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    Between the fever of private longing and the relentless drift of public events, a young man discovers that the heart’s radiant schemes and the great city’s machinery move on intersecting tracks that glitter with promise, grind with disappointment, and, as seasons and regimes turn, cast their passengers into eddies of chance, compromise, and remembrance, until what seemed destined to crown youth with fulfillment becomes a patient schooling in hesitation, desire, and loss, the curriculum of modern life conducted amid salons, boulevards, and barricades where ambitions are priced, affections tested, and ideals revised by the ceaseless hum of history.

Sentimental Education, by Gustave Flaubert, was published in 1869 after years of careful composition during the mid-1860s. Set primarily in Paris and spanning the tumultuous 1840s, it follows Frédéric Moreau, a provincial youth who enters the capital with artistic aspirations and an awakening devotion to a married woman, Madame Arnoux. Around this attachment gathers a panorama of friendships, business ventures, and political enthusiasms. Flaubert, already celebrated for Madame Bovary, turns from provincial life to the capital’s shifting theaters of power and pleasure, presenting a narrative whose premise is simple—an education of feeling—yet whose reach touches the broader education of an era.

The novel holds its classic status through the precision of its realism and the depth of its moral and social inquiry. Flaubert’s pages observe gesture, setting, and social ritual with exacting clarity, refusing easy judgments while revealing how language, money, and desire shape modern life. Its influence has endured because it transformed the coming-of-age narrative into a study of disillusionment and historical consciousness, offering a template for later writers exploring the entanglement of private motives with public change. Over time, readers and critics have recognized how its unsentimental gaze illuminates both a generation’s hopes and the mechanisms that quietly undo them.

Flaubert’s artistry lies in his rigorous style and narrative discipline. He refines free indirect narration to render consciousness with cool intimacy, allowing thoughts, impressions, and social atmospheres to mingle without overt authorial commentary. Scenes are orchestrated with painterly transitions—crowds, interiors, and streets arranged like panels in a frieze—while recurrent objects and phrases thread subtle patterns through the plot. The result is a prose surface that appears lucid and impersonal yet resonates with irony. This craft produces a novel that feels at once composed and alive, precise in detail and expansive in implication, demanding close attention and rewarding it richly.

At the heart of the book is the education promised by its title: not the steady rise of a hero, but the schooling of sensibility amid the contradictory pressures of ambition, affection, and time. Youthful ideals meet the practicalities of career and class; attraction is shadowed by reticence, scruple, and circumstance. The narrative tracks how expectations are formed—from novels, paintings, salons, and political speeches—and how reality alters them. The “education” is therefore double: the refinement of taste and feeling, and the gradual recognition of the limits that society, history, and temperament place upon the self.

Flaubert situates this personal drama within the charged atmosphere of the 1840s, a decade culminating in the Revolution of 1848. Without turning the book into a chronicle, he threads collective upheaval through intimate scenes, showing how public events redirect careers and rearrange relationships. Meetings at cafés, gatherings in studios, and promenades on new boulevards open onto assemblies, demonstrations, and shifting regimes. The city’s architecture and crowds become agents in the story’s movement. The result is a novel that understands politics not merely as ideology but as everyday experience—an energy that colors friendship, work, and desire.

Equally essential is the novel’s social topography. Flaubert maps the circuits linking art, journalism, finance, and fashion, observing how reputations are made and unmade in salons and offices, at the theater and on the street. The value of a painting, a newspaper article, or a gesture of gallantry is set against the ledger of money and status. This scrutiny is unsparing but never crudely satirical; it reveals how individuals navigate a web of expectations that is both enabling and confining. In tracing those negotiations, the book becomes a study of the modern city’s economy of attention and the price of belonging.

The characters surrounding Frédéric form a living mosaic of the era. There are artists with wavering convictions, financiers alert to opportunity, radicals debating the future, and friends whose loyalty strains under the pull of self-interest. At the center stands Madame Arnoux, a figure of poise and moral gravity who anchors the novel’s exploration of desire and restraint. Flaubert sketches these lives with equal care, giving each a distinct social rhythm. Their convergences and separations, their bargains and retreats, compose a human comedy whose power lies in the ordinary intensity of choices made under pressure.

Sentimental Education has influenced generations of novelists attentive to style and structure. Flaubert’s impersonal method, his exact diction, and his handling of consciousness helped shape the trajectory of European fiction in the late nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Writers drawn to psychological nuance and social breadth found in this work a model for depicting lives touched by history without reducing them to slogans or melodrama. Its legacy can be traced in novels that treat youth and disappointment without consolation, and that balance panoramic reach with minute attention to the shifting weather of thought and feeling.

Within Flaubert’s career, the book stands as a major achievement that complements his earlier portrait of provincial life. If Madame Bovary scrutinizes the dreams nourished by romance in a small town, Sentimental Education extends the inquiry to a metropolis where options multiply and clarity recedes. The move from provincial drama to the complex machinery of the capital enlarges the scale of social observation and tests the resilience of Flaubert’s method. The result is a work that consolidates his reputation for exactitude while broadening his canvas to include the political and historical dimensions of modern experience.

Reading the novel today, one encounters a narrative that advances by accumulation rather than spectacle. Its most telling moments are often quiet: a look, a pause, a choice deferred. Flaubert invites readers to notice how meaning emerges from the friction of everyday occasions, how a career takes shape through minor decisions, how affection is refined by distance and time. Patience pays off, for the book’s architecture reveals itself gradually, scene by scene. The experience is akin to watching a detailed city map come into focus: what first seems diffuse resolves into a pattern at once chastening and illuminating.

The novel remains contemporary because its subjects—ambition, desire, social mobility, and political volatility—continue to structure urban life. Readers recognize the pull of ideals and the compromises that attend their pursuit; they feel the lure of belonging and the solitude of hesitation. In tracing an “education” that is never complete, Flaubert offers a durable way to think about how people grow within—and are shaped by—institutions, markets, and movements. Sentimental Education endures as a classic not through nostalgia but through clarity, giving a cool, steady light to our own tangled passage from hope to understanding.
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    Sentimental Education, published in 1869, traces the formative years of Frédéric Moreau against the political and social turbulence of mid-nineteenth-century France. Flaubert’s novel follows a young provincial man who arrives in Paris with aesthetic dreams, vague political leanings, and an ardent susceptibility to love. The narrative is less a heroic ascent than a record of drifting impulses, showing how ideals encountered in youth are reworked by money, fashion, and history. Set mainly in Paris and occasionally in Nogent, the book observes salons, studios, cafés, and boulevards with exacting detail, using Frédéric’s viewpoint to survey a society poised between aspiration and compromise.

The story begins with a chance encounter on a riverboat, where Frédéric sees Madame Arnoux and experiences an instant, life-shaping enchantment. Still very young and destined for law studies in Paris, he turns this feeling into a guiding idea: a vision of love that promises moral elevation and social definition. Once in the capital, he drifts among classmates, lodgings, and lectures, absorbing the glamour and the difficulty of making a place there. His friendship with the more energetic Deslauriers brings talk of ambition and reform, but Frédéric’s energies are pulled toward the Arnoux world, which he attempts to enter respectfully, even timidly.

Frédéric befriends Jacques Arnoux, a gregarious entrepreneur whose pursuits shift between the art trade and other ventures. Through this association, Frédéric gains proximity to Madame Arnoux, intensifying his inward devotion while maintaining outward restraint. The novel renders their exchanges with careful attention to etiquette, glances, and silences, suggesting a moral idealism tested by worldly pressures. Around them, Flaubert sketches a cross section of Parisian life: shopkeepers, artists, critics, and financiers who function as social gatekeepers. Frédéric’s longing becomes an education in social codes, as he learns how reputation, credit, and tact can advance or stifle desire without producing clear, decisive action.

Expectations of an inheritance alter Frédéric’s horizons, and when money does arrive, it widens his indecision as much as his options. He cultivates a more elegant existence, acquires objects of taste, and seeks entry into influential circles. The banker Dambreuse and his milieu represent one path: a union of propriety, capital, and discreet power. At the same time, Frédéric toys with literary and political ambition without committing fully to either. Flaubert shows how wealth can soothe anxieties yet make choices more elusive, transforming ideals into decorations and delaying the moments of truth that might fix a life’s trajectory.

Alongside this social ascent, other attachments complicate Frédéric’s loyalties. In Nogent, the youthful and sincere Louise Roque offers a path of stability and local esteem. In Paris, Rosanette, a celebrated courtesan, draws him into a world where charm and transaction intertwine. Desire takes several shapes—reverent, tender, or playful—each imposing its own demands and illusions. Deslauriers’s fortunes rise and fall nearby, introducing rivalry and resentment into the friendship. These overlapping bonds reveal how affection, ambition, and money entangle, and how the very plurality of choices drains them of resolution, leaving feelings half-avowed and possibilities indefinitely postponed.

The novel’s secondary figures sharpen its portrait of an era’s mentality. Pellerin represents aesthetic theories that shift with fashion; Hussonnet pursues journalism and wit in the marketplace of culture; Sénécal advances severe political doctrines; Regimbart embodies a persistent, if weary, republican stance. Their talk—about art, progress, and principles—gives Frédéric a language for his hopes while also exposing the gap between slogans and practice. Through studio visits, dinners, and café debates, the book shows how public ideas infiltrate private life. Frédéric registers these currents without mastering them, learning to sound informed yet remaining fundamentally hesitant before decisive commitments.

Revolution interrupts these routines in 1848, bringing crowds, barricades, and shifting allegiances to the forefront. Friends who once debated principles must choose roles in clubs, committees, or the National Guard, while others seek safety or opportunity. Flaubert emphasizes spectacle and rumor as much as action, showing the city as a theater of half-understood events. Frédéric moves through this tumult with heightened perception but limited agency, his relationships strained by political anxieties and material uncertainties. Economic ventures wobble, reputations fluctuate, and the promise of a new order casts older desires in a sterner light, challenging previously comfortable evasions.

In the unsettled years that follow, politics reorganize society while social calculation becomes more intricate. The Dambreuse circle offers Frédéric a refined proximity to influence, and his association with Madame Dambreuse points toward an ambitious, worldly arrangement. Yet the pull of his early ideal persists, renewed by encounters with Madame Arnoux amid her family’s own financial and domestic trials. The narrative widens across time, detailing lawsuits, inheritances, and professional schemes that never fully stabilize. Through these movements, the novel contrasts lofty intentions with the inertia of habit, asking whether character is formed by decisions or by the slow erosion of will.

By the end, Sentimental Education has shown how a generation’s political storms and a man’s private sentiments educate one another. Without relying on melodrama, Flaubert records the ways desire can refine perception while also postponing action, leaving lives shaped by detours. The book’s lasting significance lies in its unsparing depiction of modernity’s promises—freedom, mobility, sophistication—alongside their costs: dilution of purpose, commodified feeling, and the quiet abdication of choice. It remains an enduring study of how ideals confront institutions, how youth meets history, and how the heart’s lessons may clarify life even when they fail to resolve it.
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    Sentimental Education is anchored in the France of the 1840s and 1850s, with Paris as its principal stage. The narrative opens in 1840 on the Seine, a river increasingly plied by steamers that symbolized modern mobility. The dominant political framework at first is the July Monarchy of Louis-Philippe, a constitutional regime resting on a restricted, property-based electorate. The bureaucratic state, the authority of the Civil Code, and the social weight of the Catholic Church shape private life and public morality. Parisian institutions—ministries, law courts, the university, the press, salons, and theaters—form the milieu through which young provincials, financiers, and artists move and collide.

The July Monarchy (1830–1848) presented itself as a juste milieu between absolutism and radical democracy, but in practice consolidated bourgeois power. Voting was limited to a small, tax-qualified male electorate—fewer than 250,000 men in a country of tens of millions—concentrating influence among property holders, officials, and businessmen. Prime minister François Guizot’s long tenure (1840–1848) emphasized order, work, and incremental reform. Corruption scandals, such as the Teste-Cubières affair in 1847, darkened the regime’s image. Flaubert’s novel echoes this world of careers secured by connections, where salons linked politics and finance, and where young ambitions are both enticed and blunted by a system rewarding conformity.

The Paris that frames the story is the pre-Haussmann city: dense medieval streets, crowded faubourgs, and sharply distinct quarters. Students thronged the Latin Quarter’s cheap lodgings and cafes, civil servants clustered near ministries, and artisans and workers populated the eastern neighborhoods. Gas lighting, introduced earlier in the century, had become widespread by the 1840s, altering nocturnal life. Omnibuses, operating since 1828, knit together distant neighborhoods, while steam packet boats on the Seine connected the capital to the provinces. Flaubert’s characters traverse these spaces, and the book’s attention to addresses, bridges, and quays presupposes a city whose social map was legible and stratified.

Cultural life in the 1840s revolved around theaters, the opera, salons, and an expanding press. Steam-powered presses and cheaper paper supported daily newspapers and a burgeoning illustrated journalism. Lithography fueled the circulation of prints, caricatures, and affordable art objects, creating new intermediaries—publishers, dealers, and shopkeepers—between artists and the public. The novel’s attention to the commerce of images, the business of periodicals, and the calculated staging of taste reflects this ecosystem. It registers the uneasy proximity of high culture and entrepreneurial speculation, where aesthetic authority could be manufactured alongside commodities for an urban market hungry for novelty.

Economic conditions in the late 1840s deteriorated dramatically. A pan-European downturn followed poor harvests in 1846–1847, including potato disease, disrupting employment and credit. In France, workshops closed, food prices rose, and urban distress intensified. The crisis exposed the vulnerabilities of an economy fueled by speculation in railways and public works but lacking broad social protections. Flaubert threads this volatility into his depiction of financiers, small investors, and precarious professionals. Bankers and industrialists appear as arbiters of fortune, while those on the margins experience sudden reversals. The alternation of boom and contraction is part of the novel’s landscape of hopes inflated and deflated by market tides.

The press and its regulation form another crucial backdrop. After an assassination attempt on Louis-Philippe in 1835, the September Laws imposed harsh penalties on political writing and imagery, curbing republican journalism and caricature. The February Revolution of 1848 briefly loosened these constraints: newspapers multiplied, and political clubs flourished. After the June Days, restrictions returned, and under the Second Empire (from 1852) the regime imposed prior authorization and financial securities on periodicals, tightening control. Flaubert’s own trial for Madame Bovary in 1857, though ending in acquittal, revealed the climate of moral and political surveillance. By 1868 the press law was liberalized, influencing the environment in which Sentimental Education appeared in 1869.

Education and credentialing shaped social mobility. The Guizot Law of 1833 expanded primary schooling, and secondary education and the baccalauréat became key thresholds for aspiring middle-class men. Provincial youths often went to Paris for law, medicine, or letters, hoping to parlay degrees and connections into administrative or professional posts. The Latin Quarter supplied an apprenticeship in manners, rhetoric, and networks as much as in learning. Flaubert’s protagonist moves within this world of examinations, lectures, and idle hours, where the university abuts journalism and politics, and where a diploma can be both a passport and a deception about the true mechanisms of advancement.

The Revolution of February 1848 erupted from a convergence of economic crisis and political frustration. The opposition’s banquet campaign for electoral reform culminated in a banned banquet in Paris on 22 February; demonstrations escalated, clashes occurred, and on 24 February Louis-Philippe abdicated. A Provisional Government proclaimed the Second Republic, promising liberty and universal male suffrage. Crowds, barricades, and National Guards filled the streets amid exhilaration and uncertainty. Flaubert’s scenes of rumor, marching, and oratory register the disorienting simultaneity of enthusiasm and opportunism, as political positions shifted overnight and public space became a theater of competing claims to legitimacy.

The Second Republic’s early months combined expansive rights with mounting contradictions. Universal male suffrage was decreed in March 1848, and elections were held in April. Political clubs and newspapers proliferated, and debates about labor, property, and the state were fierce. The National Workshops—created in spring 1848 to provide employment for jobless workers, influenced by ideas championed by Louis Blanc—became a focal point of hopes and fears. The novel reflects this ferment in depictions of meetings, slogans, and friendships strained by ideology. Its characters encounter both the sincerity of reform and the temptations of posturing in a city awash in proclamations.

The June Days insurrection (23–26 June 1848) marked a bloody rupture. After the government shuttered the National Workshops, thousands of workers rose behind barricades primarily in eastern Paris. The army under General Cavaignac, with support from parts of the National Guard, suppressed the uprising with artillery and street fighting. Thousands were killed and many deported. The violence deepened class antagonisms and propelled a restoration of order politics. Flaubert evokes the terror and moral ambiguity of these days—neighbors turning on neighbors, private routines pierced by gunfire, and political zeal reduced to survival—without endorsing a single factional narrative.

Amid the republic’s instability, Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte won the presidential election of 10 December 1848, capitalizing on name recognition, peasant support, and promises of order. Tensions with the Assembly culminated in his coup d’état on 2 December 1851, dissolving the legislature and concentrating power. Plebiscites ratified his actions, and in 1852 he became Emperor Napoleon III, inaugurating the Second Empire. Flaubert’s characters must recalibrate as loyalties and careers are repackaged under a new regime. The novel’s salons and drawing rooms register how swiftly political convictions could be traded, and how prudence, conformity, or opportunism became strategies for survival.

The Second Empire pursued modernization: railway expansion accelerated, joint-stock banking deepened capital markets, and the state promoted infrastructure. The Pereire brothers’ Crédit Mobilier, founded in 1852, financed industry and urban development; the Rothschilds remained influential; and the Paris Bourse became a barometer of fortunes. From 1853, Baron Haussmann’s renovation reshaped Paris with boulevards, sewers, and parks, spurring real-estate speculation and displacement. Flaubert’s narrative reflects the allure and risk of this economy: fortunes built on paper, reputations staged in gilt interiors, and careers rising or collapsing with a contract or a rumor, all under a regime that conflated prosperity with legitimacy.

Gender and the law inflect the novel’s emotional economy. Under the Civil Code, married women had limited legal capacity and were subject to a husband’s authority; their property rights were constrained. Divorce had been abolished in 1816 and would not be reinstated until 1884, making marital separation difficult and socially fraught. Adultery laws were unequal, and respectability was policed by social surveillance. These norms set the parameters for desire, discretion, and scandal in the narrative. The book’s silences and delays surrounding intimacy arise from a world where private choices carry legal and reputational consequences hard to undo.

The 1840s also crystallized the figure of the bohemian artist and writer. Henri Murger’s Scènes de la vie de bohème (1847–1849) portrayed impecunious creators improvising rent, meals, and manuscripts. Journalism offered piecework pay and precarious notoriety; the feuilleton format at the bottom of newspapers blurred literature and publicity. In this milieu, art, politics, and commerce were entangled. Flaubert situates his young men amid cafes, studios, and editorial offices, where talk substitutes for production and where a review or a patron can re-route a life. The novel’s worldliness about the price of recognition mirrors the era’s crowded literary marketplace.

Flaubert’s vantage point was shaped by direct observation and retrospective craft. Born in 1821 in Rouen, he witnessed episodes of 1848 in Paris and described them in letters, expressing a distaste for slogans and factional rhetoric. He later reworked youthful materials from the 1840s into Sentimental Education, composing with the aesthetic rigor that marked his practice after Madame Bovary (1857) and Salammbô (1862). His method favors exact details over thesis-making, filtering public upheaval through private perceptions. The book’s historical scenes gain credibility from this stance: they neither celebrate revolution nor sanctify order, but dissect the vanity and contingency within both.

The novel appeared in 1869, during the Second Empire’s late “liberal” phase. Press regulations had eased in 1868; parliamentary opposition gained ground in the 1869 elections; and Napoleon III’s government experimented with constitutional concessions. At the same time, international tensions with Prussia were rising, and the Empire’s legitimacy was fragile. Initial reception of Sentimental Education was muted, some readers perplexed by its cool tone and refusal of heroic consolations. Within a year, the Franco-Prussian War (1870) and the fall of the Second Empire would overtake the political world it anatomized, but subsequent readers recognized its portrait of a generation tested and found wanting.

As a historical mirror, Sentimental Education compresses the transformations from the July Monarchy through the Second Empire into a study of ambition, ideology, and everyday life. It traces how revolutions refract through salons, workshops, cafés, and boulevards; how financial instruments and newspapers steer reputations; and how law and custom regulate intimacy. Flaubert’s patient attention to the textures of Parisian modernity—transport, print, money, taste—grounds his skepticism about grand narratives. The novel’s critique is not programmatic but diagnostic: it shows an age convinced of progress and yet captive to illusions, and it lets readers weigh the cost of confusing rhetoric with reality.
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    Gustave Flaubert (1821–1880) was a French novelist whose rigorous prose and commitment to artistic impassivity helped define literary realism in the nineteenth century. Known for an exacting pursuit of le mot juste—the precisely apt word—he shaped a narrative art that aspired to objectivity while exposing the banalities and pressures of modern life. His career, marked by painstaking composition and occasional public controversy, produced works that remain central to the canon. Flaubert’s reputation rests not only on masterpieces of psychological and social observation but also on the distinctive authority of his style, which influenced subsequent generations of novelists across Europe and beyond.

Raised in Rouen and educated at the city’s lycée, Flaubert moved to Paris to study law in his late teens. He soon abandoned that path after a serious nervous illness and returned to Normandy, where he devoted himself to literature. Early writings show a strong Romantic temperament, yet intensive reading and reflection gradually redirected him toward a more detached, disciplined poetics. He admired clarity, form, and the ideal of an impersonal authorial presence that would vanish behind crafted sentences. Flaubert articulated these principles in extensive correspondence, refining a method that demanded slow, meticulous revision and a diction stripped of cliché and sentimentality.

Before his major publications, Flaubert experimented with dramatic, historical, and lyrical projects while searching for an adequate form. A formative journey to the Eastern Mediterranean in the late 1840s and early 1850s took him through Egypt, the Levant, and parts of Asia Minor and Greece, experiences he later mined for descriptive exactitude and for the imagined antiquity of certain narratives. His travel notes and letters record a training of the eye: cataloguing textures, gestures, and landscapes with almost archaeological patience. On returning to Normandy, he resolved to transpose such observational rigor into contemporary subjects, drafting the novel that would establish his renown.

Madame Bovary, written over several years and published in 1856–1857, crystallized Flaubert’s method. Its cool, exact prose and unobtrusive narrator register the rhythms of provincial life with unprecedented precision. The novel’s journal serialization led to a public trial for offense to public morals; Flaubert was acquitted, and the subsequent volume publication secured his fame. Critics noted the unflinching attention to ordinary speech and gesture, and the innovative use of free indirect discourse, which fused character consciousness with narrative voice. The controversy affirmed his belief that moral judgment should not intrude on representation: style and structure would bear the ethical weight.

Flaubert’s next major project, Salammbô (1862), shifted to ancient Carthage, marrying exhaustive research with sensuous description to test whether historical exoticism could sustain the same exactitude he demanded of the contemporary novel. L’Éducation sentimentale (1869) returned to nineteenth‑century Paris, anatomizing ambition, desire, and disillusionment across a turbulent public sphere. Its reception was mixed, but later readers recognized its panoramic subtlety. He also reworked, over decades, La Tentation de saint Antoine, issuing a definitive version in 1874. Across genres and settings, Flaubert pursued an impersonal art built from patient observation, rhythmic prose, and syntax engineered to reveal, rather than declare, meaning.

In later years Flaubert distilled his craft in Trois contes (1877)—three formally exact stories ranging from hagiography to everyday devotion—often praised for their concentration and balance. He then labored on Bouvard et Pécuchet, a vast satirical project about knowledge and credulity, left unfinished at his death and published posthumously, alongside related notes toward a Dictionnaire des idées reçues. Financial strains and ill health darkened the 1870s, yet he continued to refine sentences and exchange searching letters with contemporaries, including George Sand and Ivan Turgenev. Flaubert died in 1880, having remained steadfast to an exacting conception of literary vocation.

Flaubert’s legacy rests on an artistic ethic that fused severe discipline with a lucid, often musical prose. His development of free indirect discourse and his insistence on authorial impersonality shaped later realism and fed early modernism; writers from Émile Zola to Marcel Proust and James Joyce learned from his precision and narrative poise. The trial of Madame Bovary now appears as a milestone in debates on representation, while his notebooks and letters remain indispensable to criticism. Continually translated and studied, Flaubert’s works illuminate how style can generate knowledge—pressing language to the point where the commonplace reveals its tragic and comic depths.
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On the 15th of September, 1840, about six o’clock in the morning, the Ville de Montereau, just on the point of starting, was sending forth great whirlwinds of smoke, in front of the Quai St. Bernard.

People came rushing on board in breathless haste[1q]. The traffic was obstructed by casks, cables, and baskets of linen. The sailors answered nobody. People jostled one another. Between the two paddle-boxes was piled up a heap of parcels; and the uproar was drowned in the loud hissing of the steam, which, making its way through the plates of sheet-iron, enveloped everything in a white cloud, while the bell at the prow kept ringing continuously.

At last, the vessel set out; and the two banks of the river, stocked with warehouses, timber-yards, and manufactories, opened out like two huge ribbons being unrolled.

A young man of eighteen, with long hair, holding an album under his arm, remained near the helm without moving. Through the haze he surveyed steeples, buildings of which he did not know the names; then, with a parting glance, he took in the Île St. Louis, the Cité, Nôtre Dame; and presently, as Paris disappeared from his view, he heaved a deep sigh.

Frederick Moreau, having just taken his Bachelor’s degree, was returning home to Nogent-sur-Seine, where he would have to lead a languishing existence for two months, before going back to begin his legal studies. His mother had sent him, with enough to cover his expenses, to Havre to see an uncle, from whom she had expectations of his receiving an inheritance. He had returned from that place only yesterday; and he indemnified himself for not having the opportunity of spending a little time in the capital by taking the longest possible route to reach his own part of the country.

The hubbub had subsided. The passengers had all taken their places. Some of them stood warming themselves around the machinery, and the chimney spat forth with a slow, rhythmic rattle its plume of black smoke. Little drops of dew trickled over the copper plates; the deck quivered with the vibration from within; and the two paddle-wheels, rapidly turning round, lashed the water. The edges of the river were covered with sand. The vessel swept past rafts of wood which began to oscillate under the rippling of the waves, or a boat without sails in which a man sat fishing. Then the wandering haze cleared off; the sun appeared; the hill which ran along the course of the Seine to the right subsided by degrees, and another rose nearer on the opposite bank.

It was crowned with trees, which surrounded low-built houses, covered with roofs in the Italian style. They had sloping gardens divided by fresh walls, iron railings, grassplots, hot-houses, and vases of geraniums, laid out regularly on the terraces where one could lean forward on one’s elbow. More than one spectator longed, on beholding those attractive residences which looked so peaceful, to be the owner of one of them, and to dwell there till the end of his days with a good billiard-table, a sailing-boat, and a woman or some other object to dream about. The agreeable novelty of a journey by water made such outbursts natural. Already the wags on board were beginning their jokes. Many began to sing. Gaiety prevailed, and glasses of brandy were poured out.

Frederick was thinking about the apartment which he would occupy over there, on the plan of a drama, on subjects for pictures, on future passions. He found that the happiness merited by the excellence of his soul was slow in arriving. He declaimed some melancholy verses. He walked with rapid step along the deck. He went on till he reached the end at which the bell was; and, in the centre of a group of passengers and sailors, he saw a gentleman talking soft nothings to a country-woman, while fingering the gold cross which she wore over her breast. He was a jovial blade of forty with frizzled hair. His robust form was encased in a jacket of black velvet, two emeralds sparkled in his cambric shirt, and his wide, white trousers fell over odd-looking red boots of Russian leather set off with blue designs.

The presence of Frederick did not discompose him. He turned round and glanced several times at the young man with winks of enquiry. He next offered cigars to all who were standing around him. But getting tired, no doubt, of their society, he moved away from them and took a seat further up. Frederick followed him.

The conversation, at first, turned on the various kinds of tobacco, then quite naturally it glided into a discussion about women. The gentleman in the red boots gave the young man advice; he put forward theories, related anecdotes, referred to himself by way of illustration, and he gave utterance to all these things in a paternal tone, with the ingenuousness of entertaining depravity.

He was republican in his opinions. He had travelled; he was familiar with the inner life of theatres, restaurants, and newspapers, and knew all the theatrical celebrities, whom he called by their Christian names. Frederick told him confidentially about his projects; and the elder man took an encouraging view of them.

But he stopped talking to take a look at the funnel, then he went mumbling rapidly through a long calculation in order to ascertain “how much each stroke of the piston at so many times per minute would come to,” etc., and having found the number, he spoke about the scenery, which he admired immensely. Then he gave expression to his delight at having got away from business.

Frederick regarded him with a certain amount of respect, and politely manifested a strong desire to know his name. The stranger, without a moment’s hesitation, replied:

“Jacques Arnoux, proprietor of L’Art Industriel, Boulevard Montmartre.”

A man-servant in a gold-laced cap came up and said:

“Would Monsieur have the kindness to go below? Mademoiselle is crying.”

L’Art Industriel was a hybrid establishment, wherein the functions of an art-journal and a picture-shop were combined. Frederick had seen this title several times in the bookseller’s window in his native place on big prospectuses, on which the name of Jacques Arnoux displayed itself magisterially.

The sun’s rays fell perpendicularly, shedding a glittering light on the iron hoops around the masts, the plates of the barricades, and the surface of the water, which, at the prow, was cut into two furrows that spread out as far as the borders of the meadows. At each winding of the river, a screen of pale poplars presented itself with the utmost uniformity. The surrounding country at this point had an empty look. In the sky there were little white clouds which remained motionless, and the sense of weariness, which vaguely diffused itself over everything, seemed to retard the progress of the steamboat and to add to the insignificant appearance of the passengers. Putting aside a few persons of good position who were travelling first class, they were artisans or shopmen with their wives and children. As it was customary at that time to wear old clothes when travelling, they nearly all had their heads covered with shabby Greek caps or discoloured hats, thin black coats that had become quite threadbare from constant rubbing against writing-desks, or frock-coats with the casings of their buttons loose from continual service in the shop. Here and there some roll-collar waistcoat afforded a glimpse of a calico shirt stained with coffee. Pinchbeck pins were stuck into cravats that were all torn. List shoes were kept up by stitched straps. Two or three roughs who held in their hands bamboo canes with leathern loops, kept looking askance at their fellow-passengers; and fathers of families opened their eyes wide while making enquiries. People chatted either standing up or squatting over their luggage; some went to sleep in various corners of the vessel; several occupied themselves with eating. The deck was soiled with walnut shells, butt-ends of cigars, peelings of pears, and the droppings of pork-butchers’ meat, which had been carried wrapped up in paper. Three cabinet-makers in blouses took their stand in front of the bottle case; a harp-player in rags was resting with his elbows on his instrument. At intervals could be heard the sound of falling coals in the furnace, a shout, or a laugh; and the captain kept walking on the bridge from one paddle-box to the other without stopping for a moment.

Frederick, to get back to his place, pushed forward the grating leading into the part of the vessel reserved for first-class passengers, and in so doing disturbed two sportsmen with their dogs.

What he then saw was like an apparition. She was seated in the middle of a bench all alone, or, at any rate, he could see no one, dazzled as he was by her eyes. At the moment when he was passing, she raised her head; his shoulders bent involuntarily; and, when he had seated himself, some distance away, on the same side, he glanced towards her.



She wore a wide straw hat with red ribbons which fluttered in the wind behind her. Her black tresses, twining around the edges of her large brows, descended very low, and seemed amorously to press the oval of her face. Her robe of light muslin spotted with green spread out in numerous folds. She was in the act of embroidering something; and her straight nose, her chin, her entire person was cut out on the background of the luminous air and the blue sky.

As she remained in the same attitude, he took several turns to the right and to the left to hide from her his change of position; then he placed himself close to her parasol which lay against the bench, and pretended to be looking at a sloop on the river.

Never before had he seen more lustrous dark skin, a more seductive figure, or more delicately shaped fingers than those through which the sunlight gleamed. He stared with amazement at her work-basket, as if it were something extraordinary. What was her name, her place of residence, her life, her past? He longed to become familiar with the furniture of her apartment, all the dresses that she had worn, the people whom she visited; and the desire of physical possession yielded to a deeper yearning, a painful curiosity that knew no bounds.

A negress, wearing a silk handkerchief tied round her head, made her appearance, holding by the hand a little girl already tall for her age. The child, whose eyes were swimming with tears, had just awakened. The lady took the little one on her knees. “Mademoiselle was not good, though she would soon be seven; her mother would not love her any more. She was too often pardoned for being naughty.” And Frederick heard those things with delight, as if he had made a discovery, an acquisition.

He assumed that she must be of Andalusian descent, perhaps a Creole: had she brought this negress across with her from the West Indian Islands?

Meanwhile his attention was directed to a long shawl with violet stripes thrown behind her back over the copper support of the bench. She must have, many a time, wrapped it around her waist, as the vessel sped through the midst of the waves; drawn it over her feet, gone to sleep in it!

Frederick suddenly noticed that with the sweep of its fringes it was slipping off, and it was on the point of falling into the water when, with a bound, he secured it. She said to him:

“Thanks, Monsieur.”

Their eyes met.

“Are you ready, my dear?” cried my lord Arnoux, presenting himself at the hood of the companion-ladder.

Mademoiselle Marthe ran over to him, and, clinging to his neck, she began pulling at his moustache. The strains of a harp were heard — she wanted to see the music played; and presently the performer on the instrument, led forward by the negress, entered the place reserved for saloon passengers. Arnoux recognized in him a man who had formerly been a model, and “thou’d” him, to the astonishment of the bystanders. At length the harpist, flinging back his long hair over his shoulders, stretched out his hands and began playing.

It was an Oriental ballad all about poniards, flowers, and stars. The man in rags sang it in a sharp voice; the twanging of the harp strings broke the harmony of the tune with false notes. He played more vigorously: the chords vibrated, and their metallic sounds seemed to send forth sobs, and, as it were, the plaint of a proud and vanquished love. On both sides of the river, woods extended as far as the edge of the water. A current of fresh air swept past them, and Madame Arnoux gazed vaguely into the distance. When the music stopped, she moved her eyes several times as if she were starting out of a dream.

The harpist approached them with an air of humility. While Arnoux was searching his pockets for money, Frederick stretched out towards the cap his closed hand, and then, opening it in a shamefaced manner, he deposited in it a louis d’or[2]. It was not vanity that had prompted him to bestow this alms in her presence, but the idea of a blessing in which he thought she might share — an almost religious impulse of the heart.

Arnoux, pointing out the way, cordially invited him to go below. Frederick declared that he had just lunched; on the contrary, he was nearly dying of hunger; and he had not a single centime in his purse.

After that, it occurred to him that he had a perfect right, as well as anyone else, to remain in the cabin.

Ladies and gentlemen were seated before round tables, lunching, while an attendant went about serving out coffee. Monsieur and Madame Arnoux were in the far corner to the right. He took a seat on the long bench covered with velvet, having picked up a newspaper which he found there.

They would have to take the diligence at Montereau for Châlons. Their tour in Switzerland would last a month. Madame Arnoux blamed her husband for his weakness in dealing with his child. He whispered in her ear something agreeable, no doubt, for she smiled. Then, he got up to draw down the window curtain at her back. Under the low, white ceiling, a crude light filled the cabin. Frederick, sitting opposite to the place where she sat, could distinguish the shade of her eyelashes. She just moistened her lips with her glass and broke a little piece of crust between her fingers. The lapis-lazuli locket fastened by a little gold chain to her wrist made a ringing sound, every now and then, as it touched her plate. Those present, however, did not appear to notice it.

At intervals one could see, through the small portholes, the side of a boat taking away passengers or putting them on board. Those who sat round the tables stooped towards the openings, and called out the names of the various places they passed along the river.

Arnoux complained of the cooking. He grumbled particularly at the amount of the bill, and got it reduced. Then, he carried off the young man towards the forecastle to drink a glass of grog with him. But Frederick speedily came back again to gaze at Madame Arnoux, who had returned to the awning, beneath which she seated herself. She was reading a thin, grey-covered volume. From time to time, the corners of her mouth curled and a gleam of pleasure lighted up her forehead. He felt jealous of the inventor of those things which appeared to interest her so much. The more he contemplated her, the more he felt that there were yawning abysses between them. He was reflecting that he should very soon lose sight of her irrevocably, without having extracted a few words from her, without leaving her even a souvenir!

On the right, a plain stretched out. On the left, a strip of pasture-land rose gently to meet a hillock where one could see vineyards, groups of walnut-trees, a mill embedded in the grassy slopes, and, beyond that, little zigzag paths over the white mass of rocks that reached up towards the clouds. What bliss it would have been to ascend side by side with her, his arm around her waist, while her gown would sweep the yellow leaves, listening to her voice and gazing up into her glowing eyes! The steamboat might stop, and all they would have to do was to step out of it; and yet this thing, simple as it might be, was not less difficult than it would have been to move the sun.

A little further on, a château appeared with pointed roof and square turrets. A flower garden spread out in the foreground; and avenues ran, like dark archways, under the tall linden trees. He pictured her to himself passing along by this group of trees. At that moment a young lady and a young man showed themselves on the steps in front of the house, between the trunks of the orange trees. Then the entire scene vanished.

The little girl kept skipping playfully around the place where he had stationed himself on the deck. Frederick wished to kiss her. She hid herself behind her nurse. Her mother scolded her for not being nice to the gentleman who had rescued her own shawl. Was this an indirect overture?

“Is she going to speak to me?” he asked himself.

Time was flying. How was he to get an invitation to the Arnoux’s house? And he could think of nothing better than to draw her attention to the autumnal hues, adding:

“We are close to winter — the season of balls and dinner-parties.”

But Arnoux was entirely occupied with his luggage. They had arrived at the point of the river’s bank facing Surville. The two bridges drew nearer. They passed a ropewalk, then a range of low-built houses, inside which there were pots of tar and splinters of wood; and brats went along the sand turning head over heels. Frederick recognised a man with a sleeved waistcoat, and called out to him:

“Make haste!”

They were at the landing-place. He looked around anxiously for Arnoux amongst the crowd of passengers, and the other came and shook hands with him, saying:

“A pleasant time, dear Monsieur!”

When he was on the quay, Frederick turned around. She was standing beside the helm. He cast a look towards her into which he tried to put his whole soul. She remained motionless, as if he had done nothing. Then, without paying the slightest attentions to the obeisances of his man-servant:

“Why didn’t you bring the trap down here?”

The man made excuses.

“What a clumsy fellow you are! Give me some money.”

And after that he went off to get something to eat at an inn.

A quarter of an hour later, he felt an inclination to turn into the coachyard, as if by chance. Perhaps he would see her again.

“What’s the use of it?” said he to himself.

The vehicle carried him off. The two horses did not belong to his mother. She had borrowed one of M. Chambrion, the taxcollector, in order to have it yoked alongside of her own. Isidore, having set forth the day before, had taken a rest at Bray until evening, and had slept at Montereau, so that the animals, with restored vigour, were trotting briskly.

Fields on which the crops had been cut stretched out in apparently endless succession; and by degrees Villeneuve, St. Georges, Ablon, Châtillon, Corbeil, and the other places — his entire journey — came back to his recollection with such vividness that he could now recall to mind fresh details, more intimate particulars…. Under the lowest flounce of her gown, her foot showed itself encased in a dainty silk boot of maroon shade. The awning made of ticking formed a wide canopy over her head, and the little red tassels of the edging kept perpetually trembling in the breeze.

She resembled the women of whom he had read in romances. He would have added nothing to the charms of her person, and would have taken nothing from them. The universe had suddenly become enlarged. She was the luminous point towards which all things converged; and, rocked by the movement of the vehicle, with half-dosed eyelids, and his face turned towards the clouds, he abandoned himself to a dreamy, infinite joy.

At Bray, he did not wait till the horses had got their oats; he walked on along the road ahead by himself. Arnoux had, when he spoke to her, addressed her as “Marie.” He now loudly repeated the name “Marie!” His voice pierced the air and was lost in the distance.

The western sky was one great mass of flaming purple. Huge stacks of wheat, rising up in the midst of the stubble fields, projected giant shadows. A dog began to bark in a farmhouse in the distance. He shivered, seized with disquietude for which he could assign no cause.

When Isidore had come up with him, he jumped up into the front seat to drive. His fit of weakness was past. He had thoroughly made up his mind to effect an introduction into the house of the Arnoux, and to become intimate with them. Their house should be amusing; besides, he liked Arnoux; then, who could tell? Thereupon a wave of blood rushed up to his face; his temples throbbed; he cracked his whip, shook the reins, and set the horses going at such a pace that the old coachman repeatedly exclaimed:

“Easy! easy now, or they’ll get broken-winded!”

Gradually Frederick calmed down, and he listened to what the man was saying. Monsieur’s return was impatiently awaited. Mademoiselle Louise had cried in her anxiety to go in the trap to meet him.

“Who, pray, is Mademoiselle Louise?”

“Monsieur Roque’s little girl, you know.”

“Ah! I had forgotten,” rejoined Frederick, carelessly.

Meanwhile, the two horses could keep up the pace no longer. They were both getting lame; and nine o’clock struck at St. Laurent’s when he arrived at the parade in front of his mother’s house.

This house of large dimensions, with a garden looking out on the open country, added to the social importance of Madame Moreau, who was the most respected lady in the district.

She came of an old family of nobles, of which the male line was now extinct. Her husband, a plebeian whom her parents forced her to marry, met his death by a sword-thrust, during her pregnancy, leaving her an estate much encumbered. She received visitors three times a week, and from time to time, gave a fashionable dinner. But the number of wax candles was calculated beforehand, and she looked forward with some impatience to the payment of her rents. These pecuniary embarrassments, concealed as if there were some guilt attached to them, imparted a certain gravity to her character. Nevertheless, she displayed no prudery, no sourness, in the practice of her peculiar virtue. Her most trifling charities seemed munificent alms. She was consulted about the selection of servants, the education of young girls, and the art of making preserves, and Monseigneur used to stay at her house on the occasion of his episcopal visitations.

Madame Moreau cherished a lofty ambition for her son. Through a sort of prudence grounded on the expectation of favours, she did not care to hear blame cast on the Government. He would need patronage at the start; then, with its aid, he might become a councillor of State, an ambassador, a minister. His triumphs at the college of Sens warranted this proud anticipation; he had carried off there the prize of honour.

When he entered the drawing-room, all present arose with a great racket; he was embraced; and the chairs, large and small, were drawn up in a big semicircle around the fireplace. M. Gamblin immediately asked him what was his opinion about Madame Lafarge[1]. This case, the rage of the period, did not fail to lead to a violent discussion. Madame Moreau stopped it, to the regret, however, of M. Gamblin. He deemed it serviceable to the young man in his character of a future lawyer, and, nettled at what had occurred, he left the drawing-room.

Nothing should have caused surprise on the part of a friend of Père Roque! The reference to Père Roque led them to talk of M. Dambreuse, who had just become the owner of the demesne of La Fortelle. But the taxcollector had drawn Frederick aside to know what he thought of M. Guizot’s latest work. They were all anxious to get some information about his private affairs, and Madame Benoît went cleverly to work with that end in view by inquiring about his uncle. How was that worthy relative? They no longer heard from him. Had he not a distant cousin in America?

The cook announced that Monsieur’s soup was served. The guests discreetly retired. Then, as soon as they were alone in the dining-room, his mother said to him in a low tone:

“Well?”

The old man had received him in a very cordial manner, but without disclosing his intentions.

Madame Moreau sighed.

“Where is she now?” was his thought.

The diligence was rolling along the road, and, wrapped up in the shawl, no doubt, she was leaning against the cloth of the coupé, her beautiful head nodding asleep.

He and his mother were just going up to their apartments when a waiter from the Swan of the Cross brought him a note.

“What is that, pray?”

“It is Deslauriers, who wants me,” said he.

“Ha! your chum!” said Madame Moreau, with a contemptuous sneer. “Certainly it is a nice hour to select!”

Frederick hesitated. But friendship was stronger. He got his hat.

“At any rate, don’t be long!” said his mother to him.
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Charles Deslauriers’ father, an ex-captain in the line, who had left the service in 1818, had come back to Nogent, where he had married, and with the amount of the dowry bought up the business of a process-server, which brought him barely enough to maintain him. Embittered by a long course of unjust treatment, suffering still from the effects of old wounds, and always regretting the Emperor, he vented on those around him the fits of rage that seemed to choke him. Few children received so many whackings as his son. In spite of blows, however, the brat did not yield. His mother, when she tried to interpose, was also ill-treated. Finally, the captain planted the boy in his office, and all the day long kept him bent over his desk copying documents, with the result that his right shoulder was noticeably higher than his left.

In 1833, on the invitation of the president, the captain sold his office. His wife died of cancer. He then went to live at Dijon. After that he started in business at Troyes, where he was connected with the slave trade; and, having obtained a small scholarship for Charles, placed him at the college of Sens, where Frederick came across him. But one of the pair was twelve years old, while the other was fifteen; besides, a thousand differences of character and origin tended to keep them apart.

Frederick had in his chest of drawers all sorts of useful things — choice articles, such as a dressing-case. He liked to lie late in bed in the morning, to look at the swallows, and to read plays; and, regretting the comforts of home, he thought college life rough. To the process-server’s son it seemed a pleasant life. He worked so hard that, at the end of the second year, he had got into the third form. However, owing to his poverty or to his quarrelsome disposition, he was regarded with intense dislike. But when on one occasion, in the courtyard where pupils of the middle grade took exercise, an attendant openly called him a beggar’s child, he sprang at the fellow’s throat, and would have killed him if three of the ushers had not intervened. Frederick, carried away by admiration, pressed him in his arms. From that day forward they became fast friends. The affection of a grandee no doubt flattered the vanity of the youth of meaner rank, and the other accepted as a piece of good fortune this devotion freely offered to him. During the holidays Charles’s father allowed him to remain in the college. A translation of Plato which he opened by chance excited his enthusiasm. Then he became smitten with a love of metaphysical studies; and he made rapid progress, for he approached the subject with all the energy of youth and the self-confidence of an emancipated intellect. Jouffroy, Cousin, Laromiguière, Malebranche, and the Scotch metaphysicians — everything that could be found in the library dealing with this branch of knowledge passed through his hands. He found it necessary to steal the key in order to get the books.

Frederick’s intellectual distractions were of a less serious description. He made sketches of the genealogy of Christ carved on a post in the Rue des Trois Rois, then of the gateway of a cathedral. After a course of mediæval dramas, he took up memoirs — Froissart, Comines, Pierre de l’Estoile, and Brantôme.

The impressions made on his mind by this kind of reading took such a hold of it that he felt a need within him of reproducing those pictures of bygone days. His ambition was to be, one day, the Walter Scott of France. Deslauriers dreamed of formulating a vast system of philosophy, which might have the most far-reaching applications.

They chatted over all these matters at recreation hours, in the playground, in front of the moral inscription painted under the clock. They kept whispering to each other about them in the chapel, even with St. Louis staring down at them. They dreamed about them in the dormitory, which looked out on a burial-ground. On walking-days they took up a position behind the others, and talked without stopping.

They spoke of what they would do later, when they had left college. First of all, they would set out on a long voyage with the money which Frederick would take out of his own fortune on reaching his majority. Then they would come back to Paris; they would work together, and would never part; and, as a relaxation from their labours, they would have love-affairs with princesses in boudoirs lined with satin, or dazzling orgies with famous courtesans. Their rapturous expectations were followed by doubts. After a crisis of verbose gaiety, they would often lapse into profound silence.

On summer evenings, when they had been walking for a long time over stony paths which bordered on vineyards, or on the highroad in the open country, and when they saw the wheat waving in the sunlight, while the air was filled with the fragrance of angelica, a sort of suffocating sensation took possession of them, and they stretched themselves on their backs, dizzy, intoxicated. Meanwhile the other lads, in their shirt-sleeves, were playing at base or flying kites. Then, as the usher called in the two companions from the playground, they would return, taking the path which led along by the gardens watered by brooklets; then they would pass through the boulevards overshadowed by the old city walls. The deserted streets rang under their tread. The grating flew back; they ascended the stairs; and they felt as sad as if they had had a great debauch.

The proctor maintained that they mutually cried up each other. Nevertheless, if Frederick worked his way up to the higher forms, it was through the exhortations of his friend; and, during the vacation in 1837, he brought Deslauriers to his mother’s house.

Madame Moreau disliked the young man. He had a terrible appetite. He was fond of making republican speeches. To crown all, she got it into her head that he had been the means of leading her son into improper places. Their relations towards each other were watched. This only made their friendship grow stronger, and they bade one another adieu with heartfelt pangs when, in the following year, Deslauriers left the college in order to study law in Paris.

Frederick anxiously looked forward to the time when they would meet again. For two years they had not laid eyes on each other; and, when their embraces were over, they walked over the bridges to talk more at their ease.

The captain, who had now set up a billiard-room at Villenauxe, reddened with anger when his son called for an account of the expense of tutelage, and even cut down the cost of victuals to the lowest figure. But, as he intended to become a candidate at a later period for a professor’s chair at the school, and as he had no money, Deslauriers accepted the post of principal clerk in an attorney’s office at Troyes. By dint of sheer privation he spared four thousand francs; and, by not drawing upon the sum which came to him through his mother, he would always have enough to enable him to work freely for three years while he was waiting for a better position. It was necessary, therefore, to abandon their former project of living together in the capital, at least for the present.

Frederick hung down his head. This was the first of his dreams which had crumbled into dust.

“Be consoled,” said the captain’s son. “Life is long. We are young. We’ll meet again. Think no more about it!”

He shook the other’s hand warmly, and, to distract his attention, questioned him about his journey.

Frederick had nothing to tell. But, at the recollection of Madame Arnoux, his vexation disappeared. He did not refer to her, restrained by a feeling of bashfulness. He made up for it by expatiating on Arnoux, recalling his talk, his agreeable manner, his stories; and Deslauriers urged him strongly to cultivate this new acquaintance.

Frederick had of late written nothing. His literary opinions were changed. Passion was now above everything else in his estimation. He was equally enthusiastic about Werther, René, Franck, Lara, Lélia, and other ideal creations of less merit. Sometimes it seemed to him that music alone was capable of giving expression to his internal agitation. Then, he dreamed of symphonies; or else the surface of things seized hold of him, and he longed to paint. He had, however, composed verses. Deslauriers considered them beautiful, but did not ask him to write another poem.

As for himself, he had given up metaphysics. Social economy and the French Revolution absorbed all his attention. Just now he was a tall fellow of twenty-two, thin, with a wide mouth, and a resolute look. On this particular evening, he wore a poor-looking paletot of lasting; and his shoes were white with dust, for he had come all the way from Villenauxe on foot for the express purpose of seeing Frederick.

Isidore arrived while they were talking. Madame begged of Monsieur to return home, and, for fear of his catching cold, she had sent him his cloak.

“Wait a bit!” said Deslauriers. And they continued walking from one end to the other of the two bridges which rest on the narrow islet formed by the canal and the river.

When they were walking on the side towards Nogent, they had, exactly in front of them, a block of houses which projected a little. At the right might be seen the church, behind the mills in the wood, whose sluices had been closed up; and, at the left, the hedges covered with shrubs, along the skirts of the wood, formed a boundary for the gardens, which could scarcely be distinguished. But on the side towards Paris the high road formed a sheer descending line, and the meadows lost themselves in the distance under the vapours of the night. Silence reigned along this road, whose white track clearly showed itself through the surrounding gloom. Odours of damp leaves ascended towards them. The waterfall, where the stream had been diverted from its course a hundred paces further away, kept rumbling with that deep harmonious sound which waves make in the night time.

Deslauriers stopped, and said:

“‘Tis funny to have these worthy folks sleeping so quietly! Patience! A new ‘89 is in preparation. People are tired of constitutions, charters, subtleties, lies! Ah, if I had a newspaper, or a platform, how I would shake off all these things! But, in order to undertake anything whatever, money is required. What a curse it is to be a tavern-keeper’s son, and to waste one’s youth in quest of bread!”

He hung down his head, bit his lips, and shivered under his threadbare overcoat.

Frederick flung half his cloak over his friend’s shoulder. They both wrapped themselves up in it; and, with their arms around each other’s waists, they walked down the road side by side.

“How do you think I can live over there without you?” said Frederick.

The bitter tone of his friend had brought back his own sadness.

“I would have done something with a woman who loved me. What are you laughing at? Love is the feeding-ground, and, as it were, the atmosphere of genius. Extraordinary emotions produce sublime works. As for seeking after her whom I want, I give that up! Besides, if I should ever find her, she will repel me. I belong to the race of the disinherited, and I shall be extinguished with a treasure that will be of paste or of diamond — I know not which.”

Somebody’s shadow fell across the road, and at the same time they heard these words:

“Excuse me, gentlemen!”

The person who had uttered them was a little man attired in an ample brown frock-coat, and with a cap on his head which under its peak afforded a glimpse of a sharp nose.

“Monsieur Roque?” said Frederick.

“The very man!” returned the voice.

This resident in the locality explained his presence by stating that he had come back to inspect the wolf-traps in his garden near the waterside.

“And so you are back again in the old spot? Very good! I ascertained the fact through my little girl. Your health is good, I hope? You are not going away again?”

Then he left them, repelled, probably, by Frederick’s chilling reception.

Madame Moreau, indeed, was not on visiting terms with him. Père Roque lived in peculiar relations with his servant-girl, and was held in very slight esteem, although he was the vice-president at elections, and M. Dambreuse’s manager.

“The banker who resides in the Rue d’Anjou,” observed Deslauriers. “Do you know what you ought to do, my fine fellow?”

Isidore once more interrupted. His orders were positive not to go back without Frederick. Madame would be getting uneasy at his absence.

“Well, well, he will go back,” said Deslauriers. “He’s not going to stay out all night.”

And, as soon as the man-servant had disappeared:

“You ought to ask that old chap to introduce you to the Dambreuses. There’s nothing so useful as to be a visitor at a rich man’s house. Since you have a black coat and white gloves, make use of them. You must mix in that set. You can introduce me into it later. Just think! — a man worth millions! Do all you can to make him like you, and his wife, too. Become her lover!”

Frederick uttered an exclamation by way of protest.

“Why, I can quote classical examples for you on that point, I rather think! Remember Rastignac in the Comédie Humaine[3]. You will succeed, I have no doubt.”

Frederick had so much confidence in Deslauriers that he felt his firmness giving way, and forgetting Madame Arnoux, or including her in the prediction made with regard to the other, he could not keep from smiling.

The clerk added:

“A last piece of advice: pass your examinations. It is always a good thing to have a handle to your name: and, without more ado, give up your Catholic and Satanic poets, whose philosophy is as old as the twelfth century! Your despair is silly. The very greatest men have had more difficult beginnings, as in the case of Mirabeau. Besides, our separation will not be so long. I will make that pickpocket of a father of mine disgorge. It is time for me to be going back. Farewell! Have you got a hundred sous to pay for my dinner?”

Frederick gave him ten francs, what was left of those he had got that morning from Isidore.

Meanwhile, some forty yards away from the bridges, a light shone from the garret-window of a low-built house.

Deslauriers noticed it. Then he said emphatically, as he took off his hat:

“Your pardon, Venus, Queen of Heaven, but Penury is the mother of wisdom. We have been slandered enough for that — so have mercy.”

This allusion to an adventure in which they had both taken part, put them into a jovial mood. They laughed loudly as they passed through the streets.

Then, having settled his bill at the inn, Deslauriers walked back with Frederick as far as the crossway near the Hôtel-Dieu, and after a long embrace, the two friends parted.


Chapter III.

  Sentiment and Passion.
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Two months later, Frederick, having debarked one morning in the Rue Coq-Héron, immediately thought of paying his great visit.

Chance came to his aid. Père Roque had brought him a roll of papers and requested him to deliver them up himself to M. Dambreuse; and the worthy man accompanied the package with an open letter of introduction in behalf of his young fellow-countryman.

Madame Moreau appeared surprised at this proceeding. Frederick concealed the delight that it gave him.

M. Dambreuse’s real name was the Count d’Ambreuse; but since 1825, gradually abandoning his title of nobility and his party, he had turned his attention to business; and with his ears open in every office, his hand in every enterprise, on the watch for every opportunity, as subtle as a Greek and as laborious as a native of Auvergne, he had amassed a fortune which might be called considerable. Furthermore, he was an officer of the Legion of Honour[5], a member of the General Council of the Aube, a deputy, and one of these days would be a peer of France. However, affable as he was in other respects, he wearied the Minister by his continual applications for relief, for crosses, and licences for tobacconists’ shops; and in his complaints against authority he was inclined to join the Left Centre.

His wife, the pretty Madame Dambreuse, of whom mention was made in the fashion journals, presided at charitable assemblies. By wheedling the duchesses, she appeased the rancours of the
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