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Introduction

	A Novel Written Against the Clock

	In the last weeks of his life, a twenty-nine-year-old journalist lay dying in a friend's house in Milan, racing to finish a novel he suspected he would not live to complete. He did not. Iginio Ugo Tarchetti died on 25 March 1869, leaving Fosca unfinished at its penultimate chapter; his closest friend, the novelist Salvatore Farina, supplied the missing pages so that the book — and the fee attached to its newspaper serialization — could go to Tarchetti's grieving mother. It is a strange, almost too-perfect origin for a novel obsessed with mortality, illness, and the body's slow betrayals, and it is tempting to read the circumstances of its composition back into the book itself. Tarchetti would probably have been unable to stop us: he was, throughout his short life, a writer who mined his own suffering for material, sometimes so directly that his fiction reads as barely disguised autobiography.

	Fosca has had a longer afterlife than its author ever did. Largely forgotten for a century, it was rescued from obscurity in 1971 when Italo Calvino chose it to open the Centopagine series he edited for Einaudi — a vote of confidence from one of Italy's most discerning readers. A decade later, Ettore Scola adapted it into the film Passione d'amore (1981), and in 1994 the story crossed the Atlantic once more, transformed by Stephen Sondheim and James Lapine into the Broadway musical Passion, which won the Tony Award for Best Musical the same year Lawrence Venuti's English translation of the novel first appeared. For English-language readers, then, Fosca has long been known — if it has been known at all — at one remove: as the story behind a film, or the source of a musical, rather than as a novel in its own right. This edition is offered as an invitation to meet the book directly.

	A Short, Unquiet Life

	Iginio Pietro Teodoro Tarchetti was born on 29 June 1839 in San Salvatore Monferrato, a small town in Piedmont near Alessandria, the son of a minor civil servant. In 1864 he added "Ugo" to his name, in homage to the poet Ugo Foscolo, whose brooding, doomed Romantic persona he admired and, in certain respects, modeled his own life on. Contemporaries described him as strikingly handsome — tall, pale, blue-eyed, with what one friend called "the face of a Nazarene" — and as a man who inspired sudden, consuming attachments in the people around him, and who was just as susceptible to them himself.

	He enlisted in the army while still young and spent the early 1860s in the campaigns waged by the new Italian state against brigandage in the recently annexed southern provinces — a brutal, undeclared civil war that the official history of Italian unification preferred not to dwell on. What Tarchetti saw there left him with a lasting hatred of military institutions and of the hypocrisies of the young Kingdom of Italy. Poor health — the first signs, most likely, of the tuberculosis that would eventually kill him — brought him back north, and in 1864 he settled in Milan, where he resigned his commission the following year after publishing writings openly critical of army discipline and command.

	Milan in the 1860s was the natural home for a young man in open revolt against convention, and Tarchetti quickly fell in with the circle of poets, novelists, painters, and musicians who called themselves — half in mockery, half in pride — the Scapigliatura. He supported himself, precariously, through journalism: he wrote for numerous periodicals and, with a friend, launched two short-lived magazines of his own, Piccolo giornale and Palestra musicale. He wrote quickly, prolifically, and, by every account, from a chronic state of financial and physical distress. The literary output of scarcely five years — novels, novellas, a full-length work of anti-military polemic, dozens of stories, essays, and poems — is the work of a man who knew he had no time to waste, and who wrote, at the end, quite literally to buy himself a few more weeks of life. He died in poverty at Salvatore Farina's home in Milan on 25 March 1869, not yet thirty, of what contemporary accounts describe variously as tuberculosis or typhoid fever — the diagnostic vocabulary of the period was imprecise, and it is possible that both afflictions, in the end, played a part.

	Milan's Disheveled Rebels

	The word Scapigliatura — "dishevelment," or, loosely, "bohemianism" — was coined in 1862 by the writer Cletto Arrighi, in a novel describing the young malcontents of post-unification Milan: men, as Arrighi put it, "full of talent, more advanced than their century, independent as the eagle of the Alps, ready for good as much as for evil." The name stuck, and the loose fellowship of writers, painters, and composers who adopted it — among them Emilio Praga, Carlo Dossi, Camillo Boito and his more famous brother Arrigo (who would go on to write the libretto for Verdi's Otello and compose his own opera, Mefistofele), and Tarchetti himself — became, for a decade or so, the most vital and unruly force in Italian letters.

	Their target was the literary establishment built by Alessandro Manzoni and his followers: a tradition of moral seriousness, Catholic piety, and patriotic uplift that had served the Risorgimento well but now, in the disillusioned aftermath of unification, felt to the Scapigliati like a suit of clothes several sizes too small. In its place, they imported foreign models that official Italian culture had largely ignored — the German Romantics, above all E. T. A. Hoffmann; the English Gothic and its heirs, Mary Shelley among them; Edgar Allan Poe, whose tales of monomania and premature burial spoke directly to their own preoccupations; and, closer to home, Baudelaire, whose insistence on finding beauty in decay and the diseased gave the whole generation a kind of permission. Where Manzoni's realism had been didactic and reassuring, the Scapigliati cultivated what Italian critics still call their dualismo — a restless, unresolved tension between the ideal and the real, between beauty and its opposite, embodied most famously in the title of Arrigo Boito's poem "Dualismo" itself. They wrote about madness, hysteria, drug use, and physical decay not as case studies to be diagnosed and dismissed, but as legitimate — even privileged — territory for literature. Tarchetti, by common critical consent, is among the two or three writers who did this best.

	A Restless, Unfinished Body of Work

	Tarchetti's bibliography reads like a catalogue of a mind that could not stay still. His first major work, serialized in 1865–66 and published in 1867 as Paolina (originally Drammi di vita militare, then folded into other material), already shows his taste for social criticism wound around a personal wound. Una nobile follia ("A Noble Madness," serialized 1866–67, published 1867) is his most openly political book: a scathing indictment of the conscript army and the culture of blind obedience it demanded, drawn directly from his own service in the south. It caused an uproar on publication — copies were reportedly burned at army barracks — and remains one of the few genuinely angry anti-militarist novels produced anywhere in Europe in this period.

	His shorter fiction shows the other, more inward-turning side of his imagination. Racconti fantastici ("Fantastic Tales," published posthumously in 1869) collects stories poised between the supernatural and the pathological, unmistakably indebted to Hoffmann and Poe — indeed, Tarchetti's engagement with Anglo-American Gothic went further than admiration: among his papers is a story, "L'elisir d'immortalità" ("The Elixir of Immortality"), which turned out, on later scholarly investigation, to be a close, unacknowledged adaptation of Mary Shelley's "The Mortal Immortal" — a small scandal that only came to light more than a century later, fittingly enough, through the research of Lawrence Venuti, the same scholar-translator whose 1994 English version of Fosca remains the standard against which all others are measured. Storia di una gamba ("Story of a Leg," 1869) and Amore nell'arte ("Love in Art," 1869) — the triptych of novellas devoted to a musician, a painter, and a street performer — pursue his recurring themes of death, deformity, and the price art exacts from those who serve it. A slim travel narrative, L'innamorato della montagna, a book of comic sketches, Racconti umoristici, and a posthumous collection of verse, Disjecta (assembled by Domenico Milelli and published only in 1879, a decade after Tarchetti's death), complete a body of work remarkable less for its polish — Tarchetti wrote too fast, and often too much at once, to achieve that — than for its nerve. Even his earliest sustained fiction, Paolina (subtitled Misteri del Coperto dei Figini, after a Milanese landmark), mixes the era's fashionable taste for urban "mysteries" — serialized crime and scandal fiction in the manner of Eugène Sue — with the same interest in social injustice that would later sharpen into open polemic in Una nobile follia. Reading the bibliography end to end, one sees a writer testing every available mode — the crusading social novel, the Gothic tale, the artist's novella, the travel sketch, even light comedy — before settling, at the very end and almost by accident of mortality, on the one book that fused all of his obsessions into a single narrative.

	The Making of Fosca

	Fosca was Tarchetti's last work and, by near-universal agreement, his masterpiece. It began appearing in installments in the Milanese newspaper Il Pungolo on 21 February 1869 and ran until 6 April — that is, it continued to appear in print for eleven days after its author's death, an unnerving detail that the novel's own preoccupation with the porous border between the living and the dead makes almost too apt. Tarchetti had been working on the manuscript with what Farina, in his own account, called something close to desperation, aware that his health was failing and determined to leave the book — and its earnings — behind him. When he died, the narrative broke off before its climax; Farina, following notes and instructions Tarchetti had left him, wrote the missing chapter, generally identified as the penultimate of the novel's fifty, so that the serialization could be completed and the book published, later that same year, in volume form.

	The novel draws openly on Tarchetti's own life. Its narrator, Giorgio, is — like his creator — a former army officer, invalided out of service by a heart ailment, who falls first into a conventional, idyllic love affair with a married woman, Clara, and then into the grip of an entirely different kind of passion for his colonel's cousin, Fosca: a woman of striking, almost repellent ugliness, wasted by illness and prone to violent nervous seizures, whose intelligence, sensitivity, and desperate need to be loved gradually overwhelm Giorgio's revulsion and draw him into an obsession he can neither justify nor escape. Literary tradition — reasonably well supported by Tarchetti's correspondence — traces Fosca back to a real woman named Carolina Ponti, an epileptic whom Tarchetti had known in the mid-1860s and with whom he seems to have carried on an intense, troubled relationship of his own. Whatever the precise biographical debt, the imaginative charge of the novel comes from the same place as Una nobile follia's anger and Racconti fantastici's morbidity: Tarchetti did not invent his obsessions so much as transcribe them.

	Reading Fosca: Beauty, Illness, and the Case Clinical

	What makes Fosca more than a curiosity of literary history is the intelligence with which it handles its central provocation. Nineteenth-century fiction had no shortage of angelic invalids and no shortage of monstrous women; Fosca is neither. Tarchetti's narrator insists, almost clinically, on the extremity of Fosca's ugliness — the novel's early pages catalogue her wasted body with a precision that owes something to contemporary medical writing on hysteria and nervous illness — and yet refuses to let that ugliness settle into simple horror or simple pity. Fosca is demanding, manipulative, self-aware, frequently insufferable, and — this is the novel's real achievement — never less than a full consciousness demanding to be reckoned with on its own terms. Where Clara offers Giorgio (and the reader) the comfortable, familiar pleasures of a "healthy" love story, Fosca offers something the nineteenth-century novel rarely risked: a love object who refuses to be merely loved, who insists on being understood, who makes desire itself into a kind of illness to be diagnosed.

	That clinical vocabulary is not incidental. Tarchetti, like several of his Scapigliatura colleagues, was fascinated by the emerging medical language of nervous disorder — hysteria, above all, was in these years becoming both a serious diagnostic category and a cultural obsession, freighted with anxieties about female sexuality, willpower, and the boundary between sickness and simulation. Fosca reads today, with the benefit of a century and a half of psychology in between, like an anticipation of concerns that would only be given proper theoretical form decades later: the entanglement of desire and repulsion, the seductive power of vulnerability, the way an obsessive attachment can override reason, self-interest, and even physical revulsion. Giorgio's own account of his condition — he describes his love for Fosca not as a passion but as "the diagnosis of an illness" he suffered rather than felt — is one of the most startling sentences in nineteenth-century Italian fiction, and it tells the reader exactly what kind of book they are holding: not a love story with a sick woman in it, but a study of love itself as a pathology, narrated from the inside by a man not at all certain he has recovered.

	This is also, unmistakably, a Scapigliatura novel in its bones. The opposition between Clara and Fosca restages, on the scale of two human beings, the dualismo the whole movement prized: the beautiful and the deformed, the healthy and the diseased, the ideal and the real, refusing all the while to let the reader simply prefer one term over the other. Tarchetti's prose, meanwhile, carries the unmistakable fingerprints of the foreign models the Scapigliati had adopted as their own — the confessional intensity and slippage between reason and delirium that Hoffmann had brought to the Gothic tale, the obsessive first-person analysis of a single overmastering feeling that Poe had made his signature, a Baudelairean insistence that beauty and ugliness are not opposites so much as two faces of the same disturbing object. That the novel is framed, from its very first page, as a private memoir never meant for publication — a device as old as the epistolary novel, but deployed here with real psychological cunning — only deepens the reader's sense of eavesdropping on a mind still working out, in real time, what happened to it.

	The novel's structure reinforces this effect. Giorgio writes five years after the events he describes, from a position of studied calm that the narration itself keeps undermining — his declarations of coldness and detachment arrive so insistently, and so early, that an attentive reader learns to hear them as symptoms rather than conclusions. The long, digressive opening chapters, in which Giorgio circles his subject before he can bring himself to name it, are not padding but method: Tarchetti is dramatizing the very reluctance and dread his narrator describes, making the reader wait, as Giorgio himself waited, for the story to arrive at the woman it cannot stop circling. It is a difficult trick to bring off in a novel written at speed and under sentence of death, and that Tarchetti manages it at all is a large part of why Fosca, alone among his books, has outlived its century.

	After Tarchetti: Neglect, Rediscovery, and a Second Life

	Fosca's reputation did not follow a straight upward line. For much of the century after Tarchetti's death, the Scapigliatura as a whole was treated by Italian criticism as a transitional curiosity — interesting mainly for what it led to (the Verismo of Verga, the Decadentism of D'Annunzio) rather than for what it was. Tarchetti himself, dead at twenty-nine with no defenders left to promote his memory, fell into something close to critical silence. The turning point was Italo Calvino's decision, in 1971, to place Fosca at the head of the Centopagine series — a signal, from one of the shrewdest literary minds of the postwar period, that the novel deserved to be read again on its own merits rather than filed away as period curiosity.

	The wider public rediscovery came through adaptation. Ettore Scola's 1981 film Passione d'amore, starring Bernard Giraudeau and Valeria D'Obici in the role of Fosca, brought the story to international art-house audiences and was nominated for the Academy Award for Best Foreign Language Film. Sondheim and Lapine's 1994 musical Passion, adapted from Scola's film rather than directly from the novel, took the story further still, winning the Tony Award for Best Musical in a year when it competed, notoriously, against the far more conventionally romantic Beauty and the Beast — an irony Tarchetti, connoisseur of the ugly and the deformed, would surely have appreciated. It was in this same climate of renewed interest that Lawrence Venuti's English translation appeared in 1994, introducing the novel to Anglophone readers for the first time under the title Passion, and later reissued, more faithfully to the original, simply as Fosca.

	More recently, scholarship has returned to the novel with new questions in hand. Critics working in disability studies and the history of medicine have re-examined Fosca's illness — read by earlier critics loosely as "hysteria" — for what it reveals about nineteenth-century attitudes toward chronic sickness, female embodiment, and the disabled body as an object of both repulsion and desire. Feminist critics have complicated the older reading of Fosca as monstrous predator, pointing out how insistently the novel allows her intelligence and self-awareness to outstrip the narrator's own, and how the account we receive is entirely filtered through Giorgio's unreliable, self-exculpating memory. None of this makes Fosca a comfortable book, a century and a half on. It is not meant to be. It remains, as it was when its dying author raced to finish it, an unsparing study of a mind that fell in love with its own affliction — and could not, in the end, be sure it wanted to be cured.

	A Note on This Edition

	Tarchetti's prose — urgent, confessional, sometimes ragged at the edges from the speed at which it was written — has been rendered here for the contemporary English reader with the aim this edition has pursued throughout: not a museum piece reconstructed brick by brick from the Italian, but a novel that reads, in English, with the same fever the original carries in Italian. Readers who want to trace individual choices back to Tarchetti's text, or to compare this rendering with Lawrence Venuti's landmark 1994 translation, will find ample scholarly material elsewhere; this edition exists, instead, in the belief that a novel this alive deserves to be read first, and studied after.
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	Is it an indiscretion to publish these Memoirs? I think not; nor would further hesitation excuse my fault. Their author now stands too far removed from worldly concerns, too certain of himself, to take pleasure in praise or suffer from blame that might befall him through them. He knows by what strange chance this manuscript came into my hands, and he is not unaware of my long-held intention to publish it. It suffices for him that I have removed all traces that might compromise the reputation of those still living, and that the secret of his present life remains inviolate.

	If the writer of these pages can still find, in the solitude and self-absorption to which he has retreated, some remnant of what he once was, it may not displease him that others should shed, in reading these Memoirs, the very tears he surely shed in writing them.

	
	Milan, January 21, 1869.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	I

	Many times I have resolved to write these Memoirs of mine, and each time a strange sensation—a mingling of dread and anguish—has turned me away. A deep mistrust has taken hold of me. I fear I might diminish the worth and the semblance of my passions in the very act of expressing them; I fear I might erase them by keeping silent. For it is almost easy to speak of what others have felt—the echo of their sensations reverberates in our hearts without disturbing them—but to speak of what we ourselves have felt, our affections, our fevers, our sorrows, is a task beyond the reach of words. We feel we cannot be true.

	I have often contemplated with relief the ruin that time wreaks upon memory; more often, I have done so with sorrow. To forget! And to kill oneself is to renounce the one possession we truly and inevitably hold: the past. If we could forget only joy, perhaps oblivion might be justly desired; but we cling to our sorrows with pride and greed, we cherish them, we will not let them go. They are the very crown of life.

	The past is the measure of the road we have traveled, the measure of what remains for us to traverse. Thus we hold it dear, for it bears witness to the relentless shortening of our days. A feverish longing for death unconsciously wearies men. Who would wish to retrace a single hour, a minute, an instant of their life? No one; and yet we love and regret this past we shudder to relive.

	To write of what we have suffered and enjoyed is to grant our memories the duration of our existence. To write for ourselves, to reread in secret, to remember in secret, to weep in secret. That is why I write.

	There was a time when I would have made a book of the things I am about to tell: an inclination, long resisted yet never vanquished by the events of my life, had carried me—already late, already aged in mind and heart—into the world of letters and publicity. I could bring to it only the memories of a youth rich in passions, of a life long and bitterly tormented. Had art found in me a voice equal to the grandeur of the subject, the tale I set out to write might have won me resounding acclaim. Yet I refrained. To cast the secret of my sorrows into the mire of publicity, to sacrifice it to the hollow satisfactions of fame, would have been a weakness unworthy of my past. I write now for myself alone. I would never have dared to profane the only faith that has survived the ruin of my beliefs: the religion of my memories.

	On this old notebook, where I have so often begun my story, there are many erasures I can no longer decipher. I fear time has also effaced from my soul more than a few of its recollections.

	These pages, on which my hand has so often faltered, arrested by a terror it could not overcome, have accompanied me for five years through my arduous wanderings. Most remain blank; yet it seems my thoughts have traced upon them mysterious, solemn figures, so long have I meditated upon them, gazing at their emptiness. I turn them over in the hope of reading them, and observe with melancholy the tiny paper mites that scurry along their yellowed folds.

	Yes, five years have passed! The causes of my terror have not ceased to exist, for my heart is not one that forgets; but, be that as it may, this terror has dissipated. I now feel the courage to remember and to write. Now that all must be over!

	I often look around me as though I were the last man left in the world, as though the illusions that once accompanied me had been living, sentient things, as though I might yet find them at my side. I had moved through life alone, never noticing my solitude. But now! I have known the solitude of society, and I have often sought it with ardor—indeed, I have always sought it; that is nothing. It is the solitude of the passions that is terrible!

	I do not know if other men have undergone a transition as swift and violent as mine, from the age of faith to that of despair; if they have passed suddenly from the active life of youth to the inert, disconsolate life of old age. I believe many have entered it calmly—those who loved serenely and without turmoil.

	I was born with passions beyond the common measure. I could never have loved or hated by halves; I could not have lowered my affections to the level of other men. Nature made me rebellious to ordinary laws and ordinary measures. It was only just, then, that even my passions should have had exceptional causes, forms, developments, ends.

	I have known two great loves, two loves felt differently, yet equally fatal and formidable. With them my youth was extinguished; because of them.

	In writing these pages, I have no other purpose than to question my memories one last time, never to interrogate them again. I raise this monument upon the ashes of my past, as one places a gravestone upon the tomb of a beloved and lost being.

	I have taken a great resolution.

	Before withdrawing from the world, before isolating myself in the midst of the crowd—an isolation far more painful than in the vast solitudes of nature—I wished to remember once more, to remember fully and faithfully. I am now at peace with myself. The profound agitations of my soul, the feverish restlessness of my mind, have ceased. I now understand their causes. Many men are ill at ease with life because they have not yet discovered their point of equilibrium.

	The difficult thing is to find the center of one’s own soul!

	I shall write of only one of these loves. I shall speak of the other only for the dreadful contrast it formed with the first. That one was but a happy love. To tell of it would be to repeat the story of all affections, and there is no creature who has loved so little as not to know it. Either one abandons or is abandoned—often desiring it, often content with the abandonment. Such is the human heart.

	More than the analysis of an affection, more than the tale of a love, I perhaps offer here the diagnosis of an illness. That love I did not feel; I endured it. I do not know if there are other men in the world who have undergone a trial like mine, in the circumstances in which I endured it; I do not know if they would have survived it.

	I express this doubt because it has often occurred to me to ask: "How, by what means, did I survive it?"

	Yet I feel that something in my mind has gone awry: I no longer have any sense of time, no order in my thoughts, no clarity in my memories. These five years have passed like an instant and like an eternity, unmarked, obscure, without the divisions of days or epochs. Those holidays, those anniversaries that once brought me the purest joys of childhood—have they returned each year? And how did I fail to notice them? What have I done in this long stretch of time? Why have I ceased to love?...

	I no longer know how to think; I can no longer dwell long upon an idea; I no longer see the lines that separate truth from paradox. Everything now seems logical, natural, possible. All my thoughts collide, become entangled, are lost in a vortex that spins ceaselessly in my mind. It is there that everything ends. I feel my very sense of self has grown confused. When I have written the story of this love, I should still write that of the five years that followed; it would be a terrible tale. I should write another still more terrible: the story of my visions, the chronicle of the dreams that peopled my nights during that time.

	I will gather here the documents, the letters, the notes I have preserved. I will rebuild this edifice from its own ruins.

	Now I am quite calm and tranquil; now that I have begun, I no longer distrust myself. My indifference assures me that the wellsprings of my enthusiasm are exhausted. One thing comforts and makes me proud: the feeling of my coldness—for my heart is cold, terribly cold.

	I hope, and yet fear, to forget. A sad and shadowed night has begun to spread over my past.

	The waves that the sun’s warmth had lifted and transformed into golden clouds now fall back as rain, crossing the cold latitudes of the air, falling like nature’s tears.

	When the fire of youth has burned out, the warmth of the ashes fades little by little; they remain to mark where the flame once blazed, until the frozen breath of time comes to scatter them as well.

	II

	It would be futile to retrace the years that preceded the events I am about to recount. I wish to seize only one moment of my life, to bring to light only a single instant of it. Who would dare to confront the entire spectacle of his existence, to peer into its dark recesses, and to retrace its whole history?

	My youth passed full, rich, fruitful. Fortune, to be sure, had not been lavish with her favors; but what does youth care for fortune? That is the age of strength, of courage, of boldness; it is then that one gathers with open hands the fruits ripening in the garden of life, that one raises to one’s lips the intoxicating cup of happiness; at that age, one enjoys a blessing one does not recognize and never knows again—the gentle, affectionate indulgence of men.

	I have never been able to decide whether my nature was incomplete or excessive; but in any case, it was certain that I did not conform to the common measure. The repugnance I have felt, and still feel, for all that is conventional, all that is methodical, did not spring from my education, but from a peculiar disposition of my character. It mattered little to me whether I was more or less than other men; it was enough for me to be different.

	In all my life, I have acted as I thought—convulsively. They say lions live in a state of continuous fever. I do not know what physician could have ascertained this at the bedside of a patient; but whether it is true or not, whether my nature is weak or strong, there is no doubt that I have always felt a kind of febrile, convulsive agitation akin to it.

	I have devoured my life. I could not measure my age by the ordinary yardstick of time.

	I was twenty-eight years old when the events I am about to relate took place. The revolution had already drawn me into its ranks, almost against my will. Diverted from my studies, thwarted in my inclinations, I had been reduced to remaining in the army, where I had obtained the rank of officer. I had served there for five years when, struck by a grave heart condition, I was compelled to request a long leave and retire to my native village. Severe financial reverses had left me no choice but to remain on the rolls of a regiment and wear my captain’s uniform. And I say this because the war had then ended, and I often felt ashamed of that inactivity so generously rewarded. I drew a handsome stipend from the state treasury.

	I shall not speak now of the sorrows that provoked this illness of mine. They belong to another period of my life; they were the fruit of a passion that, had it not been inspired by the noblest of sentiments, would have covered my past with shame. Yet those sorrows were immense, and if they did not have the power to kill me, it is because sorrow is often denied that power.

	At the end of a year, I requested active service, not because my health had improved, but because it would have been impossible for me to remain any longer in my native village. That life of solitude and meditation would have ended by destroying me. He who has lived for a time in great cities can no longer adapt to life in villages; he cannot shrink his views, his ideas, his habits to the narrow and often ridiculous proportions that country people give to their own. I have always regarded small villages as centers of ignorance, barbarism, and often even corruption. They are, in my opinion, what obstruct the course of civilization, what lodge themselves between the wheels of its chariot. If all the inhabited places of the earth were London, Saint Petersburg, Paris, Rome, Berlin, the question whose solution has wearied humanity for centuries would be resolved in an instant.

	Nor was the monotony of that life the least of my torments. I knew every street of that town, every house, every inhabitant—narrow and muddy lanes, cramped and wretched hovels, coarse and stubborn peasants. It pained me to see them, more to hear them. Even nature there seemed to languish; it was stunted and impoverished, as though suffering from some hidden malady. One would have said something was missing—strength, perhaps, or fragrance. The woods of Boulogne
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