placed
in the chalice that had been used for the previous orgies, were
presented by Lili to the effigy of the Eternal One, who, after a
moment’s reflection, put his hand inside and threw out the slip
that came out; Bressac picked it up eagerly; he read the name of
Madame de Gernande... “I would have bet on it,” said the hus-
band coldly; “I have always believed heaven to be just towards
me; [ am delighted that, through such a fair choice, her reputa-
tion 1s preserved. Come now, my dearest friend,” he said, drawing
near to his unfortunate wife; “come now, my love, take heart. Of
all the occasions when one must know how to make up one’s
mind with firmness, this, no doubt, 1s the most important. .. it s
a difficult time to get through... oh! a very difficult one, my
angel... for we shall cause you incredible suffering, that is cer-
tain: but it will end; you will then return peacefully to the bosom
of this nature that loves you so much... and which nevertheless
has in store for you a rather nasty way of reuniting you with it.
Take heart, however, my Love; 1s it not better to die at once than
to continue the tedious course into which my passions were
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driving you? It was a ceaseless flight from torments; they will
come to an end;an eternity of happiness awaits you, your virtues
assure you of it. What grieves me, my child, I repeat to you, 1s
the thorny path... the exceedingly painful path by which you
will reach the delights prepared for you for all eternity” And the
cruel husband might still have been mocking his unfortunate
wife, had the impetuous Verneuil not at that very moment
thrown himself upon the victim, to enjoy her, as he put it, in the
state of crisis and anguish in which she must have been. The
scoundrel fucks her, pounds her with fervour... shamelessly
plucks lustful kisses from a mouth withered by the most bitter
pains, and which now opens only to lamentations and despair...
“Wait,” said Gernande to her brother, urging him not to rush
his ecstasy; it must be whilst enjoying her—you from the front,
Bressac from behind, me in her mouth, d’Esterval and Victor be-
neath her armpits—that all five of us pronounce her torment.
Let us be given what we need to write,” he continues as soon as
he sees his idea fulfilled; “I shall begin by sketching out nine;”
and the scoundrel, with deliberation, does so whilst taking pleas-
ure in his unfortunate wife, whom he contemplates with every
word he writes.Victor does the same; he writes with composure,
upon his aunt’s shoulders, the form of torture to which he des-
tines her, and which seems best suited to his notorious depravity.
The others imitate the method; and, to add the most bizarre
refinements to all these infamies, since Gernande knew of Jus-
tine’s devotion to her mistress, he wants her to be the one to
read out the sentence that has just been pronounced. Alas! The
poor girl barely had the strength to stammer out these barbaric
words; but, as she was threatened with the same death if she did
not obey, and her refusal would have served no purpose, she had
to submit; she read. No sooner had Gernande heard her sentence
than she threw herself at the feet of her tormentors. Ah! It 1s not
in such souls that pity was ever born! They insulted this unfor-
tunate girl, they mocked her, and, to proceed immediately with
her execution, they shut themselves in the drawing room, where
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the horrors previously described had taken place. Everything re-
quired for the planned executions was displayed there with great
pomp.

First, the patient was required to ask aloud for forgiveness
from God and from mankind for the crimes she had committed.
The poor woman, whose mind was already elsewhere, uttered
whatever they demanded. The torments began; each man in-
flicted the punishment he had ordered, and whilst he was doing
so, two individuals, of either sex, were forced to arouse him or
to indulge his lusts. The old women assisted in the tortures.

Verneuil began. Justine and Dorothée attended to him; he
tormented the victim for two hours, and, just as she was experi-
encing a terrible fit, the lecher, whipped by d’Esterval, came 1n
Justine’s arse, which an old woman was plucking at the same
time, to give the patient’s hip movements greater agility.

Victor appeared, accompanied by Laurette and Madame de
Verneuil; that 1s to say, the young pupil was tormenting his aunt
whilst indulging his lustful desires on his mother and sister. Mad-
ame de Verneuil felt a moment of overwhelming horror, which
her son unfortunately sensed. The little monster was then hold-
ing a steel needle, with which he was pricking his aunt’s but-
tocks; he thrusts it into his mother’s nipples, hurling cruel insules
at her. The assembly took up the cause; the matter seemed seri-
ous; the proceedings were halted to judge the guilty party, and,
on the mere accusation of her son, the mother was instantly sen-
tenced to four hundred lashes, to be administered indiscrimi-
nately over her entire body, despite the wounds she had just re-
ceived. The sentence, at the hands of these four barbarians, is
carried out at once;Victor demands that her throat be handed
over to him; and the scoundrel flogs her, whilst Gernande sucks
his cock, and his father sodomises him. They set to work again;
the little scoundrel, aroused, prolongs the torture he inflicts on
his aunt for three hours, and comes twice whilst working her;
once whilst wanking himself; the other whilst sodomising his
mother, whilst his sister licked her arsehole.
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Gernande seizes his wife, stabs her repeatedly with a lancet,
and ejaculates into the mouth of a young lover, driving a final
stab into the right eye of the unfortunate woman.

D’Esterval surpasses all others in his horrors; it 1s Justine’s
cunt that receives his cum; he severely abuses her nipples, spurt-
ing it into her womb.

When the victim arrives at Bressac, she scarcely has the
strength left to suffer. Pale, disfigured—her once-beautiful face,
where grace had formerly reigned, now presents only the most
heartrending 1mage of pain and death. Yet she still has the
strength to throw herself at her husband’s feet, to beg his for-
giveness once more; but Gernande, unyielding, takes pleasure 1n
keeping her in this state of anguish. “Oh, for God’s sake,” he cries
out, “what a pleasure to see a woman 1n such a state! How beau-
tiful pain 1s to behold! Come and wank me, Justine, on your
mistress’s face...” — “My friend,” says Verneuil, “that beautiful
face ought to be whipped...” —“Shit on 1t,” says Victor... “Slap
it,” says d’Esterval... “Coat it in honey and release wasps onto
it,” says Dorothée... “A little patience,” says Gernande, who was
savouring on that charming face all the various degrees of pain
caused by each of these proposals; “it 15 impossible to satisfy us
all. Does everyone wish to do what they have proposed?” ...
“Yes” ... Well then, be content, my friends; I shall grant your
wish.” All these various horrors are carried out; five monsters
rage against this unfortunate creature; and thus, after a very short
life, brought to an end by eleven hours of the most excruciating
torments, this heavenly angel ascends back to heaven, from
whence she had descended only to adorn the earth for a mo-
ment.

Will it be believed? The body of this beautiful woman is
placed in the middle of the table, and around it a most magnifi-
cent supper 1s served. “This 1s how [ like pleasure,” says Verneuil;
“if one who seeks it does not cast off every restraint, he will
never attain it... How delicious it 1s to feast thus upon the crime
one has just commutted!... how good crime 1s; 1t 1s in savouring
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it, in delighting in its consequences... Oh, my friends, to what a
degree ferocity has the power to spur our pleasures!... And vyet,
there she 1s—the one who lived an hour ago... who heard us. ..
who feared us... who implored us... A moment has ended all,
and this creature, so sensitive just an instant ago, 1s now nothing
more than a shapeless mass disorganized by our passions... Oh,
how beautiful and grand are the passions that lead to such ex-
cesses! how majestic their force... how noble and sublime! If 1t
were true that a God existed, would we not be his rivals, in thus
destroying what he had formed? Oh yes, yes, I maintain it—
murder 1s the greatest, the finest, the most delicious of all acts to
which man can abandon himself... Well then, my friends, where
1s that marvelous soul which our excesses have just separated
from this body? By what path has it passed?... what has become
of 1t? Must one not be mad to suppose its existence even for a
moment? Did we not see this soul weaken as we irritated the
organs or destroyed their workings? All this, then, was nothing
but matter; and so [ ask, where can the crime be in deforming a
litlle matter?...”
reasoning so seriously about so important a subject, allow me to
set forth my 1deas on the doctrine of the immortality of the soul,
which for so long has stirred the various schools of philoso-
phy...”
this discussion; I know he 1is capable of examining it thoroughly”

“By going back to the most remote ages,” said Bressac, “we
unfortunately find no defenders of the absurd system of the im-

— “One moment,” says Bressac; “since we are
> Y >

— “Yes, yes,” says Gernande, “let us hear my nephew in

mortality of the soul except among peoples sunk in the grossest
errors. If we examine the causes that may have led to the ac-
ceptance of this dreadful absurdity, we find them in politics, in
fear, and in ignorance; but whatever the origin of this opinion,
the question is whether it is well founded. T greatly fear that,
upon examining it, we shall find 1t just as chimerical as the forms
of worship it authorizes. One must admit that, even in the cen-
turies when this belief seemed most widely accepted, there were
always people wise enough to call it into doubt.
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“It was impossible not to feel how necessary to mankind the
knowledge of this truth had become, and yet none of the gods
their extravagance had erected took care to instruct them in it.
[t seems that this absurdity arose among the Egyptians—that 1s
to say, among the most credulous and superstitious people on
earth. One thing, however, is worth noting: Moses, though edu-
cated 1n those schools, did not say a single word about it to the
Jews; a sufficiently shrewd politician to create other restraints, he
never dared, as 1s known, to employ that one among his peo-
ple—too much stupidity characterized him for him to think of
making use of it. Jesus himself, that model of tricksters and 1m-
postors, that abominable charlatan, had no notion of the immor-
tality of the soul; he expresses himself only as a materialist, and
when he threatens mankind, it is clearly to their bodies that his
words are addressed—he never separates the soul from it.! But it
1s not 1n seeking the origin of this hideous fable that I ought to
engage here; to demonstrate its complete absurdity becomes the
sole object of my work.

“Let us first speak for a moment, my friends, of the causes
that may have produced it. The misfortunes of the world, the
upheavals 1t experienced, and the phenomena of nature were
unquestionably the first; poorly understood and misinterpreted
physics gave rise to the second; politics became the third. The
inability of the human mind to understand itself arises less from
the inexplicability of the enigma than from the way 1t 1s posed.
Ancient prejudices have biased man against his own nature; he
wishes to be what he 15 not; he exhausts himself in efforts to find
himself within an illusory sphere which, even 1f 1t existed, could
never be his. How, under such conditions, could he come to
know himself? Has not the mechanism of instinct in animals

L “If your arm,” says somewhere that insolent buffoon, “is an oc-
casion of scandal to you, cut it off and cast it far from you; for it is
better to enter the kingdom of heaven with one arm less than to be
cast whole into hell.” Is there anything more materialistic than such a
statement?
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been sufficiently demonstrated by the perfect harmony of their
organs alone? Does not experience show us that this instinct in
those same animals weakens in proportion to the deterioration
that occurs in them, whether by accident or by age, and that the
animal 1s ultimately destroyed when the harmony of which 1t
was only the result ceases? How can one be so blind as not to
recognize that what happens in us 1s exactly the same? Does not
what you have just made that woman suffer—whose corpse lies
before your eyes—prove it to you clearly enough? But to com-
plete the identification of these principles within ourselves, we
must first be convinced that nature, though one 1n 1its essence,
nevertheless varies infinitely; next, we must never lose sight of
this axiom of eternal truth: that an effect cannot be superior to
1ts cause; and finally, that all the results of any given motion differ
among themselves, increasing or diminishing in proportion to
the strength or weakness of the force that sets that motion 1n
action.

“With the aid of these principles, you will stride rapidly
across the field of sentient nature. By means of the first, you will
discover the unity it proclaims: everywhere in the animal king-
dom there 15 blood, bones, flesh, muscles, nerves, viscera, move-
ment, and instinct.

“By means of the second, you will account for the differences
found among the various living beings in nature; you will not
compare man to the tortoise, nor the horse to the gnat, but you
will form for yourself a graded scheme of diversity, in which
each animal holds the rank that suits it. The examination of spe-
cies will convince you that the essence 1s everywhere the same,
and that differences concern only modes. From this you will
conclude that man is no more superior to the matter that pro-
duces him than the horse is superior to the matter that produces
it; and that if there 1s any superiority between these two species,
man and horse, 1t lies only 1n their modifications or forms.”
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“By the third principle—which states that the results of any
motion differ among themselves and increase or diminish ac-
cording to the strength or weakness of the forces that set that
motion 1n action—ryou will be persuaded, I say, that there 1s
nothing marvelous 1n the construction of man when he 1s com-
pared with the animal species inferior to him; however one ap-
proaches the matter, one sees nothing but matter in all beings
that exist. “What!” you will say, ‘are man and the tortoise the same
thing?” No, certainly—their form 1s different; but the cause of
the motion that constitutes both is most assuredly the same
thing: * ‘Suspend a pendulum from this ceiling by a string; set it
in motion; the first arc that this pendulum describes will have all
the extent permitted by the length of the string, the second will
have less, the third less still, and so on, untl at last the pendulum’s
motion 1s reduced to a simple vibration, which will end in com-
plete rest”

“From this experiment, I say to myself: man 1s the result of
the most extensive motion, while the tortoise 1s only the resule
of a mere vibration; yet the coarsest matter was the cause of both
alike?

“The supporters of the immortality of the soul, in order to
explain the phenomenon of man, endow him with an unknown
substance; we materialists, far more reasonable no doubt, con-
sider his qualities only as the result of his organization. Supposi-
tions cut through many difficulties—we admit it—but they do

2 We do not conceal that we have borrowed this learned compar-
ison from a man of great wit; for that reason we distinguish it from the
text by quotation marks. We shall use this method wherever we allow
ourselves to add the ideas of others to our own.

> This will suit very well, the friends of the ridiculous system of
divinity will say here; but then you admit a cause for motion. And
what is that cause, if not God? What a wretched syllogism! No, I admit
no cause for the motion of matter; it contains within itself the principle
of'its motive force; it is always in motion, and it is this perpetual mo-
tion—well recognized within it—that plays the role of the agent I
employ in the comparison I adopt.
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not resolve questions. Advancing toward the goal by a much
more direct path, [ offer you only proofs; what 1s noteworthy 1s
that none of these half-philosophers agree on the nature of the
immaterial substance they assume—the contradiction of their
views would indeed, it must be admitted, be one of the strongest
arguments one could use against them; but disdaining to rely on
it, I prefer instead to examine the question that makes the soul
a created substance.

“A thousand pardons, my friends, if in the course of this dis-
sertation | find myself compelled for a moment to admit that
chimerical being known as GOD.You do me, I hope, enough
justice to be well convinced that, atheism being the most sacred
of my principles, I resort to such suppositions only out of ne-
cessity and only temporarily; but since all errors are linked to-
gether in the minds of those who accept them, one 1s often
obliged to rebuild one 1n order to combat and dispel another. I
ask, then, on the basis of this hypothesis admitting a God, where
could this God have found the essence of the soul? ‘He created
1t; you will say. But 1s such a creation possible? If God alone
existed, he would occupy everything, except the absurdity of
nothingness. God, wearied of nothingness, 1s said to have created
matter—that is, he gave being to nothingness; thus everything is
now occupied: two beings fill all space, God and matter. If these
two beings fill everything, if they constitute the whole, there 1s
no longer any room for new creations; for it is impossible that a
thing both be and not be at the same time. Mind then fills all
metaphysical void, while matter physically fills all sensible void,
therefore there 1s no longer any place for beings of new creation,
however one might reduce their existence. At this point, re-
course 15 had to God, and it 1s said that this God receives these
new productions within himself; but if God could lodge within
the spiritual sphere of his infinite spirituality new substances of
the same nature, it clearly follows that he was not of a complete
and perfect infinity, since he has admitted additions; for infinity
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excludes all limits, and a being that excludes all limits cannot
admit of additions.

“If it 1s said that God, by his omnipotence, has contracted his
infinite essence in order to make room for newly created sub-
stances, I reply that he 1s no longer infinite; for in contracting
himself, the side on which this occurred would reveal a limat.

“Even if God could receive newly created substances within
his sphere, 1t remains certain that this sphere would experience
a void each time a substance departs from it to enter the sphere
of matter and animate a body.

“This void could persist forever; for, according to the sup-
porters of this absurdity, souls condemned to punishment will
never leave hell.

“If God continually fills the void caused by the absence of a
soul, then his own substance must undergo a retroactive effect
when some of these souls return to his sphere—which 1s absurd,
for a complete nfinity such as your God, whose parts are them-
selves infinite, can neither contract nor expand.

“If the void caused by the absence of a soul 1s not filled, then
1t 15 nothingness; for every space must contain either spirit or
matter. Now, God cannot fill this void either with his own sub-
stance or with portions of matter, since God cannot contain
matter; therefore there is nothingness within the divinity.

“At this point our adversaries adopt a milder tone: when we
say, they claim, that God created the human soul, we merely
mean that he formed it; one must admit that this change of terms
does not greatly alter the dispute.”

“If God has formed the human soul, he must have formed it
from some essence; it 1s either from spirit or from matter that he
has drawn it.

“It cannot have been from spirit, because there is only one,
which 1s the infinite, or God himself; now everyone senses that
1t 1s absurd to suppose the soul to be a portion of the divinity. It
1s contradictory to render worship to oneself; yet that 15 what
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would occur 1f the soul were a portion of God. It 1s no less con-
tradictory that a substance should eternally punish a portion de-
tached from itself; in short, under this hypothesis, do not speak
to me of hell or of paradise, for it would be absurd that God
should punish or reward a substance emanating from himself.

“God has therefore formed the soul from matter, since there
1s only matter and spirit. But if the soul has been formed from
matter, it cannot be immortal; God, if you will, may have spirit-
ualized, rendered matter diaphanous to the point of impalpabil-
ity, but he cannot make it immortal; for whatever has had a be-
ginning must assuredly have an end.

“Even the deists themselves can conceive of God’s immor-
tality only through his infinity, and he 1s infinite only because he
excludes all limit.

“Matter, even when spiritualized, is no less divisible, because
divisibility 1s essential to matter, and spiritualization does not
change the essence of things; now what 1s divisible 15 subject to
alteration, and what 1s susceptible to alteration 1s not permanent,
still less immortal.

“Qur adversaries, driven to the wall by all these objections,
fall back upon the omnipotence of God: it suffices for us, they
say, to be persuaded that we are endowed with a spiritual and
immortal soul; it matters little to us to know how and when it
was created. What 1s certain, they add, 1s that by its faculties one
cannot judge it to be of any substance other than that which 1s
attributed to angelic spirits.

“To have constant recourse to omnipotence, as the theists
do—is that not to open the door to every abuse? s it not to
introduce a universal Pyrrhonism into all the sciences? For if
omnipotence acts contrary to the laws it is itself supposed to
have established, I can never be certain that a circle 1s not a tri-
angle, since it could make the figure before my eyes be both at
once.

“The sounder portion of the deists, sensing how repugnant
it was to reason to suppose the soul a substance similar to that
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of their God, have not hesitated to say that it 1s a substance, an
entelechy of a particular form, drawn from I know not where;
and when 1t was objected to them that, apart from God—who,
by reason of his infinity, excluding all limit, has no form—eve-
rything else in nature must have a figure and consequently an
extension, they readily admitted that the human soul has exten-
sion, parts, local motion, etc. But enough of arguing against our
adversaries: they grant us, as we see, that the soul has extension,
that 1t 1s divisible, that 1t has parts; this 1s sufficient to lead us to
believe that even those who uphold its immortality are not
firmly convinced of its spirituality, and that this opinion 1s un-
tenable—it 1s time to convince you of it.

“Whoever says a spiritual substance says an active, penetrating
being, such that, within the body it penetrates, no trace of its
passage 1s perceived; our soul would be such under this hypoth-
esis: 1t sees without looking, hears without lending an ear, moves
us without moving itself. Now, such a being cannot exist with-
out overturning the social order.

“To prove this, I ask: in what manner do souls see? Some
have answered that souls see everything in the divinity, as in a
mirror in which objects are reflected; others have said that
knowledge 1s as natural to them as the other qualities with which
they are endowed. If the first of these opinions is absurd, one
may assert that the second 1s at least as much so; indeed, 1s it not
impossible to understand how a soul could know, within a gen-
eral category, all the particularities it contains and all the condi-
tions of those particularities? Suppose the soul endowed with
knowledge of good and evil in general; that knowledge would
not suffice for it to pursue the one and avoid the other: for a
being to determine itself consistently toward such avoidance or
pursuit, it must know the particular instances of good and evil
contained within these two general categories. The supporters
of Scotus’s system maintained that the human soul did not pos-
sess 1n 1itself the power of seeing, that it had not been given at
the moment of its creation, and that it received its properties
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only on the occasions when circumstances required it to make
use of them.

“Under the preceding supposition, the soul—which pos-
sesses an innate knowledge of evil in general—is an impotent
substance, for it foresees the evil to come and does not avert it;
matter then becomes the agent and the soul the patient, which
1s absurd. From Scotus’s view it follows that man can foresee
nothing, which 1s false; if man were truly reduced to that state,
his condition would be far inferior to that of the ant, whose
foresight 1s remarkable. To say that God impresses knowledge
upon the soul as it needs to exercise its faculties is to make your
God the author of all crimes; and I ask whether such conse-
quences would not revolt even the most steadfast adherents of
that God. Thus the defenders of an immortal and spiritual soul
are reduced to silence on the question of how and by what
means this soul sees and knows things; yet they do not abandon
the field, and say that the human soul sees and knows things in
the same manner as other subtle or spiritual substances of like
nature—which, as one can see, amounts to saying nothing at all.

“In defending a false opinion, difficulties arise anew just as
one seems to overcome them. If the human soul does not have
the faculty of penetrating present objects, nor that of represent-
ing absent ones unknown to it and forming true ideas of them
by which it might judge their inner dispositions; if it can receive
impressions only through the sensible presence of objects, and
can judge their qualities only by the outward signs that charac-
terize them, then its intellect has no more subtlety or properties
than the instinct of animals, which seek or avoid certain objects
according to the movements produced in them by the unchang-
ing laws of sympathy or antipathy. If this is so—as everything
proves to us, as it is impossible to doubt—what folly it is for men
to suppose themselves composed of two distinct substances,
while the animals they regard as mere material machines are en-
dowed, according to the place they occupy m the chain of be-
ings, with all the faculties observed in the human species. A little
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less vanity and a few moments of reflection upon himself would
suffice for man to convince himself that he possesses nothing
more than other animals except what suits his species within the
order of things, and that a property indispensable to the being
to which it 1s attached 1s not the gratuitous gift of some fanciful
creator, but one of the essential conditions of that being, without
which it would not be what it 1s.

“Let us therefore renounce the ridiculous system of the 1m-
mortality of the soul, destined to be as constantly despised as that
of the existence of a God—equally false, equally absurd; let us,
with the same courage, abjure both of these fables, fruits of fear,
ignorance, and superstition. These dreadful chimeras are no
longer made to 1mpose upon people such as ourselves; let the
lowest populace feed upon them as long as it wishes, but its prej-
udices, like its morals, must not bind us for a single instant. Let
1t console 1tself for its musery with a chimerical future... As for
us—happy 1n the present, untroubled by what follows, loving
only ourselves and referring everything to ourselves—the most
piquant, the most sensual pleasures alone are worthy to fix our
hearts; to them alone must be directed our devotions, our only
homage. A thousand times accursed be the frightful impostor
who first thought to poison mankind with such infamies; even
the most terrible punishment would still have been too mild for
him. Ah! would that the same fate might be reserved for all those
who proclaim or follow such detestable errors.”

“I know of nothing,” said Verneuil, “that puts one more at
ease than these systems; for it is quite certain that, according to
them, since we are no longer masters of any of the actions of our
lives, we need neither fear nor repent any of them.” — “And
who fears,” said Dorothée, “who can repent?” — “Weak minds,”
replied Verneuil, “people who, not yet sufficiently familiar with
the true principles my nephew has just established, still retain,
despite themselves, the foolish prejudices of their childhood.” —
“And that 15 why,” said Bressac, “I never cease to say that the
seeds of these absurd prejudices cannot be stifled too early; 1t 1s
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the foremost duty of parents, of instructors, of all those to whom
youth 1s entrusted, and [ consider a dishonest man anyone in that
class who does not regard it as his first concern to extinguish
them.” — “It 1s to the most false notions of morality that, in my
view, all religious imbecilities are due,” said Gernande. —*“Quite
the contrary,” replied Bressac; “religious ideas were the fruits of
fear and hope, and it was to foster and serve them that man ar-
ranged his morality according to the imagined goodness of his
absurd God.” — “TFaith,” said Gernande, raising a glass of cham-
pagne, “whether one gave rise to the other or the latter produced
the former, [ have for both the deepest horror, and my immo-
rality, founded upon my atheism, will make me mock and ridi-
cule social bonds with as much charm and energy as I destroy
religion” — “That is how one must think,” said Verneual; “all
these human absurdities can only bind fools, and people of wit
such as ourselves must despise them forever” — “We must go
further,” said d’Esterval; “we must confront them head-on; all
the actions of our lives must have as their aim the violation of
morality and the pulverizing of religion: it 1s only upon the ruins
of these two chimeras that we must establish our happiness in
this world.” — “Yes,” said Bressac; “but I know of no crime that
fully satisfies the degree of horror I feel for morality—none that
destroys, as I would wish, all religious superstitions. What are all
the things we do? There 1s nothing but the commonplace in
them: all our petty immoral offenses amount to a few sodomies,
a few rapes, a few acts of incest, a few murders; our petty reli-
gious crimes to a few blasphemies. .. Is there one among us here
who can say he 1s sufficiently delighted by such trifles?” — “No,
certainly,” replied d’Esterval’s impassioned wife; “I perhaps suffer
even more than you from the mediocrity of the crimes nature
allows me: in all that we do, it is only idols and creatures that are
offended; but nature i1s not—and it 1s she I would wish to out-
rage. | would like to disturb her designs, thwart her course, arrest
the motion of the stars, overturn the globes that float in space,
destroy what serves her, protect what harms her, build up what
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offends her, insult her, in a word, in her works, suspend all her
great effects—and [ cannot succeed.” — “That proves there are
no crimes,” said Bressac; “the word would apply only to the ac-
tions Dorothée sets forth, and you see they are impossible; let us
take our revenge upon what 1s offered to us, and multiply our
horrors, since we cannot improve them.”

The conversation had reached this point when everyone no-
ticed a convulsive movement in Madame de Gernande’s corpse;
Victor was so frightened that he lost control of himself, but Bres-
sac immediately held him back: “Do you not see, you little im-
becile,” he said, “that what 1s happening there is precisely the
clear proof of what I just advanced concerning the necessity of
motion in matter? You see, my friends, that no soul 1s needed to
set a mass 1n motion. It 1s through a series of movements like
these that this corpse will decompose... and at the same time
generate other bodies that will have no more souls than it.*
Come, let us proceed, my friends,” continued Bressac, “yes, let us
continue; let this phenomenon of nature—one of the simplest
expressions of its motive force—take nothing away from our
pleasures. The more nature unfolds itself to us, the more we must
affront 1t; it 1s only by challenging it that one discerns it: it 1s
known only through such affronts” d’Esterval seizes Madame de
Verneuil, who for some time has seemed to occupy him greatly;
Verneul in turn repays d’Esterval in kind. — “One moment,”
said Gernande; “before pointing out the delightful enjoyment
you seem to be forgetting, I must first relieve myself”” — “Do

* As soon as a body appears to have lost motion through its passage
from the state of life to that which is improperly called death, it tends,
from that very moment, toward dissolution; now dissolution is a very
great state of motion. There is therefore no instant in which the animal
body is at rest; it never truly dies, and because it no longer exists for
us, we believe it no longer exists at all—there lies the error. Bodies are
transformed. .. they are metamorphosed; but they are never in a state
of inertia. Such a state is absolutely impossible for matter, whether
organized or not. Let these truths be well weighed, and one will see
where they lead, and what a blow they deal to human morality.
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not withdraw for that, my uncle,” said Bressac; “we are told that
such acts are passions—indulge them before us” — “Do you
truly wish to see this?” replied Gernande. — “Yes, yes,” answered
d’Esterval; “everything connected with libertine excess 1s sub-
lime, and we must miss no lesson.” — “You shall be satisfied,”
said Gernande, turning toward the spectators. What followed was
a display of excess characteristic of this libertine: attendants sur-
rounded him, assisting and observing the act, praising it extrav-
agantly as it occurred; once it was finished, they continued their
attentions in turn, lingering over every detail as part of their rit-
ual”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” said Bressac, still sodomising Victor,
whilst fondling the buttocks of his pretey lictle sister Cécile;
“Bloody hell, lads, I've never seen anyone shite so lecherously. ..
truth be told, I'm going to pick up the same habit” Come now,
Uncle, tell us then what 1s this pleasure you claim to have for-
gotten? — “You'll see”, said Gernande, seizing Justine and hav-
ing John and Constant bind her, belly to belly, on top of his
wife’s corpse; “I shall, in this state,” he said, “sodomise the maid,
pressed against her mustress. You must admit,” he continued as he
set about 1t, “that this detail had escaped your notice” Everyone
applauded the idea, and everyone wanted to try it as soon as
Gernande had finished. But the unfortunate Justine was so re-
pulsed by this horror that her features contorted and she fainted.
“Well then!” says Bressac, who was sodomising her at the time,
“there’ll be two dead women instead of one; there’s no great

harm in that” — “We must whip her,” said Verneuil, “pinch her
vigorously; rest assured that this 1s the only way to restore vigour
to the organs.” — “It would be better to reach the nerves and

prick them, if possible,” said d’Esterval, who was fondling
Cécile’s buttocks whilst a young lover was wanking him. “We
must try everything, starting with the simplest,” said Verneuil,
who was already beginning to whip the victim, whilst sodomis-
ing Dorothée, whose little Rose was sucking her clitoris; “if the
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first methods fail, we shall move straight on to the second.” For-
tunately, they proved unnecessary: Justine, mercilessly flogged,
opened her eyes again, and 1t was, alas! only to find herself cov-
ered 1n blood. “Oh! Good God!” she cried, showering her mis-
tress’s lifeless face—against which her own was pressed—with
tears, “Oh Heaven! shall T therefore always be an object of sor-
row and scandal? Hasten to end my days, Supreme Being; I love
death a hundred times more than the horrible life I lead.” The
plea provoked only bursts of laughter, and the debauchery con-
tinued.

Here d’Esterval, emerging from Madame de Verneuil’s arse—
which he had just been fucking for a while—approaches the
husband and asks him why on earth he wouldn’t bring his wife
together with his sister-in-law? — “Ah, ah!” says Verneuil, whilst
sodomising the wife of the man who’s questioning him, “does
that 1dea give you a hard-on?” — “You can see for yourself,”
replied d’Esterval, pointing to his member pointing skywards; “I
assure you that the torment of this slut would excite me 1m-
mensely. She 1s incredibly arousing when she cries; and [ would
like,” continued the libertine, wanking himself, “to make her
shed some real tears” — “Well then, my friend,” said Verneuil, I
agree; but here are the two conditions I set. The first is that, in
killing my wife, you shall cede yours to me—a woman I love
dearly and wish to make my own.” — “Agreed,” cried d’Esterval
and Dorothée at once. “The second clause,” continued Verneuil,
“is that the torment you prepare for my worthy companion
must be appalling... that it be carried out in a room extremely
close to the one where, at that very moment, [ shall be fucking
yours, so that [ may come to the sound of your victim’s screams.”
—“T agree to all that,” said d’Esterval; “but I also demand a con-
dition of my own: I need a wife; I ask for Cécile; it will be a
delight for me to marry the daughter, her hands still stained with
her mother’s blood.” — “Oh! Father,” cried Cécile, shuddering
at this dreadful 1dea, “could you consent to sacrifice me in this
way?” — “Certainly,” said Verneuil, “and the repugnance you
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show seals the deal... I'll sign it. D Esterval, you have my word,
please bring this little girl up a bit””— “Oh, by Jove,” said Bressac,
“where better for her to become accustomed to murder than in
a house where people are killed every day?”— “Well then,” con-
tinued Bressac, “I demand the bribe for the deal. What 1s 1¢2” —
“I beg you, Uncle, to give me your son Victor; [ am madly in
love with this young man; entrust him to me for two or three
years, until | have been able to perfect his education.”” — “He
could not be 1n better hands,” said Vemeuil; “may he take after
you, my friend; that is the happiest wish I could make for him.
Correct his weaknesses above all; initiate him into our principles;

automatise his soul, and make him detest women.” — “He could
not be 1n a better position for all these things,” said Justine; “the
poor child! What a pity! How I pity him! And...” — “I am far

from saying the same,” Dorothée interrupted her sharply; “Mon-
sieur de Bressac 1s perhaps the best tutor I know; if [ had ten
children, I would entrust them all to him at once.”

“In truth, my friends,” said Gernande,“I am very well pleased
to see you all so advantageously provided for; it seems to me
that, 1n all this, I alone have been forgotten.” — “No,” replied
Verneuil; “I had meant to take Justine from you, but I leave her
to you; do not complain of the share—it is worth all of ours;
there is not in society a girl more beautiful, more gentle, or more
virtuous than she.You spoke to me of a new marriage; Justine,
well versed in the conduct to be observed with your wives, be-
comes in truth most valuable to you; I renounce all my designs
upon her: you see, my brother, that you will not be alone” —
“So then, you are all leaving me?” said Gernande. — “Oh vyes,
tomorrow; such 1s our intention,” said d'Esterval. — “It must be
s0,” resumed Gernande;“come, I shall make haste to take another
wife, that we may soon be reunited for some new orgies.”

They withdrew. D Esterval, assisted by John and one of the
old women, led Madame de Verneuil into a safe room, separated
from de Verneuil’s only by the thinnest of partitions. As he left,
her ferocious husband shoved it up her arse for a few moments;
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she wept; and d’Esterval, who had no desire to spare her, had a
surprisingly stiff’ cock. Verneuil took Marceline and Dorothée;
Cécile, Rose, Justine and two young lads fell to Gernande’s lot.
The scene that unfolded was horrific. Bressac and Victor had
secretly made their way into d’Esterval’s home; and the pleasure
derived by d’Esterval and his friend Bressac was to have the
mother tortured by her own child. We know enough of this little
monster’s character to be certain of the pleasure this scene gave
him, and of the zeal with which he played his part. Bressac and
d’Esterval took turns sodomising him without ceasing, whilst he
carried out the tortures they had ordered. For several hours,
Verneuil was kept in the dark as to his son’s part in this horror.
We shall soon see how he learnt of it: let us first speak of the
peculiar cap with which the victim had been crowned. As it was
known that Verneuil’s lust would be aroused only by the cries he
was about to hear his wife utter, his head had been fitted with a
horned helmet, designed so that the cries wrung from him by
the torments he was subjected to resembled the bellowing of an
ox. “Oh! Christ, what 1s this?” said Verneuil, hearing this music
and throwing himself upon d’Esterval... “It 1s impossible to hear
anything more delightful... what on earth are they doing to her
to make her bellow like that?” At last, the cries subsided, and in
their place one heard those of d’Esterval’s climax, which were
usually very expressive. “He’s finished,” said Verneuil, simultane-
ously shooting his load into Dorothée’s arse... “Now I'm a wid-
ower.” — “I believe 50,” said d’Esterval’s lovely wife, whom Mar-
celine was jerking off at the time; “but we're left with the painful
regret of not having seen 1t.” — “Perhaps I would have had less
pleasure,” said Verneuil; “the naked scene would have offered me
only things... that I know by heart... by leaving everything to
my imagination, it has aroused me far more...” — “Oh! my
friend,” said Verneuil’s new companion, “what you say there 1s
delightful; I adore your wit, and [ believe we shall do some very
daring things together,” — “Yes,” said Verneuil, “always on con-
dition that I pay you... that I shower you with gold; perhaps,
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without that clause, you would see me feel nothing more for
you... And you know, my dear, that this money must still be
spent on infamies: you will have to inflame my imagination with
tales of the women you have paid for with this money; the more
hideous they are, the more new funds you will recetve” — “Oh!
for heaven’s sake”, replied Dorothée, “since this 1s the one epi-
sode, of all those you demand of me, that pleases me most, how
could I refuse? Money 1s made only to procure pleasures.” — 1
regard it only as the instrument of all crimes and all passions,”
said Verneuil, “and if I had the musfortune to run out of 1t, I
confess there would be no means I would not use to procure 1t.”
— “What! You would steal?” — “Oh! I would do worse” —
“Ah! I can see it,Verneuil, your head’s getting hot; you need to
lose some cum again, — Let’s get up to some new follies, my
angel... go into your husband’s bedroom, [ can still hear him
fucking away, persuade him to let John fuck you on my wife’s
corpse... so I can hear you both cum... John and you.You'll
come back dripping with cum and covered in my wife’s blood;
I'll fuck you in the arse in that state, and I can feel that this
fantasy will give me the greatest pleasure... But listen... listen
to a formality that must be observed whilst you're doing this. ..
you see, Dorothée, I'm getting hard just telling you all this; whilst
you're swooning, [ say, beneath John’s vigorous member, you’ll
scream at me, as long as you have the strength... ‘Verneuil...
Verneuil, you are a widower and a cuckold; my husband has just
murdered your wife... and I am defiling you... Yes, my angel,
yes, you shall shout these words at me with all your might, and
you shall see, when you return, the state into which such words
will have put me...” — “Oh, Vernewl! What an imagination!
cried Dorothée as she prepared to obey... “Oh! My dear
Verneuil, what a mind! — It is rotten. .. putrid, I agree; but what
can you do, my dear? If debauchery has ruined me, it is their
madness that must save me.”
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Imagine Dorothée’s astonishment when she realised that
Bressac and Victor had just been accomplices in the crime com-
mitted right beside her! She was signalled not to say a word; but,
instead of John, it was Victor who put the gun to her back; and,
just as he fired, the little scoundrel began to shout: “It’s me, Fa-
ther... it’s me who killed your wife, and 1t’s me who’s made a
cuckold of you."Verneuil could not bear it; he rushed into d’Es-
terval’s room, hard as a rock: they showed him his wife’s body, or
rather the bloody shreds of that unfortunate woman, who had
breathed her last in torments too horrific to describe. Verneuil
sodomised his son, who, as we have just said, was fucking Doro-
thée; Bressac fucks his uncle; John sodomises Bressac; Marceline
whips... and encourages all the participants in this furious orgy,
which slows only to take on new forms, and to continue until
the rising of the star that was finally to illuminate the parting of
these scoundrels.”

One ecasily imagines that this parting took place only amid
the most fervent promises to meet again soon; each swore it, and
departed escorted by the new companions he was taking with
him.

Gernande, for his part, went to spend a few days at the cha-
teau of the woman he coveted, and soon brought her back to
his own. Madame de Volmire did not accompany her daughter;
consumed by gout and rheumatism, she could no longer leave
her chair, so that Gernande, once in possession of the young
woman, quickly contrived to isolate her as he had the other. In-
stead of madness, they spoke of epilepsy; the young countess, it
was said, needed to be kept under constant watch, and had not
amoment’s calm. The mother of this unfortunate girl, of modest

®> “One expresses things better by suppressing them,” writes Julien
Oftray de La Mettrie somewhere; “one excites desire by pricking the
curiosity of the mind with an object partly veiled, which one does not
yet discern, and which one wishes to have the honour of divining.”
Such are the reasons for the veil we cast over the scenes we do no
more than announce.
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means and enriched by Gernande, dared not verify anything;
opinion prevailed, it was controlled with money, and the liber-
tine, left in peace, soon enjoyed with this new victim the same
pleasures that had delighted him with the former.

[t was 1n the interval of these new ties that Justine conceived
the 1dea of flight; and she would certainly have carried it out at
once, had she not glimpsed the hope of being happier with this
second mistress than with the one whose loss the cruelty of these
monsters had just inflicted upon her. Mademoiselle de Volmure,
nineteen years of age, even more beautiful and more delicate
than her predecessor, so moved Justine that she resolved to save
her, whatever the dangers might be. For some six months the
perfidious Gernande had been bending this gentle and charming
girl to his infamous caprices; the season was about to bring back
the whole infernal band, and with it the same atrocities. Justine
hesitated no longer; she opened her heart to her young mus-
tress... and expressed, with such frankness, her desire to break
her chains, that the latter placed in her entire confidence.

The plan was to inform the mother and reveal to her the
count’s atrocities; Mademoiselle de Volmire did not doubt that
the woman who had given her life, however afflicted she might
be, would hasten at once to deliver her; but how was it to be
accomplished? They were so carefully watched. Accustomed to
scaling walls, Justine measured with her eye those of the terrace;
they were scarcely thirty feet high. No outer enclosure appeared
to her; she believed she would be upon the road through the
wood as soon as she had cleared the walls; Mademoiselle de Vol-
mire, having arrived by night, could not correct her impression,
and during Gernande’s absence Justine, guarded by the old
women, had been unable to acquire any knowledge of the place.
Our brave and sincere friend therefore resolved to attempt the
descent;Volmire wrote to her mother in the manner most likely
to move her and determine her to come to the aid of so unhappy
a daughter; Justine placed the letter in her bosom, embraced that
dear and engaging woman, and then, with the help of her sheets,
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let herself shide down to the base of the fortress. What became
of her, great God! when she discovered that she was far from
being outside the enclosure, and that she was only 1n a park sur-
rounded by the highest walls, whose existence had been con-
cealed from her by the thickness and abundance of the trees;
those walls, thirty feet high and three feet thick, were lined along
their crest with glass... What was she to do? Day was about to
overtake her in this perplexity. What would be thought of her,
found in a place where she could not reasonably be, except by
supposing a proven design of escape? Could she escape the
count’s fury? What likelihood that this ogre would spare her!. ..
He would glut himself with her blood; she knew it—that was
the threatened punishment... Return was impossible; Volmire
had at once withdrawn the sheets; to knock at the doors would
have been to betray herself still more surely. Little was wanting
for our poor Justine’s reason to give way entirely then, and for
her to yield to the violent effects of her despair. Had she dis-
cerned any pity in her master’s soul, hope might perhaps for a
moment have deceived her; but a tyrant, a barbarian, a man who
detested women, and who had long sought an opportunity to
sacrifice her herself, by making her lose her blood drop by drop,
in order to see how many hours she would take to die under
such a torment! What means had she of escaping her fate? Not
knowing what to do, finding danger everywhere, she cast herself
at the foot of a tree, resigning herself in silence to the will of
Heaven. Day at last appeared: the first object that struck her was
the count himself; he had gone out to lie in wait for litde boys
whom he tacitly allowed to come gather branches in his park, in
order to have the pleasure of catching them in the act and flog-
ging them to the blood by way of punishment; one such expe-
dition presented itself; he carried it out; he tore the flesh of the
poor child’s arse and pursued him with blows of his cane, when
his eyes fell upon Justine; he thought he saw a spectre... he drew
back. Courage is rarely the virtue of traitors. Justine rose tremi-
bling; she flung herself at his knees. “What are you doing there?”
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said this anthropophagus harshly. — “Oh, sir, punish me; [ am
guilty, and have nothing to say in my defense...” The unfortu-
nate girl... she had, alas, forgotten to tear up her mistress’s letter.
Gernande suspected her; he demanded it, caught sight of the
fatal writing, seized it, devoured 1t with his eyes, and ordered
Justine to follow him.

They reentered the chateau by a concealed stair that led be-
neath the vaults; the deepest silence reigned there. After several
turns, the count opened a dungeon and flung Justine into it.
“Imprudent girl,” he said, “I warned you that the crime you have
just committed 1s punishable by death; prepare yourself, then, to
undergo this just punishment: tomorrow, after dinner, [ shall
come to dispatch you.” The poor creature again threw herself at
the knees of this barbarian; but, seizing her by the hair, the cruel
man dragged her along the ground, forced her thus to make two
or three circuits of the cell, and ended by hurling her against the
walls so violently as almost to crush her. “You would deserve
that [ open your four veins this instant,” he added, as he closed
the door; “and if I delay your punishment, be sure it 1s only to
render 1t more prolonged and more horrible still”

One cannot picture the night Justine passed; the torments of
her mind, joined to the many bruises inflicted by Gernande’s
treatment, made that night one of the most dreadful of her life.

One must have been unhappy oneself to imagine the anguish
of an unfortunate creature who awaits his punishment at every
hour... from whom all hope has been taken, and who does not
know whether the moment in which he breathes may not be
the last of his life. Uncertain of the nature of the sufferings that
await him, he pictures them to himself in a thousand forms, each
more horrible than the last. The slightest sound seems to him
that of his executioners; his blood runs cold; his heart stands still;
and the sword that 1s to end his days 1s less dreadful to him than
the moment that threatens him.

It 1s likely that the count began by taking vengeance upon
his wife; the event that saved Justine at least leads us to suppose

32



as much. For thirty-six hours our heroine had remained in the
state we have just described, without any relief being brought to
her, when the doors were opened and Gernande at last appeared.
He was alone; fury blazed in his eyes.

“You know the death that awaits you,” he said to Justine;
“that corrupt blood must be drawn off little by little; you shall
be bled three times a day—I have told you so—it is an experi-
ment [ burn to make; I thank you for having provided me with
the means” And the monster, attending for the moment to no
passion but his vengeance, took one of Justine’s arms, pricked it,
and bound up the wound after the loss of three small basins of
blood. He had scarcely finished when cries were heard. “Sir, sir,”
said one of the old women, running in, “come at once; madam
1s dying, she wishes to speak to you before she breathes her last”;
and the messenger hurried back to her mustress.

However accustomed one may be to crime, it 1s rare that the
news of its accomplishment does not strike terror into the one
who has just committed it. That terror for a moment restores
virtue to rights of which crime soon again deprives it. Gernande
goes out distracted and forgets to close the doors. Justine seizes
the opportunity; however weakened she may be by a fast of
nearly forty hours and by heavy bloodletting, she darts from her
dungeon, crosses the courtyards, and finds herself upon the open
road without being perceived by anyone... “Let us go on,” she
says to herself, “let us go on with courage: if the strong despises
the weak, there 1s a powerful God who protects the latter and
never abandons him.”®

Filled with these consoling yet chimerical ideas, Justine
pressed on with ardor, and by nightfall found herself in a cottage
more than six leagues from the chateau.

Believing her mistress dead, and no longer having the letter
on which the mother’s address had been written, Justine aban-
doned all hope of being of use to the young Volmire, and set out

¢ Could Justine—so constantly abandoned by that God—reason
thus?
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the very next morning, likewise renouncing all plans of com-
plaint, whether old or new, and thinking only of making her way
to Lyon, where she arrived on the eighth day, very weak and in
great suffering, but without having been pursued. It was there
that, after resting and recovering for some time, she again re-
solved to go on to Grenoble, where happiness (according to her
ideas) awaited her unfailingly. But let us see, before the execution
of this plan, all that in fact befell her, to be related to the indul-
gent reader who 1s kind enough to take the trouble to read us.

34



CHAPTER XVII.

Singular Encounter. — A Proposal Refused. — How
Justine Is Rewarded for a Good Deed. — Refuge
among a Band of Beggars. — The Manners and Cus-

toms of These People.

Nothing gives rise to reverie like misfortune; ever gloomy,
withdrawn into himself, he whom fortune afflicts bitterly ac-
cuses the whole world, without being just enough, even for a
moment, to feel that, since there 1s in the world an approximately
equal sum of favours and adversities, cach must necessarily have
some small share of both.”

Justine, yielding for a moment to the natural impulse com-
mon to all men, thus wrapped herself in the mournful crepe of
her reflections, when a gazette fell beneath her eyes: she read
there that Rodin, that artist of Saint-Marcel, that wretch who
had so cruelly punished her for having wished to spare him the
most odious infanticide, had just been appointed chief surgeon
to the Empress of Russia, with considerable emoluments. “Great
God!” she cried 1n astonishment, “1s 1t then written in heaven
that T am to see only examples of vice rewarded and virtue in
chains? Very well! let chat villain triumph, since Providence so

7 The Greeks depicted Zeus seated between two vats: in one were
the gifts of fortune, in the other its reverses. The god took up with
both hands, by turns from one and then the other vessel, to scatter
them among men; but it was observed that he returned more often to
the store of misfortunes than to that of prosperities.
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wills it—let him triumph; and you, sufter, unhappy one; but suf-
fer without complaint: it is the decree of destiny; submit yourself,
and however thorny the path may be, learn to traverse it with
firmness; the reward lies in your own heart, and the purity of its
enjoyment 1s worth more than all the remorse with which your
adversaries are tormented...” She did not know, the poor crea-
ture, that remorse 1s nothing in souls such as those that made the
misery of her life, and that there 1s a certain stage of wickedness
at which man, far from grieving over the evil to which he gives
himself, 1s driven to despair only by the weakness of his faculties,
which prevent him from committing still more.

The interesting creature was not yet at the end of these strik-
g examples of the triumph of wickedness—examples so dis-
couraging to virtue, so delightful to vice, which amuses itself
with them unceasingly; and the perversity of the person she was
about to encounter would vex and astonish her more than any
other, no doubt, since 1t was that of one of the men from whom
she had received the most cruel outrages.

She was occupied with her departure when a footman,
dressed in green, handed her one evening the following note,
requesting a prompt reply:

“A person,” it said, “whom you believe to have wronged you
greatly, burns with the desire to see you; hasten to come to her;
she has matters to reveal to you which may perhaps acquit her
of what you think 1s owed you.”

“From whom do you come, sir?” said Justine to the servant;
“T shall not reply undl I know who your master 15" — “He 1s
called Monsieur de Saint-Florent, mademoiselle; he once had
the pleasure of knowing you in the environs of Paris; you ren-
dered him, he says, certain services which he is determined to
acknowledge; now at the head of the commerce of this city, he
enjoys at once a standing and a fortune that place him in a po-
sition to carry out his favourable intentions toward you. He
awaits you.”
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Justine’s reflections were soon made. If this man, she thought,
had no good intentions, would it be likely that he would write
to her in such a manner? He no doubt repents of his former
infamies; he recalls with horror having torn from me what [ held
most dear, having reduced me, by the chain of his outrages, to
the cruellest condition in which a woman can be placed; he re-
members the ties that bind us. Oh yes, yes, these are remorse—
let us hasten to him; I should be guilty before the Supreme Be-
ing 1f I did not lend myself to appeasing them: am [, moreover,
in a position to reject the support that presents itself? Ought [
not rather to seize with eagerness whatever heaven offers for my
relief? It 1s m his hotel that this man wishes to see me; his fortune
must surround him with people before whom he will respect
himself too much to dare offend me again; and in the state 1n
which I am—great God!—can I inspire anything but compas-
sion and respect?

These calculations made, Justine assured the footman that on
the following day, about eleven o’clock, she would have the hon-
our of calling upon his master to congratulate him on the fa-
vours fortune had granted him; but that she herself had been
treated very differently. She went to bed, so preoccupied with
what this man wished to say to her that she did not close her
eyes all night. At last she arrived at the address indicated: a splen-
did hotel, a crowd of servants, the hunuliating looks cast by this
rich rabble upon misfortune, which it despises—all this im-
pressed her so strongly that she was on the point of withdrawing,
when she was approached by the same footman who had spoken
to her the day before, and who, reassuring her, conducted her
nto a sumptuous cabinet where she easily recognized her per-
secutor, though now forty-five years old and though it had been
nearly ten vears since she had last seen him. Saint-Florent did
not rise; but he ordered that he be left alone, and signalled to
Justine to come and seat herself on a chair beside the large arm-
chair in which he sat.
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“I wished to see you, dear niece,” he said in a tone of arrogant
superiority; “not because I believe I have done you any great
wrong; nor because some unpleasant memory compels me to
make amends. .. matters [ consider myself above; but I recall that,
in the brief time we spent together, you showed me wit; and that
1s needed for what I have to propose to you; and, if you accept
1t, the need I shall have for you will then enable you to find, in
my fortune, the resources you require, and on which you would
count in vain otherwise. Justine wished to reply to the levity of
this opening, but Saint-Florent, imposing silence upon her, con-
tinued: “Let us leave the past behind,” he said to her; “it 1s the
story of passions, and my principles lead me to believe that no
restraint should curb their ardour: when they speak, one must
serve them; | know of no other law. When [ was captured by the
robbers, in whose company [ found you, did you see me com-
plain of my fate? To console oneself and act with resourcefulness
if one 15 the weaker; to enjoy all one’s rights if one 15 the
stronger—that 1s my system. You were young and pretty, Justine;
you were my niece; we found ourselves deep 1n a forest; there 1s
no pleasure in the world that stirs my senses as much as the rape
of a virgin; you possessed that flower which I value so highly; I
withered it, I raped you; I would have done far worse, had my
initial assaults not ensured my triumph, and had you been able
to offer me any resistance. But, you may ask me, why leave you
without resources... in the middle of the night... on a danger-
ous road! Ah! Justine, I would reveal these motives to you in vain;
you would not understand them; only those who know the
heart of man... who have studied its recesses. .. and searched its
most impenetrable corners, could explain this series of follies to
you.You had compelled me, Justine; you had helped me break
my bonds; you had earned my gratitude; you belonged to me, in
a word; did a soul like mine need anything more to drive me to
every imaginable crime against you?” — “Oh! Sir, can such hor-
rors, as you say, be understood?” — “Yes indeed, Justine; yes in-
deed; everything 1s understandable in the soul of a libertine; in
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him, all transgressions follow one another, and, as soon as one
has unravelled the first, all the others are easily guessed. You saw
it; having just raped you, having beaten you (for I did beat you,
Justine), welll Twenty paces away, thinking of the state in which
[ had left you, I immediately found, in those thoughts, the
strength for fresh outrages, which I might never have inflicted
upon you otherwise; you had only been fucked in the cunt; |
came back specifically to sodomise you: had you had a thousand
virginities, | would have plucked them all, one after the other. It
1s therefore true that, in certain souls, pleasure can arise from the
very heart of crime. .. what am [ saying? It 1s therefore true that
crime alone awakens and determines it, and that there 1s not a
single pleasure in the world that it does not inflame and enhance.
—“Oh! Sir, what an atrocity!” — “Could I not have committed
a greater one? | could have murdered you, Justine; [ make no
secret of the fact that I had a great desire to do so; you must have
heard me rushing after you with that intention; you would have
been dead, had I found you. I consoled myself for not having
been able to catch up with you by the certainty I had that, re-
duced to the very last extremes, life would become for you a
state crueller than death. But let us leave that, my child, and turn
to the matter that made me wish to see you.

“This incredible craving I have for both a little girl’s virginity
has never left me, Justine,” continued Saint-Florent. “It 1s like all
other excesses of lust: the older one gets, the stronger they be-
come. New desires spring from past transgressions, and new
crimes are born of these desires. All this would be nothing, were
it not for the fact that the means we employ to achieve our ends
are themselves highly culpable; but since the craving for evil 1s
the primary motive behind our whims, the more criminal the
means that drive us, the more aroused we become. Having
reached this point, we complain only of the mediocrity of the
means; the more their atrocity spreads, the more our pleasure
becomes piquant; and thus we sink deeper into the mire, with-
out the slightest desire to emerge. This 1s my story, Justine; every
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day two young children are required for my sacrifices: have |
enjoyed myself? Not only do I never see again the objects that
have just served me; but it even becomes essential to the com-
plete satisfaction of my fancies that these objects leave the city
at once. I would take little pleasure in the delights of the follow-
ing day if | imagined that the victims of the previous night were
still breathing the same air as I: the means of ridding myself of
them 1s easy. Would you believe it, Justine, it 1s my debauchery
that populates Languedoc and Provence with the multicude of
objects of licentiousness that their bosoms contain.? An hour af-
ter these young girls have served me, trusted emissaries take
them away and sell them to the brothels of Nimes, Montpellier,
Toulouse, Aix and Marseille. This trade, on which I make a two-
thirds profit, more than compensates me for what the girls cost
me, and thus [ satisfy two of my dearest passions... my lust and
my greed. But the discoveries, the seductions, cause me pain.
Moreover, the sort of subjects matters immensely to my lust;
want them all to be taken from these havens of misery, where
the need to survive and the impossibility of succeeding there—
sapping courage, pride and dignity, and finally enervating the
soul—compels them, in the hope of securing the indispensable
means of subsistence, to do whatever seems likely to ensure it. I
have all these hideouts searched without mercy: one cannot im-
agine what they yield to me. I go further, Justine; activity, indus-
try, a little comfort, by resisting my bribes, would rob me of a
great many subjects. I counter these pitfalls with the credit I en-
joy in this city; I stir up fluctuations in trade, or high prices for
foodstuffs, which, by multiplying the ranks of the poor, depriv-
ing them on the one hand of the means to work, and making it

8 This is no fable: this individual existed in Lyon; what is said here
of his practices is accurate; he cost more than twenty thousand young
girls their honor. Once his operation was completed, they were put
aboard boats on the Rhéne; and for thirty years the provinces in ques-
tion were supplied with objects of debauchery only by the victims of
this libertine.
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difficult for them on the other to sustain their lives, increase in
equal measure the number of subjects that nusery delivers to me.
The trick 15 well known, my child; these shortages of timber,
grain, and other foodstuffs, from which Paris has suffered for so
many years, have no other purpose than those which drive me.
Avarice and debauchery—these are the passions which, from
within gilded panelling, cast a multitude of nets over the humble
roof of the poor. But however skilfully I may press on one side,
if deft hands do not nimbly remove the burden on the other, |
am left with nothing to show for my efforts, and the scheme
goes just as badly as if I had not exhausted my imagination in
devising resources, and my credit in carrying out operations. |
therefore need a nimble, young, intelligent woman who, having
herself walked the thorny paths of poverty, knows better than
anyone else how to lure those who are there; a woman whose
penetrating eyes can discern adversity in its darkest corners, and
whose seductive mind persuades 1its victims to free themselves
from oppression along the paths I have smoothed; a woman of
wit, at last, as unscrupulous as she 1s merciless, who spares no
effort to succeed... even going so far as to cut off the meagre
resources which, still sustaining the hope of these unfortunate
women, prevent them from making up their minds. I had an
excellent and reliable one;she has just died. One cannot imagine
the extent to which this delightful creature took her audacity:
not only did she isolate these victims, to the point of forcing
them to come and beg her on their knees; but, if these means
did not succeed quickly enough to hasten their downfall, the
villainess went so far as to rob these wretches: 1t was a treasure
trove. | need only two subjects a day; she would have given me
ten, had I wanted them. The result was that I made better choices
and that the abundance of raw material for my operations com-
pensated me for the labour. It 1s this woman who must be re-
placed, my dear; you shall have four at your command, and two
thousand écus 1n allowances. I have spoken, replied Justine. And
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above all, let not fancies prevent you from accepting your hap-
piness, when chance and my hand offer it to you.”

“Oh, sir,” replied Justine to this dishonourable man, shudder-
ing at his discourse, “is 1t possible that you can conceive such
pleasures, and that you dare propose to me to serve them? What
horrors you have just made me hear! Cruel man, if you were
unhappy for only two days, you would soon see how these sys-
tems of inhumanity would vanish from your heart; 1t is prosper-
ity that blinds and hardens you; you ground yourself upon the
spectacle of sufferings from which you believe yourself exempt;
and because you hope never to feel them, you suppose yourself
entitled to inflict them. May happiness never approach me, if 1t
can corrupt one to such a degree! Just Heaven! not content with
abusing misfortune... to carry audacity and ferocity so far as to
increase it... to prolong it for the sole satisfaction of one’s de-
sires! What cruelty, sie! the fiercest beasts do not offer us exam-
ples of such barbarity!” —“You are nmustaken, Justine,” said Saint-
Florent; “there are no stratagems the wolf will not devise to lure
the lamb 1nto 1its snares; such ruses are 1n nature, and beneficence
1s not; it 1s only a trait of weakness, extolled by the slave to soften
his master and dispose him to greater gentleness; it appears in
man only in two cases—when he is the weaker, or when he fears
becoming so; the proof that this supposed virtue is not in nature
1s that 1t 1s unknown to the man closest to it. The savage, despis-
ing 1t, kills his fellow without pity, whether from vengeance or
from greed. .. would he not respect this virtue if it were written
in his heart? But it has never appeared there. Civilization, in re-
fining individuals, in distinguishing ranks, in setting the poor be-
fore the eyes of the rich, and in causing the latter to fear a change
of condition that might cast him into the nothingness of the
former, at once instilled in his mind the desire to relieve misfor-
tune, in order to be relieved in his turn if he should lose his
wealth. Then beneficence was born, the fruit of civilization and
of fear; it 1s therefore only a virtue of circumstance, and by no
means a sentiment of nature, which has placed in us no other
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desire than that of satisfying ourselves, at whatever cost. It 1s by
thus confounding all sentiments, by never analysing anything,
that one 1s above all deceived, and deprives oneself of every en-
joyment.” — “Ah, sir,” said Justine warmly, “can there be a
sweeter one than that of relieving musfortune? Let us set aside
the fear of suffering ourselves. [s there a truer satisfaction than
that of doing good—of enjoying the tears of gratitude, of sharing
the well-being one has just spread among the unhappy who, like
yourself, lacked the very things you count among your first
needs; of hearing them sing your praises and call you their father;
of restoring serenity to faces darkened by exhaustion, abandon-
ment, and despair? No, sir, no pleasure in the world can equal
that; 1t 1s that of the divinity itself; and the happiness it promises
to those who have served it on earth will be nothing other than
the possibility of seeing or making others happy in heaven. All
the virtues spring from this one, sir; one 1s a better father, a better
son, a better husband, when one knows the charm of alleviating
misfortune. Like the rays of the sun, one would say that the pres-
ence of the charitable man spreads over all that surrounds him
fertility, gentleness, and joy; and the miracle of nature, after that
source of celestial light, 1s the honest, delicate, and sensitive soul
whose supreme happiness is to labour for that of others.”

“Fine talk, all that, Justine,” replied Saint-Florent, “the pleas-
ures of man are in proportion to the kind of organs he has re-
cetved from nature; those of the weaker individual, and conse-
quently of all women, must incline toward moral pleasures, more
stimulating for such beings than those which would affect only
a physical constitution entirely devoid of energy. The contrary 1s
the case with strong souls, who, far more delighted by the vig-
orous shocks they impart to what surrounds them than by the
delicate impressions felt by those same beings existing near them,
mevitably prefer, by virtue of this constitution, what affects oth-
ers painfully to what would touch them more gently: such is the
sole difference between cruel men and mild ones; both are en-
dowed with sensibility, but each in his own way. I do not deny
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that there are pleasures in either class; but I maintain, with many
philosophers, that those of the individual organized in the most
vigorous manner will incontestably be more intense than all
those of his counterpart; and these principles established, there
may—and indeed must—be a certain kind of men who find as
much pleasure in whatever cruelty inspires as others do in be-
neficence; but the latter are gentle pleasures, and the former very
vivid ones. The former will doubtless be the most certain, the
most genuine, since they characterize the inclinations of all men
still in the cradle of nature, and even of children before they have
known the sway of civilization; the others are only the effect of
that civilization, and consequently deceptive pleasures without
any savor. [n any case, my child, since we are here less to philos-
ophize than to settle a decision, be so good as to give me your
final answer... do you accept or not the arrangement [ propose
to yous” — “I most certainly refuse 1t, sir,” replied Justine, rising;
“I am very poor—oh yes, very poor, sit; yet, richer in the senti-
ments of my heart than in all the gifts of fortune, I shall never
sacrifice the former to possess the latter; I shall know how to die
i poverty, but I will not outrage virtue.” — “Leave,” said that
detestable man coldly, “and take care above all that I have no
cause to fear indiscretions from you; you would soon be placed
where I should no longer have to dread them”

Nothing encourages virtue so much as the fears of vice. Less
timid than she would have believed herself, Justine, while assur-
ing this scoundrel that he had nothing to fear from her, reminded
him that he ought at least to return the money he had stolen
from her. “You must surely feel, sir,” she said to him, “that this
money 1s indispensable to me in the situation in which I find
myself, and T believe you too just to refuse it.” But the monster
replied harshly that it depended only on her to earn it, and that
since she did not choose to do so, he was in no way obliged to
assist her. “No, sir,” she answered firmly, “no, [ repeat it, [ would
perish a thousand times rather than preserve my life at such a
price” — “And I likewise,” said Saint-Florent, “prefer anything
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to the vexation of giving my money without its being earned.
Nevertheless, despite the insolence of your refusal, I will still re-
main a quarter of an hour with you; go into that boudoir, and a
few moments of compliance will put your finances in better or-
der” — “I have no more desire to serve your debaucheries n
one way than in another, sir,” replied Justine coldly; “it 1s not
charity that I ask of you, nor do I procure you that pleasure;
what I claim 1s what 1s owed to me... what you have stolen from
me 1n the most outrageous manner: keep 1t, cruel man, keep 1it,
if you will; behold my tears without pity; hear, if you can with-
out being moved, the sad accents of need; but remember that if
you permuit yourself this new infamy, I shall, at the cost it imposes
upon me, have purchased the right to despise you forever.”

Justine ought here to have remembered that virtue served
her no better when she adopted its language than when she fol-
lowed its precepts. Saint-Florent rings; his valet-de-chambre ap-
pears: “Here,” says the scoundrel to this agent of his debauch-
eries, “1s a little creature who once stole from me; I would have
her hanged if T were to carry out my duty; [ am willing, however,
to spare her life; but as it 1s essential to rid society of her, seize
her and have her shut up at once n that secure room we have
upstairs; it shall be her prison for ten years, if she behaves well—
her eternal coffin, if we have cause to complain of her”

Lafleur at once seized Justine and prepared to drag her away,
when she uttered cries sharp enough to threaten a scene. Saint-
Florent, enraged, twisted a cloth around her head and had her
hands bound; then, assisting his servant himself, the two of them
carried the wretched girl up to the garret and threw her into a
room so well secured that there was nothing to fear either from
her cries or from her escape.

It had not been an hour that Justine had been there when
Saint-Florent appeared; Lafleur accompanied him. “Well,” said
this monster of debauchery, “will you stll dare to withdraw
yourself from my wishes?” — “The desire 1s the same,” Justine
replied proudly, “only the power is no longer so.” — “So much
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the better,” answered Saint-Florent; “it will therefore be against
your will that I act, and that condition is indispensable to the
fulfillment of my desires; have this woman undressed...” — “Ah,
ah,” he added, upon perceiving a certain mark, “it seems my dear
niece has not always been as virtuous as she would have us be-
lieve, and here are signs that sufficiently reveal her conduct” —
“Indeed, sir,” said Lafleur, “this wretch could compromise you;
once you have finished with her, I advise you to have her con-
fined somewhere where she will never again be heard of” —
“Sir, sir,)” interrupted Justine impatiently, “deign to hear me be-
fore condemning me,” and the poor girl then explained the
whole of the mystery. But whatever air of truth she gave to the
account of her unhappy story, Saint-Florent, incredulous, only
redoubled his sarcasms; insults and humiliations were no less lav-
1shly poured out by this monster upon that angelic creature, and
one far more worthy than he in the eyes of the Supreme Being.
Justine, stripped, was brutally treated by the two men; forced to
submit to their advances and degrading attentions... her revul-
sion, her resistance. .. all proved useless—she was compelled to
yield. — “Iell me,” said the master to his confidant, “have I a
young girl there below?” — “That must be so, sir; the hour has
struck, and you know the punctuality of those who serve you.”
— “Go and fetch her” — And while the valet carries out his
order, one scarcely imagines to what this infamous libertine
amuses himself: melancholy effects of moral derangement! it
seems that man entirely abandons his reason when he becomes
the slave of his passions, and between him and the madman the
difference 1s then truly imperceptible. The villain, more out of a
desire to humiliate this charming creature than out of any sort
of lecherous sensation. .. could he really be capable of such de-
pravity!... The scoundrel, T say, spat in the middle of the room
and forced Justine to clean the spot with her tongue. She refuses;
a few words on her part still reveal a vestige of pride. Saint-Flor-
ent seizes her and, forcing her compliance, says, “Miserable crea-
ture, how can you think of resisting my wishes? far too happy to
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submit to them, should you not even anticipate them? You wall
be forced to do worse presently when my victim stands before
you... "—and the announced victim appears:

She was an eight-year-old girl in such a state of utter misery
and emaciation that pity seemed to be the only feeling she could
possibly inspire. “Undress this little girl yourself,” said Saint-Flor-
ent to the sorrowful Justine; “it 1s from your hand that I wish to
receive her. Lafleur — wank my cock at this sight;” and the lech-
erous man fondled his confidant’s buttocks, whilst the latter
pleasured him as best he could. “Prepare the way for me,” said
the libertine to our heroine, “moisten this child’s cunt with your
mouth, leave plenty of saliva there” Guided by his valet, Saint-
Florent stepped forward; in an instant, the place was taken;
screams, resistance, tears, complaints, scratches—nothing sur-
prises him; on the contrary, he wants to be msulted, and it is with
this mtention that he allows his victim every liberty; but the
same cannot be said of our poor orphan, who 1s to serve as a
shield during the celebration of the sacrifice. Lafleur lies down
on the bed; he pulls Justine on top of him, traps her, holds her
in his arms, and, by this posture, exposes our adventuress’s bot-
tom to Saint-Florent’s assaults; armed with a long steel needle,
the barbarian, whilst fucking, whilst tearing the little girl apart,
amuses himself by pricking the beautiful flesh presented to him;
each prick of the needle makes blood spurt forth, and it 1s finally
when the scoundrel sees 1t flowing down the thighs of this un-
fortunate woman, and onto the face of the young girl he is rap-
ing, that he thinks of changing hands. “Let’s fuck her,” he says to
Lafleur, “sodomise Justine in the same position; I'll just turn
mine round.” The little girl, first and foremost, 1s ordered to pre-
sent her arse to Justine, who in turn is to moisten it for her, just
as she did the front. Saint-Florent sodomuses, Lafleur fucks, and
there 1s Justines cunt offered to the fatal needle — “Ah! Fuck,”
cries Saint-Florent in ecstasy, “what a pleasure to pierce a cunt
whilst fucking a backside!... The bitch!... What do you say,
Lafleur?... I'd lard her up like a chicken;” and all the parts Justine
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offered to her tormentor were soon treated just as the others had
been... blood was streaming everywhere. “This 1s the state in
which I wish to do her the honour of fucking her once more,”
said Saint-Florent, leaving his virgin’s arse to thrust into the cunt
he had just violated. “Ah!” he said, pressing himself against his
victim, “this 1s how [ love to enjoy a woman; nothing pleases me
more than when my thighs are soaked in the blood my fury
makes flow;” and as he brought his climax to a head, he thereby
dislodged his servant’s cock and replaced it in Justine’s arse;
“Crawl beneath her,” he says to Lafleur,“and come and take your
revenge on my arse for the disturbance I've caused you; do you
think my anus 1s not worth that of a whore?”... Everything 1s
carried out, and it 15 now the little girls buttocks that the fatal
sting 1s tearing apart. Meanwhile Saint-Florent 1s getting worked
up, his semen 1s ready to spurt; he’s sodomising, he’s being sod-
omised, he’s tormenting; what delightful episodes for a libertine
of this sort! “Ahel... ahel... ahe!...” he cries out (1t 15 his passion
that we are depicting here from life))... “ahel... ah!... give me
knives... daggers... pistols... let me kill... let me slaughter... let
me tear apart... let me murder everything around me;” and the
semen, finally spurting from the shameless balls of this monster
of lust, restoring a little peace, gives the victims time to recover.

“Justine,” said Saint-Florent after a moment of calm, “T have
told you how important it 1s to my new pleasures that the object
of the former ones should disappear as soon as I have been sat-
isfied with it. Do you swear to leave Lyon at once? On that con-
dition alone will T restore your liberty: if in two hours you are
still in the city, you may be sure that an eternal prison will punish
your disobedience” — “Oh, sir, I shall no longer be here... I
will obey, sir; be quite certain of it... open the doors to me; you
shall never see me again.” — And the poor gitl, dressing herself
at once, hastily passed back through the house where she had
been treated so cruelly, left it, rushed to her inn, from which she
departed a few hours later to go and spend the night beyond the
Rhone. — “Oh, heaven!” she cried as she fled, “what depravity!
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what horror! It 1s in the midst of tears and musfortune that the
monster kindles his passions. .. Misfortune—musfortune a hun-
dred times over to the depraved being who can suspect pleasures
upon a breast consumed by need... who gathers kisses from a
mouth dried by hunger, and which opens only to curse him. Let
us flee”

Justine was soon outside the city; but it seemed as though
misfortunes and adventures were bound to hinder all her steps,
and that fate, angered against her, was determined to make her
collide with every virtuous plan her noble soul could conceve.

Scarcely has she gone two leagues on foot, as 1s her custom,
with two shirts and a few handkerchiefs in her pockets, when
she encounters an old woman, who approaches her with an air
of distress and begs her for alms. Far from the hardness of which
she has just received such cruel examples, knowing no happiness
in the world except that of obliging others, she at once takes out
her purse, intending to draw from it a crown and give it to the
woman. But the cunning creature, who had assumed the mask
of old age only to deceive Justine, nimbly snatches at the purse,
seizes it, knocks down the one who holds it with a vigorous
blow to the stomach, and disappears into a thicket. Justine, soon
back on her feet, rushes after the thief, catches up with her, and
falls with her through a trapdoor concealed from every eye by
the clump of woods in which it had been contrived.

The fall was considerable, yet so gentle that she scarcely per-
cetved 1t; she found herself, with her thief, in a vast subterranean
chamber, dug more than a hundred toises into the bowels of the
earth, yet handsome and perfectly furnished. “What is this,
Séraphine?” said a large, stout man seated before a good fire;
“who 1is the person you bring into our dwelling?” — “A little
dupe,” replied the thief; “T moved her to pity, she gave me alms,
[ stole her money, she ran after me, and as we both reached the
trapdoor at the same instant, we arrived here together; Captain,
this girl will be useful to us, and I am not displeased with the
encounter.” — “That may indeed suit us,” said the chief, drawing
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Justine nearer; “she 1s not 1ll; and even if she served only for the
amusements of the company, it would still be a post to fill...”
Immediately Justine was surrounded by men, women, and chil-
dren of every age and appearance, whose sinister looks gave her
a poor opinion of the society in which she found herself; all
pressed about her, admired her, each uttered his remark, and eve-
rything she saw and heard confirmed her that she was among
the worst of company. ““Sir,” she said trembling to the captain,
“would 1t be indiscreet to ask you with what sort of people 1
find myself? I hear you disposing of me without my consent; do
the laws of decency and fairness not govern you here as they do
upon the surface of the earth?” — “My dear,” replied the chief,
“begin by eating this biscuit and drinking a glass of wine; then
listen to us, and you shall learn at once what sort of people you
are among, and what role they are preparing for you.” Our her-
oine, somewhat reassured by this civility, accepted what was of-
fered her, sat down, and listened.

“The individuals among whom your star has placed you,”
said the captain, after taking two pinches of snuff, “are what are
called mendicants. It 1s we, my child, who, having turned beggary
nto an art, succeed, through our secrets and our eloquence, in
so moving the compassion of men that we live at their expense
all year in luxury and abundance. As there is no virtue more
foolish than pity, so there is none easier to kindle in the human
heart: a few plaintive tones of voice, a persuasive display of cir-
cumstance, feigned sufferings, counterfeit wounds, a disgusting
costume—such are the tricks that set the springs of the soul in
motion and ensure us perpetual ease in idleness and sloth. We
are about a hundred in this underground; a third 1s always at
work while the rest drink, eat, amuse themselves, and make
merry. Cast your eyes over this heap of crutches, humps, and
bandages that disguise us, these herbs that disfigure us,” these

? The purge plant, or the common spurge—popularly known as
‘wake-up,” and which grows abundantly in the woods around Paris—
is the herb these scoundrels use to disfigure themselves by pressing its
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children we use to stir open mothers’ hearts—there are our
funds, our goods, our estates, the sure foundation of our income.
Our methods, though nearly always the same, vary according to
circumstances: humble and languishing when we are the weaker,
insolent, cheats and thieves as soon as strength 1s on our side” —
“But you do not kill, at least, gentlemen?” interrupted the com-
passionate Justine, with that tender effusion of heart so natural
to her noble soul. “Certainly, my dear,” replied the chief; “we
make no difficulty of it if we are resisted and can be persuaded
that a stab or a pistol shot will secure our victory. Murder 1s not
of sufficient consequence for us to forgo the means it affords
when those means serve our interests; you will often see indi-
viduals arrive here by the same path that brought us, only to lose
their lives within it. After making a considerable seizure upon
someone, do you suppose us foolish enough to leave him free to
complain and betray us? We are not, however, thieves or mur-
derers by profession; our sole trade 1s begging: we solicit alms,
and thereafter follow the course of circumstances; our object 1s
to seize the property of others, and provided we succeed, it mat-
ters little by what means. The money comes into the under-
ground; whether given willingly or taken by force is a point on
which we never trouble those who bring it. With such a morality
and such a profession, you must imagine, my child, that every
species of vice triumphs among us, and indeed you would not
be mistaken: gluttony, drunkenness, deceit, falsehood, hypocrisy,
impiety, and above all lust and cruelty reign here as in their em-
pire, and our particular laws, far from repressing these excesses,
nourish and sustain them. It is certain, first of all, my dear girl,
that your age and your pretty face will oblige you to satisfy in-
discriminately all the caprices and fantasies of our companions,
of whatever sex, age, or disposition they may be; these first pas-
sions appeased, we shall assign you a role: if we find in you apti-
tude and talent, you shall be placed in the foremost ranks; if you
recoil from our customs—if our trade does not suit you—you

juice onto their faces. This milky sap is also classed among poisons.
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shall not leave this underground: reduced then to the mere ser-
vice of the interior, you will be useful in the house, and you will
serve our passions.”

The whole troop applauded this speech. The chief, having
assembled those of note who were present, these decisions in-
stantly acquired the force of law; and the young lady Justine was
ordered to strip herself at once, so that, after the examination to
be made of her, she should first satisfy the passions of the chief. ..
of the notables, and then of all those in the band—men or
women—who might desire her. No sooner has the unfortunate
Justine heard this sentence than she throws herself in tears at the
feet of her judges, begging them not to subject her to infamies
that cost her so dearly... Violent bursts of laughter are the only
reply she receives.

“Modest child,” said the chief, “how could you imagine that
people who amuse themselves by stirring pity in others would
be weak enough to feel it themselves? Learn this, little one: our
hearts are as hard as the rocks that shelter us. How could the
countless crimes we commit every day leave us with any trace
of compassion? Obey, girl—obey; 1t could be dangerous to make
me repeat the order.” Justine can find no reply. Her petticoats are
quickly torn away, and the eager assembly soon feasts its eyes on
one of the finest female bodies it has seen in a long time. Curi-
osity draws both men and women to her; she 1s examined, han-
dled, and kissed on all sides. Then one of them—the chief’s
son—spots the fatal mark and immediately shows it to the oth-
ers. “What is this, girl?” says one of the elders. “Marked like that,
you hardly seem destined to be ruined—and since you already
bear the same signs as we do, you should not have played the
modest prude so convincingly” Justine tells her story, but she is
no more believed here than she was with Saint-Florent. They
assure her the mark will not harm her standing among them, yet
urge her to abandon any pretence of modesty. “That kind of
contradiction,” they tell her, “will only irritate us, not win our
sympathy” — “My child,” the chief adds, baring a shoulder
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where a similar inscription can clearly be seen, “you see we are
alike. So do not blush at what makes you resemble your leader.
These marks are not brands of shame—they are the laurels of
our calling. Kiss mine, and I wall kiss yours. There are thirty of
us here 1n the same condition—and yet we are the very people
to whom you give alms, the ones who know how to move you
to pity and coax coins from your purse in the name of a God
we mock. Come, follow us, my pretty angel,” he continues,
drawing her into a separate cellar.“I and these elders—my com-
panions—will begin by testing the ground. We will report back
to the others, and then yield them the place if it proves worth
their while.”

The six attackers, all men n their sixties, close in on Justine.
The cellar they lead her into 1s lit by ever-burning lamps, and
mattresses spread across the floor make it relatively comfortable;
1t serves as their private retreat. “Justine,” says one of the old men,
“you must first submit to our chief; the rest of us will follow 1n
order of age. And since 1t is our custom to indulge our pleasures
in one another’s presence, do not be frightened, my child, to
have us watch while you obey.”

Gaspard takes Justine; but, too worn out to enjoy it, he settles
for a little foreplay; and, after jerking off for fifteen minutes, he
cums all over her breasts.

Next up 15 Raimond, who’s seen it all; he’s an old-school
hustler from the Parisian back alleys; his jaded desires demand
more: he licks up the cum his partner has just shot out, lets Jus-
tine finger his arse, and finally cums in her mouth.

Gareau was once a priest; his tastes have become more re-
fined and sophisticated; he has retained the inclinations of the
Jesuit order where he spent his youth; and, since he still gets a
fine hard-on, the sodomite fucks from behind and screams like
a devil as he cums. Ribert was born fierce; his passions bear the
hue of his soul: Justine must jerk him off while he slaps her; he
turns her cheeks bright red, and finally loses his strength over a
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cunt, which he has neither the will nor the power to enjoy in
any other way.

Vernol, just as wicked as his comrade, expresses his rage in a
different way; he torments others by pulling their ears; and 1t 1s
through the pain he mnflicts that this villain derives his pleasure.

Maugin licks her arsehole; he bites her buttocks while mas-
turbating; he would like to imitate Gareau; both share the same
vices; yet their strengths are not alike. Maugin, deceived by his
desires, loses his own 1n the presence of his 1dol, and the howls
he lets out express both his regret and his lust.

“Come, children,” said the chief to the rest of the troop as he
returned with his aides, “the creature 1s worth the trouble...
keep things in order... with some politeness; above all, let each
take his turn. Men and women, mix together; I do not forbid
your pleasures, but I want a little decency in them.”

As there were eight or ten men there who saw nothing but
boys, and five or six women who worshipped Venus only in the
guise of Sappho, our heroine had to deal with no more than
thirty people of both sexes: everything proceeded in an orderly
fashion; yet she was no less exasperated. Forced to lend by turns
her vagina, her arse, often her mouth and her armpits... com-
pelled to defile men and women... to receive a thousand kisses,
each more disgusting than the last; sometimes beaten, flogged,
slapped, bitten, pinched—we leave it to the reader to imagine
the state in which the unfortunate woman must have emerged
from this lustful orgy: there was not even a child who did not
subject her to their whims; and Justine, ever compliant, ever a
slave and ever unhappy, submits to everything with a resignation
whose source lies far from her heart.

Once the assaults were over, she was led to a tub where she
was allowed to cleanse herself; and, as it was mealtime, Justine,
brought back into the large cellar, sat down at table with the
whole troop. The conversation turned only on the pleasures that
had just been enjoyed; the women spoke with the same free-
dom—the same indecency—as the men, and 1t was then that the
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unfortunate Justine could say that, even among the monks of
Sainte-Marie, she had never found herself in company more in-
decent.

The dinner, moreover, was excellent; everything that could
contribute to making it both refined and abundant was present
in profusion. In a cellar adjoining the one where the company
dined there was a large underground room, stocked with meats
and game, where 2 man and three women worked daily at the
cooking. As a great deal of wine had been drunk, a siesta fol-
lowed; at that moment the former Jesuit Gareau approached Jus-
tine. “You have, my child,” he said to her softly, “the finest arse
in the world; I scarcely had time to admuire it. Get up and follow
me; once they are all asleep, we shall go and chat in a corner.”

Abandoned as she was, could Justine fail to feel fortunate at
seeing someone take an interest in her fate? She casts her eyes
on the man who speaks to her, and, finding him more decent in
appearance than the others, with a fairly handsome face and
some wit, she 1s careful not to reject him. It 1s in a small cell, near
the place where the wine 1s kept, that this new lover of our her-
oine leads her in order to converse with her; and, the two of
them seated there on a sort of tub, the conversation that occupies
them is roughly as follows:

“From the moment I saw you, my child,” said Gareau, “you
cannot imagine the interest you inspired in me; your charming
face suggests intelligence, your bearing shows good upbringing,
your speech reveals an honourable birth; and I, for my part, am
quite convinced that the mark you bear is only the result of
misfortune, not of misconduct. I will not hide from you, my
angel, that 1t was with regret [ saw you among us; for one does
not leave this place as one enters it. You cannot be unaware of it:
if you refuse to adopt the same profession as these people, I fear
they will either keep you captive or kill you as soon as they tire
of you. In this dreadful situation, I see only one course for you:
to attach yourself to me, and rely on my care to obtain for you,
one day, the means of escape.” — “But, sir,” said Justine, “if you
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took a liking to me, how likely 1s it that you would put me in a
position to flee from you?” — “I would follow you, Justine; do
you think I am made for this life? Avarice, idleness, and lust—
those are the chains that bind me: I like to earn money without
any trouble beyond asking for it. But surely you see a difference
between myself and these people; sooner or later I must leave
them. Bound to me, you will follow me then, and together we
shall lead a life, if not more virtuous, at least less dangerous;
moreover, by publicly declaring that you consent to live with
me, this association will spare you the cruel necessity in which
you now find yourself of submitting daily to all these scoun-
drels... as you see Seraphine and Ribert do.” — “Rubert, sir? But
it seems to me he was one of the first to satisty himself upon
me.” — “He, certainly; nothing binds us—we are not subject to
the marriage bond; but his wife, you will never see her prosti-
tuted.” — “His wife!l... the one who robbed me?” — “Yes” —
“But, sir, she too amused herself with me” — “Well, yes—but
willingly... What I mean is that you have not seen, and never
will see, any man force her to pleasures against her will. You will
be like her, free to indulge yourself if 1t pleases you, but equally
free to refuse if 1t disgusts you. These are our laws, and we never
break them.” — “Very well, sir, I accept,” said Justine; “T give
myself to you from this moment: however dreadful your tastes
may be, [ submit to them, on your formal promuse that I shall
never be forced to give myself to anyone.” — “I swear 1t,” said
Gareau; “T will seal my oath upon your beautiful backside.” Jus-
tine would have wished to enjoy the privilege without paying
so dearly for it. But how could she preserve her virtue with a
thieving, sodomitic priest? She therefore submits, sighing, and
the cunning Jesuit proceeds with the precautions and gentleness
of which a disciple of Ignatius is always capable.

“Let us go back,” said the seducer, once he had satisfied him-
self; “a longer absence might arouse suspicion, and when one
intends to do wrong, one must take care not to do it badly.”
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Our libertines, now awake, were telling stories; Justine and
Gareau took their places by the fire, and as soon as supper was
served, our heroine declared that, among all those among whom
fate had placed her, Gareau was the only one who inspired her
with confidence and affection, and that she wished to inform
the company of her intention to attach herself to him. The chief
asked Gareau whether this arrangement suited him. Having an-
swered 1n the athirmative, Justine, from that moment respected as
the companion of one of the notables, was spared the advances
which the libertines of the troop seemed only too eager to re-
new; and it was beside her new protector that the unfortunate
girl passed the night.

But Gareau, whilst pledging both his hand and his protection
to Justine, had not sworn her a vow of fidelity; and from that
very first night, the faithless man convinced his companion that
she was not the only one with a claim to his affections. One of
the young men of the troupe, no more than twenty-five years of
age, was waiting for the married couple, and cavalierly stepped
between them. “What 1s this?” said Justine. “Is this, then, what
you promised me?” — “My musfortune,” said Gareau, “is, [ see,
that [ am seldom heard by my lovely wife; I told Justine, and 1
repeat it to her, that she would find in me, in return for her
favours, protection, help, advice and comfort; but T did not tell
her that [ was committing myself to continence; from the tastes
she must have observed in me, she has deduced, it seems to me,
that young men could not be excluded from my pleasures, and
I beg her to deem it acceptable that they should very often be
present as a third party” Such speech was a command to the
unfortunate Justine, and submission became her sole lot. When
it came to the act, Justine realised that it was not merely a macter
of consenting, but that she must also play along: whilst the for-
mer Jesuit sodomised the young man, he demanded that Justine
suck the young man’s cock; if it was her he was dealing with,
then the young man had to perform cunnilingus on the sodo-
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mised woman. Thus, by turns the leading actress and the sup-
porting one, it was 1in every form and in every way that her
compliance was put to the test.

A few days passed without incident, and Justine, still held in
high regard, seemed to be gaining her new husband’s trust more
and more; but, lacking the skill needed to unravel his character
and guide him, it was she, on the contrary, who was seduced and
won over.

“Soon,” her protector said to her one day, “the third of our
people who are out 1n the field will return; the detachment will
be renewed, and I shall be part of it. Ask to follow me, and have
yourself given the training necessary to ensure the success of this
plan: once we are out of this dreadful place, we shall never set
foot 1n it again. [ have some means; we shall make use of them.
An 1solated village will shelter us, and there we shall end our
days with far more peace than in the midst of these scoundrels
among whom our ill fortune has placed us”

“Oh! how I love this plan,” said Justine with enthusiasm.
“Take me away—get me out of this abyss, sir, and [ promise you
[ will never abandon you as long as I live” — “I promuse to get
you out of here, Justine; [ give you my most solemn oath—but
I require one condition.” — “What 1s 1t?” — “That we steal the
cashbox as we leave, and then have all these scoundrels arrested.”
— “Could we do that, sir, after having imitated them? Steal the
money 1f you wish—but do not betray them; let us deprive
them, if possible, of the means to do harm... but to have them
punished!... oh God, God! T will never consent to that” —
“Very well,” said Gareau, “we shall simply rob them; they will
become what they may. Declare your intention to follow me,
have yourself given a few lessons, and we shall soon be ready to
depart.”

Our desire always to present our heroine’s character to our
readers as pure as it has consistently appeared compels us here to
explain her motives. Far from sincerely accepting the plan to rob
these unfortunate people, this virtuous girl could not in good
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faith adopt such a scheme: however criminally their money had
been acquired, it was still theirs, and that alone was more than
enough for the scrupulous Justine to refrain from harming their
property. But she longed to be free, and this freedom was offered
to her only on condition of committing that crime. She there-
fore considered how she might reconcile the two—to escape
this abyss without stealing from those who sheltered her. A sim-
ple idea presented itself: to confess to the chief the crime she
was being urged to commit, but to reveal nothing without first
securing a promise of pardon for the guilty party and her own
liberty. Once resolved on this plan, she waited only for the mo-
ment when Gareau would announce the imminent departure to
put it into effect. Meanwhile, as she had been told that instruc-
tion was necessary in order to join the detachment, she asked for
a teacher; and Raimond, one of the notables we have already
had occasion to mention, was the instructor the chief of the
band assigned to her.

“The children you see among us,” this worthy instructor said
to her one day, “are, as you may well imagine, Justine, poor lictle
wretches carried off during our raids, whom we use to move
women to pity, since their tender and timid hearts open more
readily to compassion. By placing in the innocent mouths of
these small creatures both the tale of our miseries and the pleas
to soften them, we are almost always sure of success. We will give
you one of these little beings; you will lead him by the hand and
claim to be his mother;all hearts will be touched by the plaintive
tones of your gentle voice, and you will never meet with refusal.
But your dress, still too fine, will necessarily be changed here for
another; and, however great your repugnance for vermin, you
must be covered with them. Above all, let the name of God be
used at almost every moment in your speech; one cannot imag-
ine the advantage rogues know how to draw from that illusion.

“Besides, neither your figure nor your pretty face will be
spoiled; no cauterizations, no erysipelas, no ulcers. You will be
content with a few spasms, which you will pass off as nervous
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attacks brought on by the betrayal of a husband you adored. We
will teach you to feign these ailments, to contort yourself in such
a way that you will be taken for someone possessed. But before
you leave, before you go begging in the streets of Grenoble,Va-
lence, and Lyon, you will wander for a time 1n the vicinity of La
Trappe, and you will draw in, just as Séraphine did with you, all
those who seem worth the trouble. Above all, remember that we
favour the wealthy, pretty young women, and children; aim your
snares at such people if you wish to please the company.

“Once you are set loose in the towns, do everything you can
to swindle people when you cannot get anything from them by
other means. You go along the shops, seize the moment when
no one 1s looking, and a quick snatch does the trick: one must
be nimble in our trade... brazen... always ready to deny—even
an act a witness has just seen.

“If, despite your apparent infirmuties... despite the role of
mother we shall have you play, you encounter libertines who
desire you (there are many who, out of whim or depravity, prefer
women of our sort), yield to them; but take advantage of the
man’s weakness and extract as much as you can from him. We
shall provide you with sleeping draughts and poisons, which you
will use when necessary, always guided by this principle: that the
health and the fortune of others are nothing whenever it is a
question of enriching oneself. While you stir pity in others, re-
member that your duties forbid you ever to feel any yourself;
your heart must be like steel, and the only word that should
resound within you is money.

“You are permitted to sell the child entrusted to you, pro-
vided you obtain a good price for it and bring us the proceeds.

“Whether to do them good or harm, an infinite number of
people buy these children from us: some to raise them, others to
seduce and amuse themselves with them; and others—would
you believe 1t, Justine? — others to eat them... yes, to eat them.
There are beings depraved enough to carry debauchery to such
lengths, and we encounter them every day. Accustomed as we
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are to every horror, none can surprise us; and we must lend our-
selves to all that are proposed to us—above all when we are paid
for them.”

“Have tears at your command; let stories, inventions, and lies
cost you nothing: there 1s no trade in the world in which one
must impose upon others with greater shamelessness, or feign
with more boldness misfortunes and hardships farthest removed
from oneself.

“Above all, discern the character of those you address; let
your methods be adapted to their sensitivity. With a weak and
timid person, it 1s enough simply to appear—our very presence
moves them at once. It takes more skill, a more deliberate per-
formance, with those souls hardened by age or by debauchery.
Our profession 1s despised; certainly, that 1s unjust: there 1s none
that requires a more complete knowledge of the human heart,
none that demands greater flexability, intelligence, and wit; none,
in short, that must be practiced with more energy, study, and
care; not one that calls for a greater reserve of falsechood, malice,
depravity, and cunning.

“Do not allow real beggars to mingle among you; above all,
never assist them; on the contrary, treat them harshly; threaten
to have them beaten by your companions if they dare interfere
with your trade; be as hard toward them as the wealthy are to-
ward us.

“When you make your rounds in the countryside and the
peasants offer you hospitality, take advantage of it to rob them,
to seduce or carry off their children. If they refuse you... if they
treat you badly, burn their barn, poison their livestock. Every-
thing 1s permitted in such cases; revenge 1s the first of the pleas-
ures left to us by the wickedness of men; one must enjoy it.”

These lessons in practice and morality having been well in-
stilled, Justine was given a new instructor in performance, and
within a few days she was deemed fit to play a role in the cele-
brated band of beggars of the Lyonnais.
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Her training was scarcely finished when one of the members
of the detachment out in the field returned to announce that his
comrades were coming back laden with riches wrested from the
charity of fools; at once the rest of the company assembled, and
replacements were appointed. Gareau was unanimously given
command of the small band; whereupon Justine, once every-
thing had been arranged, asked the chief for the honour of
speaking with him privately for a moment.

Admitted to a private audience, she revealed to Gaspard
things he knew far better than she. “Too trusting a girl,” said this
superior, “how could you imagine that, in an association such as
ours, espionage would not be one of the branches we cultivate
with the greatest care? Gareau has deceived you, and you have
fallen like a fool mto the trap laid for your simplicity. Our asso-
clate proposed three things to you: to rob us, to betray us, and to
flee. You confess the theft, you refused the betrayal, but you ac-
cepted the flight; 15 that not more than enough for you to be
placed under guard at once? You do not like our trade—we are
certain you will never practice i¢; therefore we can keep you here
only as our prostitute or our slave, and 1n either capacity, un-
breakable chains must hold you” — “Oh, sit!” cried Justine,
> — “He betrayed you; he did his duty”

>

“what! that monster...’
— “But he spoke of love... and of delicacy...” — “How could
you believe such sentiments could arise in the soul of a man of
our profession—and above all in a priest? Gareau amused him-
self at your expense, my child; he wished to discern your way of
thinking... to draw out your secret and reveal it to us. Let this
serve you as a lesson for another time; meanwhile submit to the
fate your virtuous candour has prepared for you”

Séraphine was immediately summoned; Justine was placed in
her hands. “You will not lock her up,” said the chief, “but you
will not lose sight of her, and you will answer for her with your
head”

This Séraphine, of whom it 1s now time to give the reader
some 1dea, was a very pretty woman of about thirty, with fine
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hair, very dark and very wanton eyes... extremely clever (as one
will recall from the way she had deceived Justine), playing to
perfection all the roles assigned to her, and possessed of a cor-
ruption of morals beyond anything one can imagine. The con-
fidence she inspired in the members of this association was so
great that she now rarely left the house—only a few excursions
in the vicinity of La Trappe—but she managed most of the in-
ternal affairs, and was, moreover, on excellent terms with the
leaders, of whom she was so worthy by her conduct and her
talents.

Gareau, seeing Justine pass by again with her guard, burst out
laughing. “What do you think of this fool,” he said to Séraphine,
“who 1magines that by lending me her backside she has freed
herself from the punishment her stupidity has earned?” — “She
1s still inexperienced,” replied Séraphine, “her good faith must
be forgiven.” — “What!” continued Gareau, “will she not be put
to death?” — “Ah, wretch!” cried Justine, “so that was your aim?
Thirsting for my blood, it was only to see it shed that you be-
trayed every feeling of honour and love” — “Love, love!” said
Gareau. “Séraphine, what do you say to this girl who imagines
she 1s owed love because her backside has been used? Learn, slut,
that one takes what one can from a creature like you—but one
does not love her; one grows disgusted with her, and one sacri-
fices her: women, that 1s your lot... Be that as it may, she 1s
spared.” — “Yes,” said Séraphine, “she 1s in my care, and [ answer
that T will not let her out of my sight.” — “T would rather see
her in the charnel vault,” said the monster, as he resumed his
activity with a young boy he was holding at that moment.

From then on, Justine was consigned to the most menial
tasks. Completely subservient to Séraphine, she became, in a
sense, her servant; and as Gareau withdrew his protection from
her, she became the target of public debauchery. A notice was
posted 1n the underground passage stating that, as Justine was no
longer Gareau’s mistress, she would give herself indiscriminately
to anyone who desired her, and that the slightest refusal on her
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part would be severely punished. What 1s most amusing 1s that
Gareau was the first to present himself. “Come on, you little
minx,” he said to her, “even though I want to humiliate you, |
still love your arse; come here so I can sodomise you one last
time before I leave;” Gareau was 1n full swing; he had gathered
four young lads, and Séraphine was there too; Maugin—whose
tastes the reader will recall—Maugin who, like Gareau, cher-
ished the arse prodigiously, but whose strength so often failed to
match his desires, had also just joined them; the orgies were 1n
full swing. There were moments when our unfortunate adven-
turess, the object of Séraphine’s lust and that of the two libertines
just mentioned, had a tongue 1n her cunt, a cock in her arse, and
another in her mouth, all whilst each of her hands was defiling
a young boy, and Séraphine was being sodomised. The next mo-
ment, two cocks were ploughing her vagina; Séraphine, still be-
ing sodomised, was rimming her anus, and she was wanking a
cock against her tribade’s clitoris. Twventy other positions fol-
lowed one after another, and Justine could finally flatter herself
that she had, in the course of that day, received a more compre-
hensive lesson in debauchery than any she had been subjected
to since she had entered society.

At last, the change took place. Gareau departed with his
henchmen, and the detachment returned; so many new figures
presented themselves to the unfortunate Justine, and soon sub-
jected her to the excesses of their treacherous lewdness. The
leader of this new band was the one who tormented our virtu-
ous creature the most. Roger, the most villainous of men, cruel
by nature, brutal by temperament, had certain sexual habits
which, as we shall see, were not exactly designed to seduce: the
wretch would defecate m the middle of a room, and the woman,
naked, would have to cavort for an hour around his turd. Armed
with an enormous whip, he lashed her all over her body during
that time; then, as soon as he uttered the words, “Eat it, you slut”,
the poor victim had to swallow the turd on the floor and
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promptly go and make one in his mouth; then Roger, suffi-
ciently aroused, would release his semen; but in thrusting the
object of his lust so cruelly from him, that the unfortunate
woman, hurled fifteen or twenty feet from him, usually only hit
the mark at the cost of a few fountains of blood from her head,
or a few broken limbs. “Ah! Goddamn it,” Roger cried out at
once, gazing at the results of his fury, “why hasn’t the bitch fallen
a hundred feet underground, and why haven’t I killed her? Is
there anything in the world more dreadful than the presence of
a woman who has cost us our cum!”

Meanwhile, the accounts of the new detachment were set-
tled; Gaspard, who still commanded within, announced that six
months of expeditions had brought i to the common fund
nearly seven hundred thousand livres—entirely from alms. “By
God!” he cried, after displaying the statement, “long live Chris-
tian charity! What wit he had who first elevated that sublime act
mto a virtue! You see the use 1t 1s to us: let us continue, my
friends, let us continue to pay preachers to inflame zeal for it 1in
the hearts of men—we could never invest our money better.”!

Aside from a great deal of baseness, debauchery, irreligion,
intemperance, and blasphemy, Justine had not yet seen crime n
all its full force, when a rather singular incident came to lay bare
before her the truly atrocious soul of these scoundrels.

All at once the trapdoor fell open and disgorged into the
dwelling a man of about forty, very well dressed... but so
stunned by his fall that it took him a moment to explain the
misfortune that had brought him there. This was not the resule
of one of Séraphine’s tricks; the traveller had indeed seen a
woman wandering near the spot where the ground had given
way beneath his feet, and it was to hide from her that, driven by
a natural need, he had taken refuge in the thicket. His horse,
laden with a valise full of gold, must be only a few steps from

10Tt is said that this is one of the tricks of these rogues: they pay
village priests to preach sermons on pity, on charity, on benevolence—
in short, on all the weaknesses that serve their purposes.
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the opening, though out of Séraphine’s sight; and if, he said, his
fate had cast him among a band of thieves, they must hurry to
seize his treasure before the first passerby did, or else quickly lift
it back to the surface if they meant him no harm. — “Lift you
up?” said Roger at once, stepping toward the man, pistol 1n
hand... “Ah, scoundprel, never again shall your eyes see the sun”
— “What do I see, great God!” cried the traveller. “Is it truly
you, Roger, whom chance places before my astonished eyes?. ..
you, my brother... you whom [ raised, so to speak, in my
bosom... you, my friend, whose life 1 saved twice... you, in a
word, who owe me everything! Oh, how I thank heaven to find
you in this dark place; whoever these people may be, you will
serve as my protector here... and surely I have nothing more to
fear now that my fate rests in your hands!” — “May [ be struck
dead,” cried Roger, “if there is any circumstance in the world
that could soften me toward your fate; had you saved my life a
thousand times, [ have you now, scoundrel, and your death waill
secure us your fortune. s it to men like us that you come talking
of brotherly ties or graticude? Learn, wretch, that interest stifles
1n our hearts every feeling but avarice, greed, and thirst for blood
or riches; and even 1f you had rendered me a thousand times
more services than you boast of here, you would be no less our
victim.” Two pistol shots, fired by the cruel Roger, instantly
stretched his brother upon the floor; scarcely had he fallen when
Séraphine appeared with the traveller’s baggage; she had discov-
ered the horse, and not knowing what had become of its master,
the wretch brought the valise at all events. “This 1s an excellent
stroke,” said Gaspard, showing his companions that the haul
amounted to more than a hundred thousand francs. “A man like
that is to blame—having such wealth, he should never have let
his younger brother fall into so vile a profession.” — “He knew
nothing of it,” replied Roger; “he believed me these past four
years to be in America; after what I have just done, 1t 1s not for
me to praise him; but he did not deceive you, and nothing 1s
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more certain than the services he rendered me all my life. De-
bauchery alone binds me to our condition, and I would not
practice 1t if I had profited from his lessons, his advice, and the
sums his generosity so often gave me; no matter! I do not re-
pent—my act will prove to you, my comrades, that your interests
are dearer to me than all the ties of nature, and that I will always
sacrifice everything when it comes to serving you.”

Roger’s fratricide found many supporters in the troop, but
not a single opponent. The unfortunate Justine was ordered to
go and bury the corpse; and one may well imagine how much
both what had just occurred and what she was continually
forced to endure deepened the profound hatred she felt for the
new monsters among whom chance had placed her.

Meanwhile, the joy caused by this latest haul was such that,
by evening, no one thought of anything but amusement; the
revels were complete. It was required that all the women and
girls of the troop, as well as all the young boys, attend the supper
naked. Justine, in the same condition, was forced to serve them.

At dessert, Gaspard remarked that Séraphine had long prom-
1sed them the story of her life; and as the 1nvitation was repeated,
this beautiful woman began to speak 1n roughly the following
terms:
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CHAPTER XVIII.

The Story of Séraphine. — How Justine Leaves the
Beggars. — A New Act of Charity, and Its Outcome.
— Who Roland Is. — Her Stay with Him.

“I was born in Paris, to a man and a woman whose rather
dubious reputation gave little hope that the fruit of their union
would possess much morality. My father was the porter of the
Capuchins of the Marais; my mother, a very pretty hussy of the
neighborhood, whom TFather Siméon—the author of my
birth—kept with money from the convent in a house not far
from it. | had a brother a year older than I, the result of the same
intrigue, and whom Pauline, my mother, raised along with me
in rather neglected principles. This little brother, called de 'Ai-
gle, after my father’s name, was at once the most handsome child
and perhaps the most notorious libertine in all Paris. The most
vicious inclinations showed themselves in him from his earliest
years, and the little rogue had nothing more at heart than to
instil them all in me. Barely ten years old, he was already de-
bauched, a drunkard, a thief, and cruel—and he inspired me with
all these vices, recommending them to me with a force of mind
and reasoning quite extraordinary for his age. It was he who
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