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    An intruder enters the sanctuary of marriage not as a stranger at the door but as the restless voice of desire, pride, and conscience unsettling a carefully ordered life.

The Intruder holds its classic status because it distills the fin-de-siècle crisis of values into a concentrated, psychologically incisive drama. Gabriele D’Annunzio’s novel endures for its audacious scrutiny of self-love, jealousy, and the aesthetics of sin, while its polished, sensuous prose shaped discussions of Decadent style in Italy and abroad. Long after its debut, readers and critics return to it as a benchmark of psychological realism fused with symbolist atmosphere. Its ethical ambiguities, poised between confession and performance, have influenced how later writers stage the theater of conscience, making the book a touchstone in the evolution of modern European fiction.

Written by Gabriele D’Annunzio, a central figure of Italian Decadentism, The Intruder first appeared in 1892 under its original title, L’innocente. Composed at the end of the nineteenth century, the novel belongs to the author’s early cycle of works that investigate pleasure, guilt, and spiritual restlessness in an elegant, aristocratic milieu. Without disclosing its turns, one may say the book examines a marriage derailed by infidelity and pride, tracing the inner weather of a cultivated man confronting consequences he cannot fully command. D’Annunzio’s intention is not moral instruction but exposure: he illuminates the fissures between aesthetic ideals and the unruly impulses that undermine them.

At its surface, the narrative follows the pressures that love, rivalry, and reputation exert on a cultivated household. Beneath that surface lies a relentless inventory of motives: the hunger to possess, the fear of humiliation, the intoxication of self-justification. D’Annunzio dwells on how refined habits and rituals can disguise cruelty, and how the language of beauty can mask a will to dominate. The novel’s premise is simple—an intimate union destabilized—but its method is intricate, peeling away composure to reveal obsession. This tension between outward elegance and inward turmoil provides the book’s persistent suspense, a drama enacted in drawing rooms and in the most private recesses of thought.

Stylistically, The Intruder exemplifies D’Annunzio’s mastery of sensuous detail and psychological focus. The prose glides from material textures to the tremors of conscience, binding environment and emotion into a single, vibrating field. Scenes unfold through carefully modulated pacing, as silence, gesture, and slight changes of light carry as much meaning as any declaration. While the author’s reputation for luxuriant description is well earned, here the opulence serves analysis: every object seems charged by intention, every pause calculated by anxiety. The result is a narrative that feels both sculpted and fevered, an aesthetic surface constantly tested by the corroding acids of jealousy and self-scrutiny.

Within literary history, the novel occupies a bridge between naturalist observation and symbolist suggestion. It respects the anatomy of cause and effect while allowing shadows, echoes, and correspondences to thicken the moral air. As part of D’Annunzio’s early novels, it extends a preoccupation with aristocratic decadence, exploring how privilege refines sensibility yet blunts sympathy. The Intruder helped consolidate the author’s international stature, presenting Italian Decadentism in a form at once intimate and theatrical. By dwelling on inner fracture as rigorously as on social display, it anticipates the twentieth century’s growing fascination with interiority, whose protagonists are less threatened by villains than by the unstable selves they attempt to master.

The book’s psychological architecture is uncompromising. D’Annunzio narrows the lens to a consciousness that seeks control over narrative, household, and destiny, only to discover the limits of will. Memory and anticipation drive the action as forcefully as events do, giving the reader a sense of suspense nourished by reflection. The narrative discipline—circling a few charged situations—creates intensity without spectacle. This focus resists easy moralizing: the character’s intelligence never excuses him, yet his sensibility complicates judgment. By staging contradictions without resolving them, the novel trains us to notice the small tyrannies of self-love, the rhetoric of excuse, and the uses of beauty as a veil.

From its appearance, The Intruder stirred discussion for its frankness about desire and the social hypocrisies that surround it. Its swift circulation beyond Italy contributed to D’Annunzio’s reputation as a European man of letters whose fiction combined aesthetic bravura with moral provocation. Scholars and readers have valued the novel for how it refines the Decadent idiom into psychological inquiry, transforming ornament into instrument. Rather than offering scandal for its own sake, it compels reflection on complicity: how spectators, like characters, can be seduced by style while overlooking harm. This dual appeal—beauty and critique—helps explain its longevity in classrooms, anthologies, and conversations about modernity.

The title crystallizes a central tension: who is the intruder, and where does the intrusion occur? Is it a person, an event, a doubt, or the unwelcome truth entering self-regard? D’Annunzio leverages this ambiguity to explore responsibility and innocence, terms that shift depending on who names them. The book considers marriage as both contract and stage, love as both tenderness and assertion, art as both refinement and alibi. Without prescribing answers, it probes the ethics of intimacy: what we owe others when our desires clash with their dignity, and what we owe ourselves when our ideals contradict our actions.

Setting functions as moral instrument. Rooms, objects, and routines collect meaning, becoming charged witnesses to self-deception and resolve. The domestic sphere, often idealized as shelter, appears here as laboratory, where gestures are tested and motives distilled. D’Annunzio’s talent for atmosphere heightens the sense that beauty is never neutral; it can soothe, inflame, or anesthetize. The rhythms of social calls, letters, and quiet hours structure the suspense as effectively as any external chase. Within this concentrated space, the smallest detail—a glance withheld, a chair moved, a door left ajar—acquires the weight of a decision, reminding readers that moral drama often unfolds in the subtlest registers.

Reading The Intruder today is to encounter a style that caresses and cuts. Its sentences invite lingering, yet their accumulation exposes patterns of rationalization and control that feel strikingly contemporary. Translators have carried its poise and intensity across languages, helping the novel find renewed audiences who hear in its cadences both elegance and unease. For modern readers attentive to dynamics of power within love, the book offers an unsparing case study. Its frankness about entitlement and the fragility of self-image resonates in an age preoccupied with image-making, while its scrutiny of conscience resists the distractions of spectacle to demand careful attention.

Ultimately, this novel endures because it refuses comfort. It confronts the collision between aesthetic self-fashioning and ethical responsibility, inviting readers to measure the cost of desires that seek mastery over others. It distills themes that remain alive—jealousy, pride, complicity, the uses and abuses of beauty—into a narrative of intimate scale and inexorable pressure. Without spoiling its turns, one may say that it leaves the heart unsettled and the mind sharpened. The Intruder is a classic not only of its period but of the literature of conscience: a work whose elegance frames a searching inquiry into what it means to live with what we have done.
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    The Intruder (L’innocente), a novel by Gabriele D’Annunzio, follows the confession-like narrative of Tullio Hermil, a wealthy aristocrat whose marriage to Giuliana has been undermined by his pursuit of pleasure. Set amid the refined yet stifling circles of late nineteenth‑century high society, the book traces how private vanity and social appearances shape intimate choices. Opening with Tullio’s self‑assurance and aesthetic ideals, the story quickly frames his home as a stage where control, admiration, and desire must be constantly rehearsed. Against this backdrop, D’Annunzio presents a sequence of domestic episodes that gradually expose the tensions in the couple’s life, establishing motives and alliances before the central conflict emerges.

At the outset, Tullio describes his emotional detachment and the calculated freedom he has claimed within marriage. His infidelity is neither hidden nor apologetic; he treats it as an extension of taste and temperament. Returning to Giuliana after a period of distance, he proposes a measured reconciliation, assuring himself that charm and ceremony can repair what neglect has weakened. Giuliana, composed and reserved, accepts his gestures without enthusiasm, leaving his confidence untested but not restored. Conversations proceed with politeness, then stall in unspoken hesitations. The household’s routines resume, yet each shared moment suggests a fragile truce, dependent on surface harmony more than mutual trust.

To stabilize the fragile accord, Tullio orchestrates a sequence of small rites: walks, reading, music, and visits meant to reacquaint the couple with shared habits. He imagines that refinement can substitute for remorse, turning intimacy into an artful arrangement rather than an earnest renewal. Giuliana participates dutifully, but her withdrawn serenity challenges his authority. Friends and relatives circulate, and social obligations keep the pair before an audience that values poise above candor. In private, Tullio monitors her moods, interpreting silences as signs he can master. The narration dwells on his perceptions, building a careful portrait of a man convinced that feeling follows his will.

A decisive disclosure interrupts this careful choreography. Giuliana, after his return, confesses an affair that unfolded during his neglect. More consequentially, she reveals a pregnancy that cannot be his. The news shatters the equilibrium he tried to stage, exposing the limits of his control. Tullio’s reaction is not a single outburst but a spreading disturbance: jealousy, wounded pride, and the recalculation of every earlier scene. He labels the unborn child an intruder in both household and heart, a living measure of his failure. The narrative narrows to his inner arguments, alternating appeals to magnanimity with fantasies of regaining possession over a circumstance beyond him.

As months pass, the domestic space becomes a surveillance field ordered by Tullio’s obsession. He times visits, inventories looks, and probes for details about the absent rival without naming him. Social life continues—dinners, calls, ceremonies—while the core drama remains concealed under propriety. Giuliana’s calm deepens, pressing Tullio to confront the difference between dignity and resignation. Attempts at compromise arise: possibilities of separation, discreet retreat, or acceptance conditioned by secrecy. None satisfies his shifting requirements, which aim less at peace than at restoring authority. D’Annunzio structures these chapters as incremental pressures, allowing small gestures and routine conversations to indicate a mounting moral and psychological siege.

The pregnancy’s advance intensifies the couple’s estrangement. Tullio translates every domestic sound into a provocation and every kindness into a strategy. He oscillates between tenderness toward Giuliana and aversion toward the impending presence he cannot acknowledge as his own. The narration highlights confined interiors, sleepless nights, and the trance of repeated reasoning. Relatives intrude with advice, servants observe without comment, and society’s demands persist, binding the household to appearances. When the child is born, the sense of intrusion becomes concrete, compressing space and attention around a new center. Tullio experiences this arrival as a final test of his capacity to govern fate.

A turning point follows in quiet, almost ceremonial scenes that carry disproportionate weight. Tullio, who has long rehearsed arguments about honor and destiny, fixes on a course he believes will restore balance. The choice, executed under the cover of ordinary routine, is presented without sensationalism. Rather than foregrounding action, the narration records sensations, pauses, and objects, letting the reader sense the gravity without explicit proclamation. In this restraint lies the pivot of the book: a decisive act that cannot be publicly named but privately governs everything thereafter. From that moment, time seems altered, and the household moves as if under a sustained, muffled echo.

Consequences unfold as changes in temperature between people rather than declarations. Giuliana’s strength and vulnerability appear in alternation; Tullio’s composure thins into vigilance and then fatigue. Rumor does not erupt, but suspicion, illness, and chance intersections complicate the façade. Encounters in drawing rooms and church aisles set public calm against private disturbance. The absent rival’s shadow persists through letters and remembered glances more than through presence. Tullio’s narration notes every sign as an omen, yet no single sign resolves the ambiguity he has created. What remains is a bond subjected to extreme pressure, its future uncertain, its past recast by what cannot be undone.

The novel closes by returning to the narrator’s central concern: the cost of a self that treats others as instruments of aesthetic or moral design. Without lecturing, the sequence of events shows how jealousy and pride, once enthroned as principles, convert love into a field of calculation. The title’s resonance—an intruder in the house, an intruder in the conscience—frames a study of responsibility under the masks of refinement. D’Annunzio’s ordered scenes and controlled voice present turmoil with restraint, inviting readers to consider how private choices reverberate through manners, institutions, and memory. The final impression is of clarity edged with unease, a conclusion without overt closure.
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    The Intruder (L’innocente, 1892) unfolds in late nineteenth-century Rome, a city newly transformed into the capital of the Kingdom of Italy after 1870. The setting is the rarefied milieu of aristocratic salons, townhouses, and suburban villas, where carriage traffic along new thoroughfares—such as Via Nazionale and the emerging Via Veneto in the Ludovisi quarter—frames a life of ceremony and display. Interiors, winter social seasons, and country retreats structure the characters’ movements. The city’s layered past coexists with rapid modernization: ministries, embassies, and cultural institutions anchor a capital whose elite measures status by lineage, dowry, and reputation, while maintaining distance from the turbulent politics beyond their salons.

Socially, the novel’s world is that of the old nobility negotiating with a confident bourgeoisie enriched by finance, construction, and administration. Domestic space is staffed by a discreet army of servants—governesses, maids, coachmen, and often wet-nurses drawn from nearby rural districts—reinforcing hierarchies of class and gender. The family home doubles as a theater of prestige and control, governed by legal and customary rules that privilege the paterfamilias. Marriage arrangements, property management, and strategic affairs occur in a society fixated on honor and inheritance. Against Rome’s new boulevards and speculative neighborhoods, the book’s intimate rooms stage conflicts over desire, legitimacy, and the preservation of a name.

The seizure of Rome on 20 September 1870, when Italian troops breached the Aurelian Walls at Porta Pia, completed the political unification begun in 1861. Parliament transferred the capital from Florence to Rome in 1871, installing the Savoy monarchy at the Quirinal and consolidating a national administration. The political annexation reconfigured Rome’s economy, demography, and social life: officials, diplomats, and entrepreneurs flooded the city. In The Intruder, this post-1870 capital—formal, ceremonial, and socially stratified—forms the ambient world. The aristocratic protagonists inhabit a city whose institutions, manners, and anxieties were redefined by the shift from papal to royal sovereignty and the new national stage it created.

Urban transformation accelerated after 1870. Large tracts—Prati di Castello, the Esquilino, and, crucially, the Ludovisi quarter after the 1886 parcelling of Villa Ludovisi—were built up with grand apartment blocks and hotels. New arteries like Via Nazionale connected the Termini area to the political center. Rome’s population rose from about 226,000 (1871) to roughly 463,000 (1901), fueled by migration and bureaucratic expansion. Building speculation, propelled by easy credit and permissive oversight, created fortunes and ruin. The novel mirrors this environment of conspicuous domestic display and financial opacity: the carefully curated interiors and unspoken money pressures within its households evoke a capital remade by construction, credit, and the performance of status.

The Banca Romana scandal (1892–1893) exposed the rot beneath Rome’s building boom. The bank had illegally over-issued notes and extended irregular loans to speculators tied to urban development. Governor Bernardino Tanlongo’s attempted senatorial appointment in late 1892, which would have conferred immunity, sharpened outrage. Public revelations in early 1893 led to arrests and tarnished leading politicians; Giovanni Giolitti’s government fell later that year. The affair fused finance, politics, and elite privilege in a single drama. Though The Intruder does not dramatize the case, its world of discreet wealth, compromised codes, and obsession with appearances resonates with the scandal’s atmosphere, suggesting how money and influence quietly shape private fates.

Italian parliamentary life in the 1880s–1890s was defined by trasformismo—pragmatic, shifting coalitions engineered by leaders like Agostino Depretis, Francesco Crispi, and later Giolitti. The 1882 suffrage reform expanded the male electorate (to about 2 million) yet preserved elite brokerage and patronage. Clientelism, local notables, and ministerial bargaining blurred ideological lines. This political cynicism filtered into social mores, privileging adaptability over principle. The Intruder’s cultured aristocrats inhabit that moral gray zone: personal loyalties supersede public convictions, and calculated discretion outvalues candor. The private intrigues around lineage and legitimacy echo a broader political culture where compromise and concealment were habitual techniques of survival.

The Roman Question—conflict between the unified state and the papacy—shaped elite Rome. After 1870, Pope Pius IX declared himself a “prisoner in the Vatican,” and the Non Expedit discouraged Catholics from participating in national elections. A “black aristocracy” loyal to the papal court coexisted uneasily with the “white” nobility aligned with the Savoy state. Social salons navigated religious sensibilities, anticlerical fashions, and the allure of worldly modernity. The Intruder, with its secular tone and focus on worldly honor, reflects a society negotiating between Catholic moral discourse and post-unification cosmopolitanism, where confession and sin are private matters but reputation—before both camps—remains a public currency.

Family and morality were regulated by the 1865 Civil Code and the 1889 Zanardelli Penal Code. Divorce did not exist in Italy; only judicial separation was possible. The law enforced a double standard: female adultery was a crime, while male infidelity was punishable only in aggravated circumstances (e.g., concubinage in the marital home). The husband retained extensive marital authority, and inheritance rules made legitimate descent crucial. The Intruder centers on an adulterous pregnancy and the husband’s obsessive response, dramatizing how legal and social regimes converted desire into danger. The fear of scandal, loss of lineage purity, and irreversible social penalties reflect the hard legal realities surrounding marriage in 1890s Italy.

Fin-de-siècle Italy absorbed new sciences of the body and mind. Cesare Lombroso’s criminal anthropology (L’uomo delinquente, 1876) posited hereditary predispositions; Paolo Mantegazza’s physiological writings on love and jealousy popularized biological readings of passion; and Max Nordau’s Degeneration (1892) pathologized modern sensibility. Medico-legal debate on infanticide, puerperal conditions, and responsibility circulated in courts and journals. The Intruder’s protagonist rationalizes jealousy and purity in quasi-scientific terms, oscillating between self-justification and moral terror. The text reflects a culture where biology, heredity, and degeneration were invoked to explain conduct, and where anxieties about “tainted” bloodlines could acquire a chilling, pseudo-rational authority within elite households.

Economic change sharpened class contrasts. The 1887 tariff raised duties to protect northern industry, provoking a tariff war with France and deepening regional divides. Landed incomes faltered; new wealth accrued in banking, commerce, and protected manufacturing in Milan, Turin, and Genoa. Mass emigration accelerated—hundreds of thousands left yearly in the 1890s—while Rome’s court society enjoyed ceremonial splendor. The Intruder places an idle aristocrat at the center, whose cultivated leisure masks dependence on volatile credit and property income. That disjunction—elegant interiors floating above an economy in flux—maps onto Italy’s broader transition, in which traditional status adapted uneasily to financial capitalism and widening social distance.

The “woman question” gained visibility through education reforms and activism, though political rights remained barred. Figures like Anna Maria Mozzoni petitioned Parliament in 1877 for female suffrage and campaigned for civil equality. Women’s associations organized charitable work and debates on guardianship, employment, and schooling in the 1880s–1890s, yet the legal subordination of wives persisted. Respectable women navigated rigid codes of propriety and surveillance of reputation. The Intruder’s portrayal of a wife whose desires collide with the juridical and social power of her husband reflects these tensions, exposing how the absence of divorce and the criminalization of female infidelity left women with perilous, often tragic, choices.

Honor culture threaded through elite male conduct. Despite formal prohibition, dueling remained a practiced ritual among politicians, officers, journalists, and nobles in late nineteenth-century Italy, codified in published manuals and tacitly tolerated by authorities. Reputation—public and private—could be defended with seconds and pistols at dawn. While The Intruder does not stage a duel, its entire plot pivots on reputation management: secrecy, calculated silences, and the containment of scandal. The male protagonist’s possessive jealousy and the social dread of “dishonor” align with a broader culture where symbolic violence safeguarded status, and where male prerogative over female sexuality underwrote claims to name and lineage.

Imperial ambitions colored the national mood. Italy seized Massawa (Eritrean coast) in 1885, declared Eritrea a colony in 1890, suffered a setback at Dogali in 1887, and—after the novel’s publication—met disaster at Adwa (Ethiopia) in 1896. Colonial talk animated newspapers and salons, projecting virile ideals of conquest and prestige. The Intruder mostly excludes political grandstanding, confining itself to drawing rooms and nurseries. That silence is instructive: the novel highlights an elite more concerned with private succession and erotic power than with public virtue, suggesting a disconnect between national rhetoric of vigor and the moral anemia of those claiming to lead society.

Public health and demography were urgent concerns. Italy’s infant mortality remained very high in the 1880s—often exceeding 200 deaths per 1,000 live births—due to infections, poor sanitation, and inadequate neonatal care. Among elites, reliance on wet-nurses from rural regions (e.g., the Roman Campagna and Ciociaria) introduced additional anxieties about hygiene and heredity. Physicians debated breastfeeding, ventilation, and the management of nurseries. The Intruder’s harrowing focus on a newborn’s vulnerability intersects with these debates, revealing how medical authority, domestic practice, and class prejudice converged in the nursery, and how the fate of a single child could become a crucible for status, science, and conscience.

Household service and rural–urban migration reshaped private life. After 1870, Rome drew thousands of workers from Lazio, Abruzzo, and the Mezzogiorno; many women entered domestic service as maids, cooks, nannies, and wet-nurses. Their intimate presence in elite homes bridged vast class divides while preserving strict hierarchies. Dependence on servants enabled aristocratic leisure but also created circuits of gossip, secrecy, and risk. In The Intruder, the silent cooperation or resistance of domestics matters; the management of doors, letters, and routines sustains the façade of honor. The novel thus reflects a capital whose social order was reproduced daily through paid intimacy within the walls of great houses.

As social critique, the book anatomizes a regime of patriarchy that fuses law, custom, and property into a coercive ideal of male authority. By trapping its protagonists in a marriage without exit—no divorce, criminalized female adultery, and the absolute premium on legitimate descent—it exposes how legal modernity masked archaic inequality. The husband’s jealous calculus, couched in notions of blood and honor, parodies contemporary scientism while revealing its utility as moral camouflage. The novel’s insistence on private cruelty, rather than public declamation, indicts a society that delegates justice to reputation and leaves women vulnerable to punishment propped up by family, clergy, and peers.

Politically, the narrative mirrors a fin-de-siècle Italy where trasformismo normalized compromise and the Banca Romana scandal showcased the intimacy of privilege and impunity. The aristocratic household becomes an allegory of the state: appearances meticulously maintained, corruption kept discreet, outcomes negotiated rather than adjudicated. The infant’s fate and the wife’s peril dramatize how the weak pay for the strong’s misdeeds. By showing a cultivated class incapable of moral responsibility, the book criticizes a ruling order that prizes façade over accountability. It thus exposes the era’s structural injustices—gender asymmetry, class insulation, and legal double standards—as the true “intruders” deforming private and public life.
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    Gabriele D’Annunzio was an Italian poet, novelist, dramatist, and public figure whose career bridged the fin de siècle and the turbulent early twentieth century. Celebrated as Il Vate, he forged a flamboyant blend of aestheticism, classicism, and modern sensibility that helped shape Italian Decadentism and influenced later avant-garde theatrics and political spectacle. His prolific output ranged from early lyric collections to psychologically charged novels and landmark plays, while his public persona—courting notoriety, rhetoric, and ritual—made him a national symbol as well as a lightning rod. Active in journalism, politics, and war, he turned literature into a total art of style, myth-making, and public performance.

Born in 1863 in Pescara, Abruzzo, D’Annunzio received a classical education, notably at the Cicognini College in Prato, where he honed Latin and Greek and discovered a taste for rhetorical splendor. He later moved to Rome, attending university courses while establishing himself in literary journalism. Early reading of the Italian canon and Giosuè Carducci’s civic classicism mingled with enthusiasm for French Symbolists and Parnassians, especially Baudelaire and Gautier, and with the Wagnerian ideal of a total artwork. Philosophical currents—Nietzschean notions of will, vitality, and aristocratic individualism—further colored his imagination, shaping the aestheticist creed and the cult of style that would mark his mature writing.

D’Annunzio’s first reputation came as a prodigious lyric poet with collections such as Primo vere, Canto novo, and Intermezzo di rime, whose opulent imagery and musical cadence announced a new hedonistic and symbolist sensibility. He soon turned to the novel, achieving notoriety with Il piacere (The Child of Pleasure), followed by L’innocente (The Intruder) and Il trionfo della morte (Triumph of Death). These works explore desire, decadence, and the making—then unmaking—of the self, casting aesthetes and antagonists within ornate settings. Critics alternately praised his virtuoso prose and condemned his moral provocations, yet his stylistic daring secured him a central place in Italy’s fin-de-siècle culture.

The 1890s and early 1900s brought a sustained flowering across genres. Novels such as Le vergini delle rocce and Il fuoco refined his psychological and aesthetic preoccupations, while the vast poetic cycle Laudi del cielo, del mare, della terra e degli eroi—especially the book Alcyone—married classical myth to Mediterranean nature in an exuberant, sensuous idiom. Onstage, he scored major successes with tragedies including Francesca da Rimini and La figlia di Iorio, admired for their heightened diction and ritualized spectacle. His theatrical ambition extended to music drama: he wrote the text for Le Martyre de saint Sébastien, set by Claude Debussy, exemplifying his multimedia aspiration.

Public life increasingly intersected with his art. In the late 1890s he entered the Italian Parliament, cultivating the role of orator and tribune in parallel with his journalism. Financial troubles led him to spend part of the early 1910s in France, where he continued theatrical projects and international collaborations. With the First World War he returned to Italy as an ardent interventionist and volunteered for service, undertaking daring missions as an aviator and participating in a celebrated propaganda flight over Vienna. An eye injury during the war prompted a period of blindfolded writing that yielded Notturno, a fragmented, intimate prose work shaped by convalescence and memory.

After the armistice, D’Annunzio led a band of volunteers to seize the Adriatic port of Fiume, proclaiming a quasi-state that experimented with pageantry, radical corporatist ideas, and a new civic liturgy. The so-called Regency of Carnaro, whose constitutional text he helped craft with syndicalist Alceste De Ambris, became a laboratory of spectacle politics before ending under military pressure in 1920. In the interwar years he settled at the Vittoriale degli Italiani on Lake Garda, transforming it into a monumental residence and archive. Though not a party official, he influenced the rhetoric, symbols, and ceremonies of emergent Italian nationalism, while continuing to publish prose and occasional verse.

D’Annunzio spent his later years at the Vittoriale, writing reflective pieces, curating his papers, and fashioning an enduring self-myth. He died in the late 1930s, and his lakeside estate became a public museum and cultural complex that preserves his library, theater, and personal collections. His legacy remains double-edged: he is read as a master stylist who revitalized Italian poetic diction and theatrical form, and as an architect of modern celebrity and political mise-en-scène. Today his poems, novels, and plays are studied for their artistry and influence, staged and translated with renewed attention, even as debates continue over the cultural uses of his spectacle.







[*] In the original Italian, this novel is entitled "L'Innocente."




Should I go before the judge and say: "I have committed
a crime.  He would not be dead if I had not killed
him.  It is I, Tullio Hermil, who am his assassin.  I
premeditated that assassination in my house.  I committed
it with perfect lucidity of conscience, methodically, in all
security.  And I have gone on living in my house with my
secret for a whole year, until to-day.  To-day is the
anniversary I deliver myself into your hands.  Listen to me,
judge me."

Can I go before the judge?  Can I speak to him like
that?

I cannot, and I will not.  The justice of men does not
reach as far as me.  There is no tribunal on earth
competent to judge me.

And yet I feel a desire to accuse myself, to confess.  I
feel a desire to reveal my secret to someone.

TO WHOM?

My first recollection is as follows:

It was in April.  For several days, during the festivities
of the Pentecost, Juliana and I and our two little
daughters, Maria and Natalia, had been in the country, at my
mother's house, a roomy old place known as the Badiola.
It was the seventh year of our marriage.

Three years had already slipped by since another Pentecost
which, passed in that villa, white and isolated as a
monastery, and embalmed with tufts of violets, had seemed
to me a veritable festival of pardon, peace, and love.  At
that time Natalia, the second of my little girls, barely
emerged from swaddling clothes like a flower from its
envelope, was learning to walk; and Juliana was very good and
indulgent with me, although there was a shade of melancholy
in her smile.  I had come back to her, repentant and
submissive, after the first serious infidelity.  My mother,
who knew nothing of what had happened, had tied with her
dear hands a sprig of olive at the head of our bed, and
filled the little silver holy-water dish hanging on the wall.

But what had not happened in three years!  Between
Juliana and myself the breach was henceforth definitive
and irreparable.  I had gone on wronging her repeatedly;
I had insulted her in the most outrageous manner without
regard for her feelings, without restraint, carried away by
an appetite greedy for pleasure, by the vertigo of my
passions, by the curiosity of my corrupted mind.  I had had
as mistresses two of her intimate friends; I had spent
several weeks at Florence with Teresa Raffo, shamelessly; I
had fought with the false Count Raffo a duel in which my
unfortunate adversary covered himself with ridicule owing
to certain bizarre circumstances.  And nothing of all this
had remained unknown to Juliana; and she had suffered,
but with much pride, and almost without saying anything.

We had only had on this subject a few very short interviews,
at which I did not tell a single falsehood.  It seemed
to me that my sincerity would attenuate my fault in the
eyes of this sweet and noble woman, who I knew had a
superior mind.

I knew also that she recognized my intellectual superiority
and that she excused in part the disorders of my conduct
by the specious theories that, more than once, I had
aired in her presence, to the great detriment of the moral
doctrines that the majority of men profess to believe in.
The conviction that she would not judge me like any
ordinary man lightened my conscience of the weight of my
errors.  "She, too, understands," I thought, "that, since I
am different from others, since I have a different conception
of life, I have the right to elude the duties that others
would impose on me.  I have the right to despise the opinions
of others, and to lead with absolute sincerity the only
life possible to my higher nature."

I had the conviction of being not only a higher nature,
but also a rare intelligence; and I believed that the rarity
of my sensations and my feelings ennobled, distinguished,
all my acts.  Proud and curious of this rarity of mine, I
was incapable of conceiving the slightest sacrifice, the
slightest abnegation of myself; I was incapable of renouncing
the expression, the manifestation of one of my desires.
But, at the bottom of all my subtilties, there was only a
terrible egotism that caused me to neglect my duties, while
at the same time I accepted the benefits of my situation.

Insensibly, in fact, from one abuse to another, I had
succeeded in reconquering my old-time liberty, even with
Juliana's consent, without hypocrisy, without subterfuge,
without degrading lies.  I made a study of being loyal, no
matter at what cost, as others make a study of deception.

At all times, I strove to confirm, between Juliana and
myself, the new pact of fraternal affection and pure
friendship.  She was to be my sister, the best of my friends.

My sister, my only sister, Constance, had died when she
was nine years old, leaving in my heart infinite regret.
I often thought, with profound melancholy, of that little
soul who had not been able to offer me the treasure of her
tenderness, a treasure that I dreamed inexhaustible.  Among
all human affections, among all earthly loves, that of a
sister had always seemed to me the highest and the most
consoling.  I often thought of that lost great consolation,
and the irrevocableness of death added a sort of mystery to
my pain.  Where can one, on earth, find another sister?

Spontaneously, this sentimental aspiration turned towards
Juliana.

Too proud to accept a division, she had already renounced
all caresses, all abandon.  And I, for some time past, no
longer felt a shade of sensual disturbance when near her.
In vain I felt her breath on my cheek, respired her
perfume, looked at the little brown mole on her neck.  I
remained absolutely cold.  It seemed impossible to me
that this was the same woman.

I then offered to become a brother to her; and she accepted,
without affectation.  If she were sad, I myself was
still more so in thinking that our love was buried forever
and without hope of resurrection, in thinking that our lips
doubtless would never, never meet again.

And, in the blindness of my egotism, it seemed to me
that at heart she ought to be grateful to me for this sadness,
which I felt was already incurable; it seemed to me that
she ought to be pleased at it and find a consolation in it,
as if with a reflection of our past love.

There had been a time when we both dreamed, not only
of love, but of passion until death—usque ad mortem.  We
had both believed in our dream—and more than once,
during our moments of ecstasy, we had uttered the great
illusionary words: Always! never!  We had ended by
believing in the affinity of our flesh, in that affinity so rare,
so mysterious, which binds two human creatures together by
the frightful bond of insatiable desire.  We believed so
because the acuteness of our sensations had not diminished
even after, by the creation of a new being, the
obscure Genius of the Species had attained, by means of
our persons, his unique object.

Then the illusion had faded away; the flame had gone
out.  My soul—I swear it—had sincerely wept over the
catastrophe.  But how to prevent a necessary phenomenon?
How to avoid the inevitable?

It was, therefore, very fortunate that, after the death of
our love, caused by the fatal necessity of the phenomenon,
and consequently by the fault of neither of us, we were
able to go on living in the same house, bound by a new
sentiment, which was perhaps not less profound than the
old one, and which, assuredly, was higher and more
singular.  It was very fortunate that a new illusion could
replace the old one, and establish between our souls an
exchange of pure affections, delicate emotions, and
exquisite sadness.

But, in reality, what was to be the end of this species of
platonic rhetoric?  To induce the victim to smilingly
consent to her own immolation.

In reality, our new existence, henceforth fraternal and
no longer conjugal, was based entirely on this hypothesis:
that the sister should make complete abnegation of herself.
I myself resumed my liberty, I could go in quest of those
new sensations which my nerves needed, I could feel
passion for another woman, devote to my mistress all the time
that I liked, live away from home a strange and ardent
existence, and then return, find there again the sister who
was awaiting me, see everywhere in my rooms visible traces
of her care: on my table, a vase full of roses that her
hands had arranged; on all sides order, refinement, and
the radiant cleanliness of a place in which lives a Grace.
Was not that an enviable condition for me?  And was not
she an extraordinarily precious wife, who would consent
to sacrifice her youth to me and who considered herself
well recompensed if only I pressed a grateful and almost
religious kiss on her proud and gentle brow?

At times my gratitude became so warm that it took the
form of an infinity of attentions and affectionate greetings.
I possessed the art of being the best of brothers.  When I
was absent, I wrote Juliana long letters full of melancholy
and tenderness, which were often posted at the same time
as those addressed to my mistress.  And my mistress could
not have been jealous of them any more than she could
be jealous of my adoration of Constance's memory.

All absorbed as I was by the intensity of my peculiar
life, I could not elude the problems which, at times,
presented themselves to my mind.  That Juliana could
continue her sacrifice with such marvellous strength, she must
love me with a sovereign love; but if she loved me and
could be only my sister, she must, without any possible
doubt, bear in her soul the secret of a mortal despair.  Was
not, therefore, any man a madman who, without remorse,
immolated to other loves, disturbed and chimerical, this
creature who smiled so sadly, and was so gentle and brave?
I remember (and I am surprised now at my perversity at
that time), I remember that, among the reasons that I
advanced to calm myself, the strongest was this one:
"Since moral greatness results from the violence of the
sorrows over which one triumphs, it is necessary that she
should suffer all I make her suffer so that she may have
an opportunity to display her heroism."

But, one day, I noticed that she was also suffering in her
health.  I perceived that her pale face was growing still
whiter, and at times took on livid tints.  More than once
I noticed on her face the contractions of suppressed pain;
more than once, in my presence, she was seized with an
irresistible trembling which shook her entire being and
made her teeth rattle as by the shiver of a sudden fever.
One evening while she was upstairs I heard her give a
piercing cry.  I ran to her and found her standing upright,
leaning against a cupboard, convulsed, writhing, as if she
had taken poison.  She seized my hand, and held it tight
as in a vise.

"Tullio!  Tullio!  How horrible it is!  Oh, how horrible
it is!"

She looked at me, close to; she kept fixed upon me her
dilated eyes, which in the twilight seemed of unusual size.
And in those large orbs I saw pass something like the
waves of some mysterious agony.  That persistent,
intolerable gaze suddenly filled me with a mad terror.  It
was evening, twilight, and the window was open, and the
swollen curtains shook at the breath of the wind, and a
candle was burning on a table, before a mirror.  And, I
know not why, the shaking of the curtains, the hopeless
flickering of the tiny flame which reflected her paleness
in the glass, assumed in my mind a sinister significance,
and increased my terror.  The idea of poison flashed
across my mind.  At that moment she could not repress
another cry, and, beside herself by the excess of pain, she
threw herself upon my breast distractedly.

"Oh!  Tullio, Tullio!  Help me, help me!"

Paralyzed with terror, I remained for a moment without
power to utter a word, without power to make a movement.

"What have you done, Juliana?  What have you done?
Speak, speak!  What have you done?"

Surprised at the great change in my voice, she drew back
a little and looked at me.  My face must have been whiter
and more upset than hers; for she replied quickly, in a
rambling way:

"Nothing, nothing, Tullio!  Don't be frightened.  See,
it's nothing—only one of my usual spells.  You know—it
will soon be over—don't be alarmed."

But, seized by the terrible suspicion, I doubted her
words.  It seemed to me that all around revealed to me
the tragic event and that an inner voice repeated: "It's for
you, for you, that she wanted to die; it's you, you, who have
urged her on towards death."  And I took her hands, and
I felt they were cold, and I saw a bead of sweat running
down her brow.

"No, no," I cried; "you're deceiving me.  For pity's
sake, Juliana, my cherished soul, speak, speak!  Tell me,
have you—  Oh! for pity's sake, tell me, have you
taken——"

And my horrified eyes sought all around, on the
furniture, on the carpet, everywhere, for some sign.

Then she understood.  Again she let herself fall on my
breast, and shuddering, making me shudder, she said to me
her mouth against my shoulder (never, never, shall I forget
that indefinable tone), she said to me:

"No, no, no, Tullio; no!"

Ah! what else in the world can equal the vertiginous
acceleration of our inner life?  We remained in this
attitude in the middle of the room, silent; and, in a single
moment, the inconceivable immensity of a universe of
feelings and thoughts surged up in me with frightful
distinctness.  "And if it were true?" demanded the voice;
"if it were true?"

Continual starts shook Juliana against my breast—she
still kept her face hidden; and I myself knew well that,
in spite of the sufferings of her poor flesh, she thought only
of the possibility of the deed I had suggested—she thought
only of my mad terror.

A question rose to my lips: "Have you ever been
tempted?"  Then another: "Is there a possibility of your
giving way to the temptation?"  I did not give expression
to either of them, and yet it seemed to me that she
understood.  From then on, we were both under the empire of
this thought of death, this picture of death; we both were
subjected to a kind of tragic exaltation which made us
forget the moment of doubt in which it was born, and lose
consciousness of the real.  All at once she burst into sobs,
and her tears provoked my tears.  We mingled our tears,
such hot tears, alas! which yet were powerless to change
our destiny.

I knew later that, for several months already, she had
been tormented with complicated internal troubles, those
terrible occult maladies which, in the woman, disturb all
the vital functions.  The doctor whom I consulted gave
me to understand that another pregnancy might be fatal to
her.

This grieved me, and, nevertheless, relieved me from
two sources of anxiety.  I was convinced that I had nothing
to do with Juliana's decline, and I had an excuse in my
mother's eyes for our separate beds and all the other changes
that had taken place in our domestic life.  About that time
my mother was coming to Rome from the country, where,
since my father's death, she passed the greater part of the
year with my brother Federico.

My mother was very fond of her young daughter-in-law.
In her eyes Juliana was truly the ideal wife, the
companion of whom she had dreamed for her son.  She did not
believe that anywhere in the world there was a more
beautiful, more gentle, more noble woman than Juliana.  She
could not conceive that I could desire other women,
abandon myself in other arms, sleep upon other hearts.  As she
had been loved for twenty years by a man, always with the
same devotion, with the same fidelity, until death, she was
ignorant of the lassitude, the disgust, the treachery, and
all the miseries and all the shames that the conjugal alcove
shelters.  She was ignorant of the wounds that I had
inflicted and that I was still inflicting on this dear soul
which did not deserve them.  Deceived by Juliana's generous
dissimulation, she still believed in our felicity.  How
it would have grieved her had she known the truth!

At that period I was still under the domination of
Teresa Raffo, whose violent and empoisoned charms
evoked in me the image of Menippo's mistress.  Do you
remember what Appollonius says to Menippo in the ravishing
poem: "O beautiful young man, thou art caressing a
serpent; a serpent is caressing thee!"

Chance favored me.  The death of an aunt compelled
Teresa to leave Rome and to remain absent some time.
I was then able by unusual assiduity when with my wife to
fill the great void that the departure of the "Biondissima"
left in my days.  The disturbance which had taken place
in me that evening had not yet been quieted.  Since that
evening there floated between Juliana and myself
something new, indefinable.

As her physical suffering increased, my mother and I
were able, not without great difficulty, to secure her consent
to the surgical operation necessitated by her condition.
After the operation she was confined to her bed for thirty
or forty days and compelled to take the greatest precautions
during her convalescence.  Already the poor invalid's
nerves were extremely weak and irritable.  The preparations,
long and wearisome, exhausted and exasperated her
so much that, more than once, she tried to throw herself
out of bed, to revolt, to escape the brutal punishment which
violated her, humiliated her, degraded her.

"Tell me," she said to me one day with bitterness,
"aren't you disgusted with me when you think of it?  Oh,
how horrible it is!"

And she made a gesture of repugnance at herself, frowned,
then was silent.

Another day as I entered her room she cried:

"Go away, go away, Tullio!  Please go away!  You can
come back when I'm better.  If you stay here you'll hate
me.  I'm odious now, odious—don't look at me."

Sobs choked her.  The same day, a few hours later,
while I was standing by her bedside in silence, because I
thought she was about to doze off, she let fall these obscure
words, pronounced with the strange tone of someone speaking
in his sleep:

"Yes, really, I did it.  It was a good idea——"

"What are you saying, Juliana?"

She did not reply.

"What are you thinking of, Juliana?"

She replied only by a contraction of her mouth, which
was meant to be a smile.

I believed I understood.  And a tumultuous wave of
regret, tenderness, and pity assailed me.  I would have
given everything so that at that moment she could have read
in my soul, that she could have observed there in its
plenitude my inexpressible and consequently vain emotion.
"Forgive me!  Forgive me!  Tell me what I must do to
obtain my forgiveness, to make you forget all the pain I
have caused you....  I will come back to you, I will
be entirely yours, forever.  It is you, you alone whom I
have truly loved; you are the only love of my life.  My soul
ceaselessly turns towards you, and seeks you, and regrets
you.  I swear it!  When away from you I have never felt
sincere joy, I have never had an instant of complete
forgetfulness.  Never, never!  I swear it!  You alone, of all the
women in the world, are the living expression of goodness
and gentleness.  You are the best and the sweetest creature
that I have ever dreamed of.  You are the Unique!  And
yet I have offended you, I have caused you to suffer, I
have made you think of death as a desirable thing!
Oh! you will pardon me; but I—I can never forgive myself.
You, you will forget; but I, I shall not forget.  I shall
always be in my own eyes an unworthy being, and the
devotion of all my life will not seem a sufficient
reparation.  Henceforth, as formerly, you will be my mistress,
my friend, my sister; as formerly, you will be my guardian
and my adviser.  I will tell you everything, I will reveal
everything to you.  You will be my soul.  And you will
get better.  It is I who will cure you.  You will see how
tender your doctor will be to you.  Oh, you already know
his tenderness.  Remember, remember!  Then, too, you
were ill, and you wouldn't have any other doctor than me.
And I did not leave your bedside night or day.  And you
used to say: 'Juliana will always remember, always!'  And
you had tears in your eyes and I drank them, trembling.
Saint!  Saint!  Remember.  When you can get up,
when you are convalescent, we'll go back there, we'll
return to the Lilacs.  You will still be a little weak, but
you'll feel so well!  And I, I shall feel once more my
old-time gayety and I will make you smile, I will make you
laugh.  You yourself will have once more your sweet bursts
of joy that rejuvenated my heart, you will have once more
your exquisite girl-like airs, and you'll wear once more on
your shoulders that plait of hair which pleased me so
much.  We are young.  We can, if you wish it, reconquer
happiness.  We'll live—yes—we'll live...."  That
is how I spoke inwardly; but the words did not issue from
my lips.  It was in vain that I was moved and that my eyes
became moist; I knew that my emotion was temporary,
that these promises were deceptive.  I knew also that
Juliana would not entertain any illusions and that she would
reply by that feeble and distrustful smile which, at other
times, I had already noticed on her lips.  That smile
meant: "Yes, I know, you are good and you would like to
spare me pain; but you are not master of yourself, you
cannot resist the fatalities that control you.  Why should I
blind my eyes to the truth?"

That day I said nothing; and the days that followed, in
spite of the frequent return of the same confused impulse
of repentance, vague intentions, and dreams, I did not dare
to speak.  "To come back to her, you must abandon
those things you delight in, that woman who corrupts you.
Have you the strength to do it?"  I replied to myself:
"Who knows?"  And I waited from day to day for the
strength that did not come; I waited from day to day for
some event, without knowing what, that could determine my
resolution, render it inevitable.  My mind pictured our
new life, the slow reblossoming of our legitimate love, the
strange savor of certain sensations renewed.  "We'll go
back there, to the Lilacs, to the house where still linger our
sweetest memories; we'll be there alone, all alone, because
Maria and Natalia would stay with my mother at the
Badiola."  The weather would be mild and the invalid
would not leave the support of my arms, in those familiar
paths where each of our footsteps would awaken a souvenir.
At certain moments her pale face would suddenly be
covered with a faint flush, and we should both feel a little
timidity in each other's presence; at others, we should
seem preoccupied; at others, we should avoid each other's
gaze.  Why?  Finally, one day, the suggestion of the
spot would master us, and I should be bold enough to
speak to her of the early days.  "Do you remember?  Do
you remember?"  And, little by little, we should both
feel the disturbance grow and become unbearable; we
should both at the same time clasp each other in a wild
embrace, we should kiss each other on the mouth, we should
feel about to faint.  She would faint, yes; and I would
lift her in my arms, I would call her by the names that a
supreme tenderness would suggest to me.  Her eyes would
reopen, all the veils would be lifted from her gaze, and,
for an instant, her very soul would be riveted on me: she
would appear to me transfigured.  Then the old ardor would
retake possession of us, we should reënter into the great
illusion.  We should both have but a unique and incessant
thought; we should be tormented by inexpressible
uneasiness.  I should ask her, my voice trembling: "Are you
better?"  And, by its tone, she would understand the
question that this question concealed; and she would reply,
without succeeding in dissimulating a thrill: "Not
yet."  And in the evening, when we left each other and each
retired to a separate chamber, we should feel as if dying
of anguish.  But, one morning, with an unexpected glance,
her eyes would say to me: "To-day, to-day..."  And,
in the terror of this divine and terrible moment, she
would take some childish pretext to flee from me.  She
would say to me: "Let us go out, let us go out."  We would
go out, on a grayish, cloudy, oppressive afternoon.  The
walk would tire us.  Drops of rain, warm as tears, would
begin to fall on our hands and faces.  I would say to her in
a changed voice: "Let us go home."  And, on the threshold,
unexpectedly I would seize her in my arms, I would
feel her abandon herself almost fainting in my arms, I would
carry her upstairs without perceiving her weight.  It is
so long ago—so long ago!  And our beings, under the shock
of a divine and terrible sensation, never experienced before,
never before imagined, would be utterly exhausted.  And,
afterwards, she would appear to me almost as if she were
dying, her face all bathed in tears, as white as her pillow.

Ah! that is how she appeared to me, it was dying that I
saw her, the morning when the doctors put her to sleep with
chloroform; and she, feeling that she was slowly sinking
into the insensibility of death, tried two or three times to
stretch out her arms to me, tried to call me.  I left the
room, completely overcome.  For two long hours, endless
hours, I waited, exasperating my suffering by excessive
imagination.  And my man's being felt a pang of hopeless
pity for that poor creature whom the surgeon's steel was
violating, not only in her poor flesh, but in the most
sacred recesses of her soul, in the most delicate sentiment
that a woman can defend—pity for her, and also for the
others, for all those tormented by indefinite aspirations
towards the idealities of love, abused by the captious dream
with which virile desire surrounds them, insensibly
captivated with a higher life, but so weak, so sickly, so
imperfect, irremediably equal to the females of the beasts by the
laws of nature which impose on them the duties of the
Species, afflict them with horrible maladies, leave them
exposed to all kinds of degeneration.  And then, shuddering
in every fibre, I saw in them, I saw in all of them, with
frightful lucidity the original wound...."

When I reëntered Juliana's room she was still under the
influence of the anæsthetic, unconscious, silent, still, like
a dying woman.  My mother was very pale and very much
excited.  But it seemed that the operation was a success.
The doctors appeared pleased.  The assistant surgeon was
rolling a bandage.  Things gradually began to be orderly
and quiet again.

The invalid remained a long time unconscious, and
a slight fever set in.  In the night she was taken with
spasms; laudanum did not quiet her.  I was nearly
frantic; the spectacle of these horrible sufferings made me
think that she was going to die.  I no longer know either
what I said or what I did.  I suffered with her.

The following day the condition of the patient improved;
then, from day to day, the improvement continued.  Her
strength came back very slowly.

I did not quit her bedside.  I showed a kind of ostentation
in recalling to her, by my acts, the nurse of the old days;
but my actual feeling was very different.  It was not always
the feeling of a brother only.  It often happened to me
that my mind was preoccupied with a phrase written by my
mistress, at the very moment that I was reading to her
some chapter from one of her favorite books.  I did not
succeed in forgetting the Absent.  Nevertheless, when in
replying to a letter I felt myself a little distracted and
almost bored, during those strange respites that are still left
to us by a strong passion the object of which is far from
us, I thought I recognized by this sign that I no longer
loved, and I repeated to myself: "Who knows?"

One day, in my presence, my mother said to Juliana:

"When you are up, when you can walk, we'll all go
together to the Badiola; won't we, Tullio?"

Juliana looked at me.

"Yes, mother," I replied, without hesitation, without
reflection.  "But first, Juliana and I will go to the Lilacs."

And she looked at me











Je veux, guidé par vous, beaux yeux aux flammes douces,


Par toi conduit, ô main où tremblera ma main,



Marcher droit, que ce soit par des sentiers de mousses


Ou que rocs et cailloux encombrent le chemin,






Oui, je veux marcher droit et calme dans la Vie ...












Toi la bonté, toi le sourire,

N'es-tu pas le conseil aussi,

Le bon conseil loyal et brave ...












La voix vous fut connue (et chère?),

Mais, à present, elle est voilée

Comme une veuve désolée...




Elle dit, la voix reconnue,

Que la bonté, c'est notre vie...




Elle parle aussi de la gloire,

D'être simple sans plus attendre,




Et de noces d'or, et du tendre

Bonheur d'une paix sans victoire.




Acceuillez la voix qui persiste

Dans son naïf épithalame.

Allez, rien n'est meilleur à l'âme

Que de faire une âme moins triste!
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