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Foreword 

There is an opinion worth pondering, which may perhaps become 
the prevailing one among Sade's  more thoughtful readers : accord
ing to it, the immense fragment occupying the better part of the 
present volume deserves to be considered his crowning achievement, 
his masterpiece. C ertainly, behind that estimate lie "special" criteria .  
Perverse criteria ,  o n e  m a y  feel, a s  o n e  penetrates into a world 
where,  as  though in the Chateau of  Silling itself, the appeal to 
ordinary standards evokes only sardonic silences. Nowhere, indeed, 
is Sade at such a remove from literature and its reassurances, 
nowhere does his  a ssault upon ordinary standards reach such a 
pitch of  unpitying absoluteness, nowhere i s  its violence so cate
gorical or  sustained for so long as  in The 120 Days of Sodom. 
To this darkest of  novels, to this book of purest destruction, to 
this unsurpassed novel of terror and signal act of terrorism, Sade 
attached a capital importance. Chronologically, i t  was his first 
major  work : the year was 1785, he was forty-five and by then 
had made up his mind about what  his writer's  task was to consist 
o f. This psychopathia sexualis was to be its beginning and end. It 
was-it would have been-his  definitive labor and "crime of love." 

In themselves, the details of the manuscript 's  disappearance and 
rediscovery make a remarkable story, whose essentials are given in 
the note preceding the work ; here we need only say that the grand 
event inaugurating the Revolution Sade awaited so impatiently cost 
him the text in  which he had consigned everything of the most 
intimate and extreme of his own revolt. Over the loss of his 120 

IX 
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Days, which was engulfed in the pillage that followed the Bastille ' s  
capture, they were "tears  of  blood" he wept. "It  was ,  and Sade 
knew it ,  his masterpiece that  had gone astray," insi sts M aurice 
Heine in his  preface to the first edition. "The remainder of  his 
literary l i fe was to be dominated by the concern to remedy the 
consequences of  that i rreparable accident. With painful persever
ance he strove to attain again the mastery that had been his a t  the 
supreme height of  his  soli tude and his misanthropy." 

The life of the Marquis de Sade was an incredible series of 
misfortunes, and what i s  perhaps most incredible of all was his  
capacity to withstand them. No doubt whatsoever, he invited 
trouble ; i t  came his way unfailingly. Adversity or,  more exactly, 
the cruel privations of confinement made Sade a writer in the first 
place-he said so,  jubilantly, promising to take a prodigious re
venge. Upon the pri soner' s fare of  eternal anxiety his genius 
thrived, and the very frallty of  words scratched on thin paper, 
the constant possibility that his persecutors intervene,  that au
thority arbitrarily confiscate or tear to pieces all he had toiled to 
put together, lent a further dimension to his helpless vulnerability 
and his rage. 

I t  was thanks to the Revolution that Sade obtained his free
dom. Overjoyed at  his release,  eager to participate in the move
ment of his times, he  soon found himself in another nightmare. 
His disappointment was almost immediate and withering ; but this 
too he overcame. In prison he had learned patience and cunning 
and duplicity and the techniques of unfeeling indifference, of what 
he called apathy ; and these were the resources he drew upon to 
survive in the midst of the Nation and to outlast the Reign of 
Virtue. When his lawyer Gaufridy wondered about the Marquis' 
pol i tical views, "Citizen Sade" assured him they were just what 
circumstances demanded, and nothing i f  not "mobile." Today it 
requires more than mere naivete to tax Sa de with insincerity. If 
anyone hated the ancien regime, i t  was he ; but he real ized at  once 
something i t  has taken French historians until now to be clear on : 
that, precious misunderstandings and popular duperies aside, 1789 
was a proprietors' uprising calculated to secure and consolidate the 
position and interests of the bourgeoisie alone. How little he 
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sympathized with the Incortuptible's aim to bring forth a Republic 
cemented by blood Sade was able to illustrate when, as a judge, 
and to his mortal peril , he declined to sentence members of the 
opposition to death, explaining that while one might commit crimes 
for the sake of pleasure, i t  was not among his principles to murder 
in the name of justice. 

Elusive, paradoxical figure I On the one hand, Le Comle Oxtiern 
ou les Effets du Libertinage, presented to a public whose approval 
mattered so deeply to the playwright Sade ; on the other hand, that 
"Theory of Libertinage"l Restif de la Bretonne had got wind of 
and shrilled against in advance of its eventual publication by "the 
monster-author"-the contrast is  extreme and i t  i s  strange. What 
conclusions must one arrive at regarding the man who, while ci ting 
Samuel Richardson and the creator of Joseph Andrews as the out
standing explorers of  "the human heart, Nature's veritable laby
rinth," was filling the more than one hundred notebooks of  Les 
J ournees de FLorbelle, ou La Nature devoilie, his effort to recon
stitute The 120 Days ? 

Again and again we are led back to a fundamental contradic
tion in Sa de ; and there, one senses, l ies the entire problem of 
situating him. Introducing the volume that preceded this one, we 
alluded to the difficulty when we spoke of the two designs corre
sponding to two drives : to write in order to be read, and to write 
unreadably, in such a way as  to preclude being read, and in answer 
to a very different but equally real purpose. To be known, and to be 
unknown ; to divulge, and to conceal. To reintegrate society and 
broad daylight, and to hold to his cell , immuring himself in the 
night. Sade wanted both, and both at once. 

I t was he who classified his works as  L (lumiere ) or S (sombre ) , 

or else signed some and refrained from acknowledging others , and 
even disavowed Justine, his spiritual autobiography, so vigorously 
and so systematically protesting the allegations that the book was his 
as  to establish the solidest grounds for suspicions to the contrary. 
Thus his "public" and his "clandestine" writings-if they represent 

1 This is the n ame Restif de la Bretonne invented to identify The 120 Days of 

Sodom, whose real title he did not know, but of whose composition he had learned. 
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antithetical attitudes and intentions-were in a dialectical sense com· 
plementary, and in a psychological sense inseparable. The drama of 
his life, precisely, was their reconciliation. 

A.W., R.S. 
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Must We Burn Sade? 

by Simone de Beauvoir 

1 

"
I

mperious, choleric, irascible, extreme in everything, with a 
dissolute imagination the like of which has never been seen, 

atheistic to the point of fanaticism, there you have me in a nutshell, 
and kill me again or take me as I am, for I shall not change."  

They chose to  kill h im,  first by slow degrees in the  boredom 
of the dungeon and then by calumny and oblivion. This latter death 
he had himself desired. "The ditch once covered over, above it 
acorns shall be strewn in order that, the spot become green again 
and the copse grown back thick over it, the traces of  my grave may 
disappear from the face of the earth as I trust the memory of me 
shall fade out of the minds of  all men . . .  ,Ill This was the only one 
of his last wishes to be respected, though most carefully so. The 
memory of Sade has been disfigured by preposterous legends,2 his 
very name has buckled under the weight of such words as "sadism" 
and "sadistic ." His private journals have been lost, his manuscripts 
burned-the ten volumes of Les J ournees de Florbelle at the insti-

1 From Sade's "Last Will and Testament."-Eds. 
2 The aging Sade ordering baskets of roses to be brought to him, smelling them 

voluptuously and soiling them afterward in the mud of the gutter s  with a sardonic 
l augh : pre sent-day journalists h ave taught us  how this kind of anecdote is m anu
f actured. 

3 
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gation of h is  own son-his  books banned. Though in the l atter part 
of the nineteenth century Swinburne and a few other curious spirits 
became interested in his case,  i t  was not until Apollinaire that he 
assumed his  place in  French l i terature. However, he i s  still a l ong 
way from having won it offici ally. One may glance through heavy, 
detailed works on "The Ideas  of the Eighteenth Century," or  even 
on "The Sensibility of the Eighteenth Century," without once com
ing upon his name. It i s  understandabl e that as a reaction against 
this scandalous silence Sa  de 's  enthusiasts have hailed him as  a pro
phetic genius ; they claim that his  work heralds N ietzsche, Stirner, 
Freud, and surrealism. But this cult, founded, like all cults, on a 
misconception, by deifying the "divine marquis" only betrays him. 
The critics who make of Sa  de neither villain nor idol , but a man 
and a writer,  can be counted upon the fingers of  one hand. Thanks 
to them, Sa  de has  come back at  last  to earth, among us. 

Just wha t  i s  his  place,  however ? Why does he merit our inter
est? Even his  admirers will readily admit that his  work is ,  for the 
most p art, unreadabl e ; philosophically, it escapes banality only to 
founder in  incoherence. As to his  vices, they are not startlingly 
original ; Sade invented nothing in this domain, and one finds in 
psychiatric treati ses  a profusion o f  cases at least a s  interesting as 
his. The fact is that it  i s  neither as  author nor a s  sexual pervert 
that Sade compels our attention; i t  i s  by virtue of the relationship 
which he created between these two aspects o f  himself. Sade's  
aberrations begin to acquire value when,  instead o f  enduring them 
as his fixed nature, he elaborates an immense system in order to 
justify them. Inversely, his books take hold of  us  as  soon as we 
become aware tha t  for all their repetitiousness, their platitudes 
and clumsiness,  he is trying to communicate an experience whose 
distinguishing characteri stic i s ,  nevertheless,  a tendency to be  in
communicable. Sade tri ed to make of  his psycho-physical destiny an 
ethical choice ; and o f  this act,  i n  which he assumed his "separate
ness ,"  he attempted to make an example and an appeal. It is thus 
tha t  his adventure a ssumes a wide human significance. Can we, with
out renouncing our individuality, sat isfy our aspirations to uni
versality ? Or i s  it only by the sacrifice of our individual differences 
tha t  we can integrate ourselves into the community? This problem 
concerns us  all. In Sade the differences  are carried to the point o f  
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outrageousness, and the immensity of his l iterary effort shows how 
passionately he  wished to be  accepted by the human communi ty. 
Thus, we find in his work the most extreme form of the conflict 
from which no individual can escape without s elf-deception. I t  is 
the paradox and, in a sense, the triumph of Sade tha t  his  persistent 
singularity helps us to define the human drama in its general aspect. 

In order to understand Sade's development, in order to grasp 
the share of his  freedom in  this story,  in order to assess his  suc
cess and his failure,  it would be useful to have precise knowledge 
of  the facts of his situation. Unfortunately, despite the zeal of his 
biographers,  Sade's life and personality remain obscure on many 
points. We have no authentic portrait of him, and the contemporary 
descriptions which have come down to us are quite poor. The testi
mony at  the Marseilles trial shows him at  thirty-two, "a handsome 
figure of  a man, full faced," of medium height, dressed in a gray 
dress coat and deep orange silk breeches, a feather in his hat, a 
sword at his  s ide,  a cane in h is  hand. Here he is at fifty-three,  
according to a residence certificate dated the 7th o f  March, 1793: 
"Height: five feet two inches ; hair: almost white ; round face ; re
ceding hairline ; blue eyes ; medium nose ; round chin. "  The descrip
tion of the 22n d  of March, 1794, i s  a bit different : "Height: five 
feet two inches,  medium nose, small mouth, round chin, grayish 
blond hair, high receding hairline,  l ight blue eyes ."  He seems by 
then to have lost his "handsome figure," since he writes a few years 
later, i n  the B astille ,  " I've taken on, for lack o f  exercise,  such an 
enormous amount of fat that I can hardly move about." It is  this 
corpulence which first struck Charles  N odier when he met Sade in 
1807 at Sainte-Pelagie. "An immense obesity which hindered his 
movements so as  to prevent the exercise of  those remains of grace 
and elegance that still lingered in his general comportment. There 
remained, nevertheless,  in his weary eyes an  indefinable flash and 
brilliance which took fire from time to time ,  like a dying spark on 
a dead coal." These testimonies ,  the  only ones  we possess, hardly 
enable us to visualize a particula r  face. It has  been said3 that 
Nodier's description recalls the aging Oscar Wilde ; i t  suggests 

3 Jean Desbordes: Le 'IIrai 'IIisage du marquis de Sade, Paris, Nouvelle  Review Cri
tique, 1939. 
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Robert de Montesquiou and Maurice Sachs as well, and it tempts us  
to imagine a b i t  of  Charlus in  Sade, but  the data is  very weak. 

Even more regrettable is the fact that we have so l ittle in
formation about his childhood.  If we take the description of Val
cour for an autobiographical sketch , Sade came to know resentment 
and violence at an early age. Brought up with Louis-Joseph de 
Bourbon, his contemporary, he seems to have defended himself 
against the selfish arrogance of the young prince with such displays 
of anger and brutality that  he had to be taken away from court. 
Probably his stay in the gloomy chateau of Saumane and in the 
decaying abbey of Ebreuil left its mark upon his imagination, but 
we know nothing significant about his brief years o f  study, his entry 
into the army, or his life as an amiable man of fashion and de
bauchee. One might try to deduce his l ife from his work ; this has 
been done by Pierre Klossowski , who sees in Sade's implacable 
h atred of  his mother the key to his  l ife and work. But he derives 
this hypothesis from the mother's role in Sade's  writings. That is, 
he restricts himself to a description of Sa de's imaginary world from 
a certain angle .  He does not reveal i ts roots in the real world. In 
fact, we suspect a priori ,  and in accordance with certain general 
notions, the importance of Sade's relationship with his father and 
mother ; the particular  details are not available to us. When we 
meet Sade he is already mature, and we do not know how he has be
come what he is. I gnorance forbids us to account for his tendencies 
and spontaneous behavior.  His emotional nature and the peculiar 
character of his sexuality are for u s  data which we can merely note.  
Because o f  this unfortunate gap, the truth about S a  de will  always 
remain closed to us ; any explanation would leave a residue which 
only the childhood history of Sade might have clarified. 

Nevertheless, the limits imposed on our understanding ought 
not to discourage us, for Sade,  as we have said,  did not restrict 
himself to a passive submission to the consequences of  h is  early 
choices.  His chief  interest for us lies not in his  aberrations, but in 
the manner in which he assumed responsibility for them. He made 
of his sexuality an ethic ; h e  expressed this ethic in works o f  l itera
ture.  It i s  by this deliberate act that Sa de a ttains a real originality. 
The reason for  his tastes is obscure, but we can understand how 
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he erected these tastes into principles, and why he carried them to 
the p oint o f  fanaticism. 

Superficially, Sade,  at  twenty-three,  was l ike all other young 
aristocrats of  his time ; he was cultured, liked the theater and the 
arts, and was fond of  reading. He was dissipated, kept a mistress 
-la Beauvoisin-and frequented the brothels. He married, with
out enthusiasm and in conformance to parental wishes, a young 
girl of  the petty aristocracy, Renee-Pelagie de  Montreuil ,  who was, 
however, rich. That was the beginning of  the disaster that was to 
resound-and recur-throughout his life. Married in M ay, Sade 
was arrested in October for excesses committed in a brothel which 
he had been frequenting for over a month. The reasons for arrest 
were grave enough for Sade to send letters, which went astray, to 
the governor of the prison, begging him to keep them secret, lest 
he be hopelessly ruined. This episode suggests that  S ade's eroticism 
had already assumed a disquieting character. This hypothesis is 
confirmed by the fact that  a year later Inspector M arais warned 
the procuresses to stop giving their girls to the Marquis. But the 
interest of  all this lies not in its value as information, but in the 
revelation which i t  constituted for Sade himself. On the verge of 
his adult l i fe h e  made the brutal discovery that there was  no con
cili ation possible between his social existence and his private pleas
ures. 

There was nothing of the revolutionary nor even of the rebel 
about young Sade.  He was quite prepared to accept society as it  
was. At the age o f  twenty-three he  was obedient enough to his 
father4 to accept a wife whom he disliked, and he  envisaged no 
life other than the one to which his heredity destined him. He 
was to become a husband, father, marquis ,  captain,  lord of the 
manor, and l ieutenant-general. He had not the slightest wish to 
renounce the p rivileges assured by his rank and his wife's fortune. 
Nevertheless,  these things could not satisfy him. He was offered 
activities, responsibilities, and honors ; nothing, no simple venture 

4 Klossowski i. surprised by the fact that S ade bore his father no ill will. But Sade 
did not instinctively detest authority. He admits the right of the individual to exploit 
and to abuse his privileges. At lirst, Sade, who was heir to the family fortune, fought 
society only on the individual, emotional level, through women: hi. wife and mother
in-law. 
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interested, amused, or excited him. He wished to be not only a 

public figure ,  whose acts are ordained by convention and routine, 
but a live human being as  well. There was only one place where he 
could assert himself as  such, and that was not the bed in which he 
was received only too submissively by a prudish wife, but in the 
brothel where he bought the right to unleash his fantasies.  

And there was one dream common to most young aristocrats 
of the time. Scions of  a declining class which had once possessed 
concrete power, but which no longer retained any real hold on the 
world, they tried to revive symbolically, in the privacy of the bed
chamber, the status for which they were nostalgic : that of the 
lone and sovereign feudal despot. The orgies of  the Duke of  
Charolais, among others, were bloody and famous. Sade, too, 
thirsted for this i llusion of  power. "What does one want when one 
i s  engaged in the sexual act? That everything around you give you 
its utter attention, think only of  you, care only for you . . .  every 
man wants to be a tyrant when he fornicates." The intoxication of 
tyranny leads directly to cruelty, for the libertine, in hurting the ob
j ect that serves him, "tastes all the pleasures which a vigorous in
dividual feels in making full use of his strength j he dominates, he 
i s  a tyrant. " 

Actually, whipping a few girls (for a consideration agreed 
upon in advance) i s  rather a petty feat j that Sade sets so much 
store on it is enough to cast suspicion upon him. We are struck by 
the fact that beyond the walls of his "little house" it did not occur 
to him to "make full use of his  strength." There is no hint of am
bition in him, no spirit of enterprise,  no will to power, and I am 
quite prepared to believe that he was a coward. He does, to be 
sure, systematically endow his heroes with traits which society re
gards as  flaws, but he paints Blangis with a satisfaction that justifies 
the assumption that this i s  a proj ection of  himself, and the follow
ing words have the direct ring of a confession : "A steadfast child 
might have hurled this giant into a panic . . .  he would become 
timid and cowardly, and the mere thought of  even the mildest 
combat, but fought on equal terms, would have sent him fleeing 
to the ends of  the earth." The fact that Sade was at  times capable 
of extravagant boldness, both out of rashness and generosity, does 
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not invalidate the hypothesis that he was a fraid of people and, in 
a more general way, a fraid of the reality o f  the world. 

If he talked so much about his strength of  soul, it was not 
because he really possessed it, but because he longed for it .  'When 
faced with adversity, he would whine and get upset and become 
completely distraught. The fear of want which haunted him con
stantly was a symptom of a much more generalized anxiety. He 
mistrusted everything and everybody because he felt himself mal
adjusted. He was maladjusted. His behavior was disorderly. He 
accumulated debts. He would fly into a rage for no reason at all, 
would run away, or would yield at  the wrong moment. He fell into 
every possible trap. He was uninterested in this boring and yet 
threatening world which had nothing valid to offer him and from 
which he h ardly knew what to ask. He was to seek his truth else
where. When he  writes that  the passion of  j ealousy "subordinates 
and at  the same time unites" all other p a ssions, he gives us an exact 
description of his own experience. He subordinated his existence to 
his eroticism because eroticism appeared to him to be the only possi
ble fulfillment of his existence.  If he devoted himself to it with such 
energy, shamelessness,  and persistence, he did so because he at
tached greater importance to the stories he wove around the act of 
pleasure than to the contingent happenings ; he chose the imaginary. 

At first Sa  de probably thought himself safe in the fool's  para
dise which seemed separated from the world of responsibility by 
an impenetrable wall. And perhaps, had no scandal broken out, he 
would have been but a common debauchee, known in special  places 
for rather special tastes. M any libertines of  the p eriod indulged 
with impunity in orgies even worse. But scandal was probably in
evitable in Sade's  case.  There are certain " sexual  perverts" to 
whom the myth of Dr.  Jekyll and Mr.  Hyde is perfectly applica
ble. They hope ,  at  first, to be able to gratify their "vices" without 
compromising their public characters. I f  they are imaginative 
enough to see themselves, l ittle by little ,  in a dizziness of pride 
and shame, they give themselves away-like Charlus, despite his 
ruses, and even because of  them. To what extent was Sade being 
provocative in his imprudence ? There i s  no way of knowing. He 
probably wished to emphasize the radical separation between his 
family life and his private pleasures,  and probably, too ,  the only 
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way he could find satisfaction in this clandestine triumph lay in 
pushing i t  to the point where i t  burst forth into the open. His 
surprise is  like that of  the child who keeps striking a t  a vase until 
it finally breaks. He was playing with fire and stlll thought himself 
master, but society was lying in wait. Society wants undisputed 
possession. It  claims each individual unreservedly. It quickly seized 
upon Sade's  secret and classified i t  as crime. 

Sade reacted a t  first with prayer, humil ity,  and shame. He 
begged to be allowed to see his  wife, accusing himself of having 
grievously offended her. He begged to confess and open his heart 
to the priest. This  was not mere hypocrisy. A horrible change had 
taken place overnight ; natural,  innocent practices, which had been 
hitherto merely sources of pleasure, had become punishable acts. 
The young charmer had changed into a black sheep. He had prob
ably been familiar since childhood-perhaps through his relations 
with his  mother-with the bitter pangs of remorse, but the scandal 
of 1763 revived them dramatically. Sade had a foreboding that he 
would henceforth, and for the rest o f  his life, be a culprit. For he 
valued his diversions too highly to think, even for a moment, of 
giving them up. Instead, he rid himself of shame through defiance. 
It i s  significant that his  first deliberately scandalous act took place 
immedia tely a fter his  imprisonment. La Beauvoisin accompanied 
him to the chateau of La Coste and, taking the name of M adame 
Sade, danced and played be fore the Proven<;al nobil ity,  while the 
Abbe de Sade was forced to stand dumbly by. Society denied Sade 
illicit freedom ; i t  wanted to social ize eroticism. Conversely, the 
M a rquis '  social life was to take place henceforth on an erotic l evel. 
Since one cannot, with any peace of mind, separate good from evil 
and devote one ' s  self to each in turn, one has to assert evil in  the 
face of good, and even as a function of good. 

Sade tells us repeatedly that his ultimate attitude has its roots 
in resentment. " Certain souls seem hard because they are capable o f  
strong feelings, and they sometimes go t o  rather extreme lengths ; 
their apparent unconcern and cruelty are but ways, known only to 
themselves, o f  feeling more strongly than others ."5 And Dolmance6 
attributes his  vice to the wickedness of men. " 'Twas men's ingrati-

5Aline et Valcour. 

6 Philosophy in the Bedroom.  
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tude dried out my heart,  their perfidy which destroyed in me those 
baleful virtues for which, perhaps, like you, I was also born ."  The 
fiendish morality which he later established in theoretical form was 
first a matter of actual experience. 

It was through Renee-Pelagie that  Sade came to know all the 
insipidity and boredom of virtue.  He lumped them together in the 
disgust which only a creature of flesh and blood can arouse. But he 
learned also from Renee, to his delight, that Good, in concrete, 
fleshly, individual form, can be vanquished in single combat.  His 
wife was not his enemy, but like all the wife-characters she inspired, 
a choice victim, a willing accomplice.  The relationship between Bla
mont and his wife is probably a fairly precise reflection of Sade's 
with the Marquise. Blamont takes pleasure in caressing his wife at  
the very moment that  he is hatching the blackest plots against her.  
To inflict enjoyment-Sade understood this 150 years before the 
psychoanalysts, and his works abound in victims submitted to pleas
ure before being tortured-can be a tyrannical violence ; and the 
torturer disguised as lover delights to see the credulous lover, 
swooning with voluptuousness and gratitude, mistake cruelty for 
tenderness. The joining of such subtle pleasures with the per
formance of social obligation is doubtless what led Sade to have 
three children by his wife. 

And he had the further satisfaction of seeing virtue become 
the ally of vice,  and its handmaiden. Madame de Sade concealed 
her husband's delinquencies for years ; she bravely engineered his 
escape from Miolans, fostered the intrigue between her sister and 
the M arquis, and later lent her support to the o rgies at  the chateau 
of La Coste. She went even so far as to inculpate herself when, in 
order to discredi t the a ccusa tions of  N anon, she hid some silverware 
in N anon's bags. Sade never displayed the least gratitude. In fact, 
the notion of  gratitude is one a t  which he  keeps blasting away most 
furiously. But he very obviously felt for her  the ambiguous friendship 
of the despot for what is unconditionally his. Thanks to her, he was 
able not only to reconcile his role of husband, father, and gentle
man with his pleasures, but he established the dazzling superiority 
o f  vice over goodness, devotion, fidelity, and decency, and flouted 
society prodigiously by submitting the institution of marriage and 
all the conjugal virtues to the caprices of his imagination and senses. 
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If Renee-PeIagie was Sade's most triumphant success, Mad
ame de Montreuil, his mother-in-law, embodies his failure. She rep
resents the abstract and universal j ustice which inevitably confronts 
the individual .  I t  was against her that he most eagerly entreated 
his wife's support. If he could win his case in the eyes of  virtue, 
the law would lose much of its power, for its most formidable a rms 
were neither prison nor the scaffold, but the venom with which i t  
could infect vulnerable he arts. Renee became perturbed under the 
influence of her mother. The young canoness grew fearful. A hostile 
society wormed i ts way into Sade's household and dampened his 
pleasures, and he himself yielded to i ts power. Defamed and dis
honored, he began to doubt himself. And that was Madame de 
Montreuil's supreme crime aga inst him. A guilty man i s ,  first of all, 
a man accused ; i t  was she who made a criminal of  Sade. That  is why 
he never left off ridiculing her,  defaming her, and torturing her 
throughout his writings ; he was killing off his own faults in her. 
There is a possible basis for Klossowski's theory that Sa de hated 
his own mother ; the singular character of his  sexuality suggests 
this. But this hatred would never have been inveterate had not 
Renee's mother made motherhood hateful to him. Indeed, she 
played such an important and frightful role in the life of her son-in
law that it may well be that she was the sole obj ect of his attack. It 
is certainly she, in any case,  whom he savagely submits to the j eers 
of  her own daughter in the l ast p ages of Philosophy in the Bed
ro om.  

If Sade  was finally beaten by h is  mother-in-law and by the  law, 
h e  was an accomplice to this defeat. Whatever the role of chance and 
o f  his  own imprudence in the scandal of 1763, there is no doubt that 
he  a fterward sought a heightening of his pleasures in danger. We 
may therefore say that he desired the very p ersecutions which he suf
fered with indignation. Choosing Easter Sunday to inveigle the 
beggar, Rose Keller, into his house at  Arcueil meant playing with 
fire. Beaten, terrorized, inadequately guarded, she ran off, raising 
a scandal for which Sade paid with two short terms in prison. 

During the following three years of exile which, except for a 
few p eriods of service, he spent on his estate in Provence, he 
seemed sobered. He played the husband and lord of the manor 
most conscientiously. He had two children by his wife,  received the 
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homage of the community of Saumane, attended to his park, and 
read and produced plays, including one of  his own, in his theater. 
But he was ill-rewarded for this  edifying behavior. In 1771, he was 
imprisoned for debt. Once he was released, his virtuous zeal cooled 
off. He seduced his young sister-in-law, of whom he seemed, for a 
while,  genuinely fond. She was a canoness, a virgin,  and his wife's 
s ister, all of  which lent a certain zest to the adventure.  N everthe
less, he went to seek still other distractions in M arseilles ,  and in 
1772 the "affair of the aphrodisiac candies" took on unexpected 
and terrifying proportions. While in flight to Italy with his sister
in-law, he and Latour, his  valet, were sentenced to death in absentia, 
and both of them were executed in effigy on the town square of Aix. 
The canoness took refuge in a French convent, where she spent the 
rest of her l ife ,  and he hid away in Savoy. He was caught and 
locked up in the chateau of Miolans, but his wife helped him escape. 
However, h e  was henceforth a hunted man. Whether roaming 
through Italy or shut up in his castle, he knew that he would never 
be  allowed a normal life.  

Occasionally, h e  took his lordly role seriously. A troupe of 
actors was staying on his estate to present Le M ari cocu, battu 
et content. Sade, irritated perhaps by the title ,  ordered that the 
posters be defaced by the town clerk, as  being " disgraceful and a 
challenge to the fre edom o f the Church."  He expelled from his 
property a certain Saint-Denis, against whom he had certain griev
ances, saying, "I have every right to expel all loafers and vagrants 
from my property." But these acts of authority were not enough to 
amuse him. He trie d  to realize the dream which was to haunt his 
books. In the solitude of the chateau of La Coste,  he set up for 
himself a harem submissive to his whims. With the aid o f  the 
Marquise,  he gathered together several handsome valets, a secre
tary who was illiterate but attractive, a luscious cook, a chamber
maid, and two young girls provided by bawds. But La C oste was 
not the inaccessible fortress of The 1 20 Days of Sodom; it was 
surrounded by society. The maids escaped, the chambermaid left to 
give birth to a child whose paternity she attributed to Sade, the 
cook's father came to shoot Sade, and the handsome secretary was 
sent for by his p arents. Only RentSe-Pelagie conformed to the char
acter assigned to her by her husband ; all the o thers claimed the 
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right to live their own lives, and Sade was once again made to 
understand that he could not turn the real world of hard fact into 
a theater.  

This world was not content to thwart his dreams ; i t  repudiated 
him. Sade fled to Italy, but Madame de Montreuil, who had not 
fo rgiven him for having seduced her younger daughter, lay in wait 
for him. When h e  got back to France, he ventured into Paris,  and 
she took advantage of the occasion to have him locked up,  on the 
13th of February, 1777, in  the chateau of  Vincennes.  He was sent 
back to Aix, was tried and fined there for his Marseilles escapade, 
and on his way back to Paris, under guard, he escaped and took 
refuge at La Coste, where, under the resigned eye of his wife,  he 
embarked on the i dyl with his housekeeper, Mademoiselle Rousset.  
But  by the 7th of  September, 1778, he was back again at  Vincennes, 
"locked up behind nineteen iron doors, like a wild beast." 

And now begins another story. For eleven years-first at  
Vincennes and then in the B astille-a man lay dying in captivity, 
but a writer was being born. The man was quickly broken. Reduced 
to impotence, not knowing how long his imprisonment would last ,  
his mind wandered in delirious speculation. With minute calcula
tions, though without any facts to work on, he tried to figure out 
how long his sentence would last. He recovered possession of his 
intellectual powers fairly quickly, as can be seen from his corre
spondence with M adame de Sade and Mademoiselle Rousset. But 
the fl esh surrendered, and he sought compensation for his sexual 
starvation in the pleasures of  the table. His valet, C arteron, tells us 
that "he smoked like a chimney" and "ate enough for four men" 
while in p rison. "Extreme in everything, " as he himself declares,  he 
became wolfish. He had his wife send him huge hampers of food, 
and h e  grew increasingly fat. In the midst of complaints, accusa
tions, pleas, supplications, he still amused himself a bit by torturing 
the M arquise ; he claimed to be jealous, accused her of  plotting 
against him, and when she came to visit him, found fault with her 
clothes and ordered her to dress with extreme austerity.  But these 
diversions were few and p allid. From 1782 on, he  demanded o f  
literature alone what life would no longer grant him : excitement, 
challenge, sincerity,  and all the delights of the imagination. And 
even then, he was "extreme" ; he wrote as he ate, in a frenzy. After 
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Dialogue between a Priest and a Dying Man came The 120 Days 
0/ Sodom, Les In/ortunes de la Vertu, Aline et Valcour. According 
to the catalogue of 1788, he had by then written thirty-five acts for 
the theater, half a dozen tales, almost all of  Le Porte/euille d'un 
homme de lettres, and the list is probably still incomplete. 

When Sade was freed, on Good Friday of 1790, he could hope 
and did hope that a new p eriod lay open before him. His wife 
asked for a separation. His sons (one was preparing to emigrate 
and the other was a Knight of M alta ) were strangers to him ; so 
was his "good, husky farm wench" of a daughter. Free of his  
family, he  whom the old society had  called a n  outcast  was now 
going to try to adapt himself to the one which had just restored to 
him his dignity as a citizen. His plays were performed in  public ; 
Oxtiern was even a great success ; h e  enrolled in the Piques Section 
and was appointed President ; he  enthusiastically wrote speeches and 
drew up petitions. But the idyl with the Revolution did not last  
long. Sade was fi fty years old, had a questionable past  and an 
aristocratic disposition, which his  hatred o f the a ristocracy had not 
subdued, and h e  was once again a t  odds with himself. He was a 
republican and, i n  theory ,  even called for complete socialism and 
the abolition of  property, hut insisted on keeping his  castle and 
properties. The world to which h e  tried to adapt himself was again 
an all too real world whose brutal resistance wounded him. And it 
was a world governed by those universal laws which he  regarded as 
abstract, false, and unjust. When society justified murder in  their 
name, Sade withdrew in horror. 

Anyone who is surprised a t  Sade's discrediting himself by his  
humaneness instead o f  seeking a governor's post in the provinces, 
a post that would have enabled him to torture and kill to his heart' s 
content, does not really understand Sade.  Does anyone suppose that 
he  "liked blood" the way one likes the mountains or  the sea ? 
"Shedding blood" was an act whose meaning could, under certain 
conditions, excite him, but what he  demanded, essentially, of  cruelty 
was that i t  reveal to him p articular individuals and his  own exist
ence as, on the one hand, consciousness and freedom and, on the 
other, as  fl esh. He refused to judge or condemn, or to witness anony
mous death from a far.  He had hated nothing so much in the old 
society a s  the claim to judge and punish, to which he himself had 
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fallen victim ; he could not excuse the Terror. When murder be
comes constitutional, it becomes merely the hateful expression of 
abstract principles, something without content, inhuman. And this 
i s  why Sade as Grand Juror almost always dismissed the charges 
against the accused. Holding their fate in his hands, he refused to 
harm the family of Madame de Montreuil in the name of the law. 
He was even led to resign from his office of President of the Piques 
Section. He wrote to Gaufridy : "I considered myself obliged to 
leave the chair to the vice-president ; they wanted me to put a hor
rible, an inhuman act to a vote. I never would." In December, 1793, 
he was imprisoned on charges of "moderatism." Released 375 
days later, he wrote with disgust : "My government imprison
ment, with the guillotine before my eyes, did me a hundred times 
more harm than all the Bastilles imaginable." It is by such whole
sale slaughters that the body politic shows only too clearly that it 
considers men as a mere collection of obj ects, whereas Sade de
manded a universe peopled with individual beings. The "evil" 
which he had made his refuge vanished when crime was justified 
by virtue.  The Terror, which was being carried out with a clear 
conscience, constituted the most radical negation of Sade's demonia
cal world. 

"The excesses of the Terror,"  wrote Saint-Just, "have dulled 
the taste for crime."  Sade's sexuality was not stilled by age and 
fatigue alone ; the guillotine killed the morbid poetry of eroticism. 
In order to derive pleasure from the humiliation and exaltation of 
the flesh, one must ascribe value to the flesh. It has no sense, no 
worth, once one casually begins to treat man as a thing. Sade was 
still able to revive his past experience and his old universe in his 
books, but he no longer believed in them with his blood and nerves. 
There is nothing physical in his attachment to the woman he calls 
"The Sensitive Lady." He derived his only erotic pleasures from 
the contemplation of the obscene paintings, inspired by Justine, 
with which he decorated a secret chamber. He still had his 
memories, but he had lost his drive, and the simple business of liv
ing was too much for him. Liberated from the social and familial 
framework which he nevertheless needed, he dragged on through 
poverty and illness. He quickly ran through the money realized 
from the unprofitable sale of La Coste. He took refuge with a 
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farmer, and then in a garret, with the son of "The Sensitive Lady," 
while earning forty sous a day working in the theatricals at Ver
sailles. 

The decree of  the 28th of June, 1799, which forbade the 
striking of his  name from the l ist of a ristocratic emigres on which 
i t  had been placed, made him cry out in  despair : "Death and 
misery, this then is the recompense I receive for my everlasting 
devotion to the Republic." He received, however, a certificate of 
residence and citizenship j and in December ,  1799, he played the 
part of Fabrice in Oxtiern. But by the beginning of  1800, he was in 
the hospital of Versailles, " dying of cold and hunger," and threat
ened with imprisonment for debt. He was so unhappy in the hostile 
world of so-called " free" men that one wonders whether he had 
not chosen to be led back to the solitude and security of  prison. We 
may say, at least, that  the imprudence of circulating Justine  and the 
folly of publishing Zoloe, in which he attacks Josephine,  Tallien, 
Madame Tallien, Barras ,  and Bonaparte, imply that  he was not too 
repelled by the idea of another confinement.7 C onscious or  not, his 
wish was granted j he was locked up in Sainte-Pelagie on the 5th of 
April ,  180 1, and it was there, and later a t  Charenton-where he was 
followed by Madame Quesnet, who, by pretending to be his daugh
ter, obtained a room near his own-that he lived out the rest of his 
l ife. 

Of course, Sade protested and struggled as  soon as  he was 
shut up, and he continued to do so for years. But a t  least he  was 
able again to devote himself in peace to the passion which had 
replaced sensual  pleasure: his writing. He wrote on and on. Most 
of  his papers had been lost when he had left the B astille, and he 
thought that  the manuscript of  The 120 Days of Sodom-a fi fteen
yard roll which he had carefully hidden and which was saved with
out his knowing i t-had been destroyed. After Philosophy in the 
Bedroom, published in 1795, he composed a new opus, a modified 
and completely developed version of Justine, followed by Juliette. 
These two volumes, of which he disclaimed the authorship, appeared 

7 Since the present essay was written, it has been proved that Sade was not actually 
the author of Zoloe, and the French publisher of Sade's complete works, Jean-Jacques 
Pauvert, has withdrawn the work from his catalogue. None the less, since Napoleon 
lacked the findings of this recent scholarship, it is very possible that Sade's presumed 
authorship of the pamphlet did in fact contribute to his reincarceration.-Eds. 
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in a ten-volume edition in 1797. He had Les Crimes de l' Amour 
publicly printed. At Sainte-PeIagie ,  he became absorbed in an im
mense ten-volume work, Les J ournees de Florbelle. The two volumes 
o f  La Marquise de Gange must also be attributed to him, though the 
work did not appear under his name. 

Probably because the meaning of  his l ife lay henceforth in  his 
work as a writer, Sade now hoped only for peace in his daily l i fe .  
He took walks with "The Sensitive Lady" in the  garden of the 
retreat,  wrote comedies for the patients, and had them pe rformed. 
He agreed to compose a divertissement on the occa sion o f  a visit  
to Charenton in 1812 by the Archbishop of Paris.  On Easter Sun
day, 1805, he distributed the holy bread and took up the collection 
in the parish church. His will proves that he had renounced none 
o f  his beliefs, but he was tired of  fighting. "He was polite to the 
point of  obsequiousness ," says Nodier, "gracious to the point of 
unctuousness . . .  and he spoke respectfully of  everything the world 
respects. " According to Ange Pi tou , the ideas of old age and of 
death horrified him. "This man turned pale at the idea of death, 
and would faint at the sight of his white hair ." He expired in peace,  
however,  carried off by "a  pulmonary congestion in  the form of 
asthma" on the 2nd of  December, 18 14. 

The salient  feature of his tormented l ife was that the painful 
experience of living never reve aled to him any solidarity between 
other men and himself. The last scions of  a decadent aristocracy 
had no common purpose to unite them. In the solitude to which his  
birth condemned him, Sade carried erotic play to such extremes 
that his peers turned against him. When a new world opene d  to 
him, it was too late ; he was weighed down with too heavy a pa st. 
At odds with himself, suspect to others, this aristocrat, haunted by 
dreams of despotism, could not sincerely ally himself with the rising 
bourgeois ie .  And though he was roused to indignation by its oppres
sion of the people, the people were nevertheless foreign to him. He 
belonged to none o f  the classes whose mutual antagonisms were 
apparent to him. He had no fellow but himself. Perhaps, had his 
emotional make-up been different, he might have resisted this fate, 
but he  seems always to have been violently egocentric. His in
difference to external events, his  obsessive concern with money, the 
finical care with which he worked out his debauches ,  as  well a s  the 
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deli rious speculations at Vincennes and the schizophrenic character 
o f  his  dreams, reveal a radically introverted character. Though this 
passionate self-absorption defined his  l imits,  it  also gave his  life an 
exemplary character, so that we examine it today. 

2 

Sade made o f  his eroticism the meaning and expression of his  
whole existence. Thus,  i t  i s  no idle curiosity that leads us  to define 
i ts nature. To say with M au rice Heine that he  tried everything 
and liked everything is to beg the question. The term " algolagnia" 
hardly helps us  to  understand Sade .  He obviously had very marked 
sexual idiosyncrasies,  but they are not easy to define. His accom
plices and victims kept quiet. Two fl agrant scandals merely pushed 
aside, for a moment, the curtain behind which debauch usu ally 
hides.  His j ournals and memoirs have been lost, his letters were 
cautious, and in his books he  invents more than he reveals about 
himself. " I  have imagined everything conceivable in  this sort of 
thing," he writes, "but I have certainly not done,  and certainly 
never will, all that I have imagined." His work has not unrea
sonably been compared to the Psychopathia Sexualis of Krafft
Ebing, to whom no one would dream o f  attributing all the perver
sions he catalogued. 

Thus,  Sa  de established systematically, according to the pre
scriptions of a kind of  synthetic a rt, a repertory of man's sexual 
possibilities. He certainly never experienced nor even dreamed them 
all up himself. Not only does he  tell tall stories, but most of the 
time he tells them badly. His tales resemble the engravings that 
i l lustrate the 1797 edition o f  Justine and Juliette. The characters' 
anatomy and positions are drawn with a minute realism, but the 
awkward and monotonous exp ressionlessness of their faces makes 
their horrible orgies seem utterly unreal.  It i s  not easy to derive a 
genuine testimony from all the cold-blooded orgies that Sade con
cocted. N evertheless,  there are some situations in his novels which 
he treats with special indulgence.  He shows special sympathy with 
some of  his heroes, for example ,  N oirceuil,  Blangis ,  and Gernande, 
and particularly Dolmance, to whom he attributes m any of his own 
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ta stes and ideas .  Sometimes ,  too , in a letter, an incident, or a turn 
of  dialogue ,  we are struck unexpectedly by a vivid phrase which we 
feel i s  not the mere echo of  a fore ign voice .  I t  i s  precisely such 
scenes, heroes, and texts as  these that we must examine closely. 

In the popular  mind, sadism means cruelty .  The first thing that 
strikes us  in Sade's work i s  actually that which tradition associ ates 
with his name : beatings, bloodshed, torture, and murder. The Rose 
Keller incident shows h im beating his victim with a cat-o'-nine-tails 
and a knotted cord and, probably,S slashing her with a kni fe and 
pouring wax on the wounds .  In Marseilles, he took from his pockets 
a parchment "cat" covered with bent pins and asked for switches of 
heather. In all his behavior toward his wife, he displayed obvious 
mental cruelty. Moreover, he has repea tedly expressed himself 
on the pleasure to be derived from making people suffer. But he 
hardly enlightens us when he merely repeats the classical doctrine 
of animal spirits . "It i s  simply a matter of j angling all our nerves 
with the most violent possible shock. Now, since there can be no 
doubt that pain affects us more s trongly than pleasure, when this 
sensation i s  produced in  others, our very being will vibrate more 
vigorously with the result ing shocks." Sade does not eliminate the 
mystery of the conscious pleasure which follows from this violent 
vibration. Fortunately, he suggests more honest explanations else
where. 

The fact i s  that the original intuition which l ies a t  the basis of 
Sade 's  entire sexual ity, and hence his ethic ,  i s  the fundamental 
identity of coition and cruelty. "Would the paroxysm of pleasure 
be a kind of madness i f  the mother of the human race [Nature] 
had not intended that anger and the sexual act  express themselves 
in  the same way ? What able-bodied man . . .  does not wish . . .  
to bedevil his ecstasy ?" Sade's description of the Duc de Blangis in 
the throes of orgasm i s  certainly to be interpreted as a transposi
tion in epic terms of Sade 's  own practices : " . . .  frightful cries, 
a trocious blasphemies sprang from the Duc's swollen breast, flames 
seemed to dart from his eyes ,  he foamed at the mouth, he whinnied 
like a stallion . . .  " and he even strangled his partner. According 
to Rose Keller ' s  testimony, Sa de himself "began to shriek very loud 
and fearfully" before cutting the cords which immobil ized his vie-

s Sade'. confessions do not corrobor ate Rose Kel ler 's  testimony on this point. 
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tim. The "Vanilla and M anilla "  letter proves that h e  experienced 
orgasm as if i t  were an epileptic seizure, something aggressive and 
murderous, like a fit  of  rage. 

How are we to explain this peculiar  violence ? Some readers 
have wondered whether Sade was not, in fact, sexually deficient. 
M any of his heroes-among them his grea t  favorite, Gernande
are inadequately equipped, and have great  difficulty in erection and 
ej aculation. Sade must certainly have been aware of these problems 
but such semi-impotence seems rather to have been the result of 
excessive indulgence, as  in the case o f  many o f  his debauchees, 
several of whom are very well endowed. Sade makes frequent allu
sions to his own vigorous temperament. It is, on the contrary, a 
combination o f  passionate sexual appeti tes with a basic emotional 
"apartness" which seems to me to b e  the key to his eroticism. 

From adolescence to prison, Sade had certainly known the 
insistent, if not obsessive, p angs of desire. There is, on the other 
hand, an experience which he seems never to have known :  that of 
emotional intoxication. Never in  his  stories does sensual pleasure 
appear as self-forgetfulness, swooning, or abandon. Compare, for 
example, Rousseau's outpourings with the frenzied blasphemies of 
a Noirceuil or a Dolmance, or the flutters o f  the Mother Superior 
in Diderot's La Religieuse with the brutal pleasures of  Sade's 
tribades. The male aggression o f  the Sadean hero is never so ftened 
by the usual transformation of the body into flesh. He never for an 
instant loses himself in his animal nature ; he remains so lucid, so 
cerebral, that  philosophic discourse, far from dampening his ardor, 
acts as an aphrodisiac. We see how desire and pleasure explode into 
furious crisis in this cold, tense body, impregnable to all enchant
ment. They do not constitute a living experi ence within the frame
work of the subj ect's psycho-physiological unity. Instead, they blast 
him, like some kind of  bodily accident. 

As a result of this immoderation, the sexual act creates the 
illusion of  sovereign pleasure which gives i t  i ts incomparable value 
in Sade's eyes, for all his sadism strove to compensate for the ab
sence of one necessary element which he lacked. The state of emo
tional intoxication allows one to grasp existence in one's self and 
in the other, as both subj ectivity and passivity. The two partners 
merge in this ambiguous unity ; each one is freed of his  own p resence 
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and achieves immediate communication with the other. The curse 
which weighed upon Sade-and which only his childhood could 
explain-was this "auti sm" which prevented him from ever for
getting himself or  being genuinely aware of the real ity of the other 
person. Had he been cold by nature, no problem would ever have 
a risen ; but his  instincts drove him toward outside obj ects with 
which he was incapable of uniting, so that he was forced to invent 
singular methods for taking them by force. Later, when his desires 
were exhausted, he continued to live in that erotic universe of 
which,  out o f  sensuality, boredom, defiance, and resentment, he had 
constructed the only world which counted for him ; and the aim of  
his  strategies was to  induce erection and orgasm. But  even when 
these were easy for him, Sa de needed deviations to give to his 
sexuality a meaning which lurked in it  without ever managing to 
achieve fulfillment, an escape from consciousness in his flesh, an 
understanding of  the other person as  consciousness through the 
flesh. 

Normally, i t  i s  as  a result of  the vertigo of the other made 
fl esh that one i s  spellbound within one's own flesh. If  the subj ect 
remains confined within the solitude of  his consciousness, he escapes 
this agitation and can rejoin the other only by conscious perform
ance. A cold, cerebral lover watches eagerly the enjoyment of his  
mistress and needs to affirm his responsibil ity for it  because he has 
no other way of  attaining his own fleshly state .  This behavior, 
which compensates for separateness by deliberate tyranny, may 
properly be called "sadistic." Sade knew, as  we have seen, that the 
infl iction of pleasure may be an aggressive act, and his tyranny 
sometimes took on this character, but it did not satisfy him. To 
begin with ,  he shrinks from the kind of  equality which i s  created 
by mutual pleasure. "If the obj ects who serve us  feel ecstasy, they 
are then much more often concerned with themselves than with us ,  
and our own enj oyment i s  consequently impaired. The idea of see
ing another person experience the same pleasure reduces one to a 
kind of  equality which spoils the unutterable charms that come 
from despotism." And he declares ,  more categorically, "Any enjoy
ment is weakened when shared." 

And besides, pleasant sensations are too mild ; i t  i s  when the 
flesh i s  torn and bleeding that i t  i s  revealed most dramatically as 
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flesh. "No kind of sensation i s  keener and more active than that 
of  p ain ; i ts impressions are unmistakable ."  But in order for me to 
become flesh and blood through the pains I have inflicted, I must 
recognize  my own state in the passivity of the other. Therefore,  the 
person must have freedom and consciousness. The libertine "would 
really deserve pity if he  acted upon an inert, unfeeling obj ect." That 
is why the contortions and moans of the victim are necessary to 
the torturer's happiness, which explains why Verneuil made his 
wife wear a kind of headgear that amplified her screams. In his 
revolt, the tortured obj ect asserts himself as my fellow creature,  
and through his intervention I achieve the synthesis of spirit and 
flesh which was first denied me.  

If  the aim is both to escape from one's self and to discover 
the reality of  other existences, there is yet another way open : to 
have one's flesh mortified by others. Sade is quite aware of this. 
When he used the cat-o'-nine-tails and the switch in Marseilles, it 
was not only to whip others with, but also to be whipped himself. 
This was probably one of his most common practices, and all his 
heroes happily submit to fl agell ation. "No one doubts nowadays 
that flagellation is extremely e ffective in restoring the vigor de
stroyed by the excesses of pleasure." There was another way of 
giving concrete form to his p assivity. In Marseilles, Sade was 
sodomized by his valet ,  Latour, who seems to have been accustomed 
to render him this sort of service .  His heroes imitate him sedulously, 
and he declared aloud in no uncertain terms tha t  the greatest 
pleasure is derived from a combination of active and p assive sod
omy. There is no perversion of which he speaks so o ften and with 
so much satisfaction, and even impassioned vehemence. 

Two questions immediately arise for those given to l abeling 
individuals_ Was Sade a sodomite ? Was he basically a masochist ? 
As to sodomy, his physical appearance, the role played by his valets, 
the presence at  La Coste o f  the handsome,  illiterate secretary, the 
enormous importance which Sade accords to this " fantasy" in his 
writings, and the passion with which he advocates it,  all confirm the 
fact that i t  was one of the essential elements of  his sexual character. 
Certainly, women played a grea t  role in his l ife,  as they do in his 
work. He knew many, had kept Mlle.  Beauvoisin and other l ess 
important mistresses, had seduced his sister-in-law, had gathered 
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young women and l i ttle girls together at the chateau of La Coste, 
had fl irted with Mademoiselle Rousset, and ended his l ife a t  the 
side of Madame Quesnet, to say nothing of  the bonds, imposed by 
society but reworked in his own fashion, which united him with 
Madame de Sade. But what were his relations with her ? It i s  
significant that  in the  only two testimonies on h i s  sexual activi ty, 
there i s  no evidence that Sade "knew" his partners in a normal way. 
In Rose Keller' s case, he sat isfied himself by whipping her without 
touching her. He asked the Marsei l les prostitute to let herself be 
"known from behind" by his servant or, if  she preferred, by him
self. When she refused, he contented himself with fondling her 
while he was being "known" by Latour. 

His heroes amuse themselves by deflowering l i ttl e  girls. This 
bloody and sacrilegious violence tickled Sade ' s  fancy. But even 
when they are initiating virgins, they often treat them as  boys 
rather than make them bleed. More than one of Sade's characters 
feels a deep disgust for women's " fronts."  Others are more eclectic 
in taste, but the ir preferences are clear .  Sade never sang the praises 
o f  that part of  the female body so joyously celebrated in The 
Arabian Nights .  He has only contempt for the poor "unmanly 
crea tures" who possess their wives in conventional fashion. I f he 
had children by Madame de Sade,  we have seen under what ci rcum
stances j and in view of the strange group orgies at La Coste, what 
proof i s  there that i t  was really he who was responsible for N anon ' s  
pregnancy ? 

We must not, of  course, attribute to Sade the opinions held by 
the confirmed homosexuals of  his novels ,  but the argument put into 
the mouth of the Bishop in  The 1 20 Days of Sodom is close enough 
to his heart to be considered as  a confession. He says, concerning 
pleasure, " . . .  the boy i s  worth more than the girl. Consider the 
problem from the point of view of  evi l ,  evil being almost always 
pleasure 's  true and major charm j considered thus ,  the crime must 
appear greater when perpetrated upon a being of your i dentical 
sort than when inflicted upon one which i s  not, and this once 
established, the delight automatically doubles ." It was easy enough 
for Sade to write to Madame de Sade that his sole wrong had been 
" to love women too much" j this was a purely official and hypo
critical letter. And it is through a mythical dialectic that  he gives 
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them the most triumphant roles in h i s  novels .  Their  wickedness  
makes a striking contrast with the traditional gentleness of  their 
sex. When they overcome the ir  natural abj ection by committing 
crime, they demonstrate much more brilliantly than any man that  
no s itu a tion can dampen the  ardor of a bold spirit .  But i f, in imagi
nation, they become first-rate martinets, it is because they are,  in 
reali ty, born victims. 

The contempt and disgust which Sa de really felt fo r  these 
servile, tearful, mystified,  and passive creatures run all through 
his work. Was it his mother whom he loathed in them ? We may 
also wonder whether Sa de did not hate women because he saw in 
them his double rather than his complement and because there was 
nothing he could get from them. His great female villains have 
more warmth and life than his heroes,  not only for esthetic reasons 
but because they were closer to him. I do not recognize him at all, 
as some readers claim to, in the bleating Justine,9 but there i s  
certainly something of  h i m  in Juliette, who proudly a n d  contentedly 
submits to the same treatment as her sister.  Sa de felt himself to 
be feminine ,  and he resented the fact that women were not the 
males he really desired. He endows Durand, the greatest and most 
extravagant o f  them all, with a huge clitoris which enables her to 
behave sexually like a man. 

I t  i s  impossible to tell to what extent women were anything 
but surrogates and toys for Sade.  It may b e  said, however, that 
his sexual character was essentially anal. This is  confirmed by Sade's  
attachment to money. Trouble involving embezzlement o f  inherit
ances played an enormous role in his  l ife .  Theft appears in his  work 
as  a sexual act, and the mere suggestion of  it  i s  enough to cause 
orgasm. And though we may refuse to accept the Freudian interpre
tation of greed, there is  the indisputable fact, which Sade openly 
acknowledged, of his coprophili a .  In M arseilles, he gave a prosti
tute some sugar almonds, telling her that "they would make her 
break wind, " and he looked disappointed when nothing happened. 
We are also struck by the fact that the two " fantasies" which he tries 

9 See especially Jean Paulhan : "The Marquis de S ade and His Accomplice," 
which appears in the introductory s ection to The M a rquis de Sade : The Complete 
Justine, Philosophy in the Bedroom, and Other Writings. New York, Grove Press, 
1965 .-Eds. 
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to explain most fully are cruelty and coprophagy. To what extent 
did he practice them ? It is a far cry from the practices begun in 
Marseilles to the excremental orgies of The 120 Days of Sodom, 
but the care with which he describes the latter practices, and par
ticularly the preparations, proves that they were not merely cold 
and schematic inventions, but emotional fantasies. 

On the other hand, Sade's extraordinary gluttony in prison 
cannot be explained by idleness alone. Eating can be a substitute for 
erotic activity only i f  there is still some infantile equivalence be
tween gastrointestinal and sexual functions. This certainly persisted 
in Sade. He sees a close bond between the food orgy and the erotic 
orgy. "There is no passion more closely involved wi th lechery than 
drunkenness and gluttony," he points out. And this combination 
reaches a climax in anthropophagous fantasies. To drink blood, to 
swallow sperm and excrement, and to eat children mean appeasing 
desire through destruction of its obj ect. Pleasure requires neither 
exchange, giving, reciprocity, nor gratuitous generosity. Its tyranny 
is that  of avarice, which chooses to destroy what it cannot assimi
late. 

Sa de's coprophilia has still another meaning. "If  it is the dirty 
element that gives pleasure in the act of lust, then the dirtier it is , 
the more pleasurable i t  is bound to be." Among the most obvious 
sexual attractions, Sade includes old age, ugliness, and bad odors. 
His linking of eroticism with vileness i s  as original as his linking it 
with cruelty, and can be explained in like manner. Beauty is too 
simple. We grasp i t  by an intellectual evaluation which does not free 
consciousness from i ts solitude or the body from its indifference, 
whereas vileness i s  debasing. The man who has relations with filth, 
like the man who wounds or i s  wounded, fulfills himself as flesh. It 
is in its misery and humiliation that the flesh becomes a gulf  in 
which consciousness is swallowed up and where separate individuals 
are united. Only by being beaten, penetrated, and befouled could 
Sade succeed in destroying its obsessive presence. 

He was not, however ,  masochistic in the ordinary sense of the 
word. He sneers bitterly at men who become slaves to women. "I 
leave them to the base pleasure of wearing the chains with which 
Nature has given them the right to burden others. Let such animals 
vegetate in the baseness of their abjection." The world of the 
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masochist is  a magical one, a n d  that i s  why he i s  almost always a 
fetishist. Obj ects such as shoes ,  furs,  and whips, are charged with 
emanations which have the power to change him into a thing, and 
that i s  precisely what he  wants : to remove himsel f by becoming an 
inert obj ect. Sade's world i s  essentially rational and practical. The 
objects,  whether material or  human, which serve his pleasure are 
tools which have no mystery, and he clearly sees humil iation a s  a 
haughty ruse .  Sa int-Fond, for example ,  says : "The humiliation of  
certain acts  of  debauchery serves as a pretext for pride. " And Sade 
elsewhere says of the libertine that "the degradation which charac
terizes the state into which you plunge him by punishing him 
pleases,  amuses,  and delights him. Deep down he enj oys having 
gone so far as  to deserve being treated in such a way." 

Nevertheless,  these two atti tudes are intimately related. If the 
masochist wants to lose him self, he does so in order to be entranced 
by the obj ect with which he hopes to merge, and this effort leads 
him back to his subjectivity. In demanding that his partner mistreat 
him, he tyrannizes him ; his  humiliating exhibi t ions and the tortures 
he undergoes humiliate and torture the other as  well. And, vice 
versa, by befouling and hurting the other, the torturer befouls and 
hurts himself. He participates in the passivity which he discloses,  
and in wanting to apprehend himself as the cause of  the torment he 
inflicts , i t  is a s  an instrument and therefore as  an obj ect that he 
perceives himself. We are thus justified in classing behavior of this 
kind under the name o f  sado-masochism. However, we must be 
careful, for despite the generality of the term, the concrete forms 
of this behavior may be  quite varied. Sade was not Sacher-Masoch. 
What was pecul iar  in his case was the tension of  a will bent on 
fulfilling the flesh without losing itself in it .  In Marseilles, he had 
himself whipped, but every couple of  minutes he would dash to the 
mantelpi ece and, with a kni fe, would inscribe on the chimney flue 
the number of la shes he had just received. His humiliation would 
immediately be transformed into swagger .  While being sodomized,  
he would whip a prostitute. It was a favorite fantasy of  his to be 
penetrated and beaten while he himself was penetrating and beating 
a submissive victim. 

I have already said that to regard Sade's  pecul iarities as 
simple facts i s  to misunderstand their meaning and implication . 
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They are always charged with an ethical significance. With the 
scandal of 1 7 63 , Sade's  eroticism ceased to be merely an individual 
a ttitude : i t  was also a challenge to society. In a letter to his  wife,  
Sade explains how he has  erected his  tastes into principles.  "I ca rry 
these p rinciples and tastes to the point of fanaticism,"  he writes,  
" and the fanaticism i s  the work of my tyrants and their persecu
t ions. " The supreme intention that quickens all sexual  activity is the 
will to criminality. Whether through cruelty or  be foulment, the 
aim is  to a ttain evil. Sade imme diately experienced coitus as cruelty, 
laceration, and transgression ; and out o f  resentment he obst inately 
j ustified its morbidity. Since society united with N a ture in regarding 
his  pleasures a s  criminal,  he made crime itself a pleasure.  " C rime 
i s  the soul of  lust.  What would pleasure be i f  i t  were not ac
companied by crime ? I t  is not the obj ect of debauchery that exci tes 
u s ,  but rather the idea of evil ." I n  the pleasure o f  torturing and 
mocking a beautiful woman, he writes, " there is  the kind of pleasure 
which comes from sacrilege o r  the profanation of  the obj ects of
fered u s  for worship. "  I t  was not by chance that he chose Easter 
as the day to whip Rose Keller ,  and i t  was a t  the moment that  hc 
sa rdonically suggested that he confess her  that  his  sexual exci tement 
reached its  climax. No aphrodi siac is so potent as the defi ance of 
Good. "Our desires for grea t  crimes are always more violent than 
o u r  desires for small ones ."  Did Sade do evi l  in order to feel guilty, 
o r  d id he escape guilt by assuming i t ? To reduce him to one or an
other o f  these a ttitudes i s  to d e form him. He neve r rem a ins a t  rest  
in a state  e i ther  of  self-satisfied abj ection or of  fl ighty impudence, but 
keeps oscillating back and forth dramatically between arrogance 
and a guilty conscience. 

Thus ,  we can perceive the significance o f  Sa de's cruelty and 
masochism. This man, who combined a violent tempe rament
though quickly exhausted, i t  would seem-with an emotional 
"apartness" almost pathological in  character,  sought a substitute 
for anxiety in the infliction of  suffering or pain. The meaning of his 
cruelty i s  very complex. In the fi rst  place ,  i t  seems to be the extreme 
and immediate fulfillment o f  the ins tinct of coitus, i ts total  assump
tion. It asserts the radical  separation of the other obj ect from the 
sovereign subj ect. It aims at the j e alous destruction of  what cannot 
be greedily assimilated.  But,  above all ,  rather than crowning the 
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orgasm impulsively, i t  tends to induce i t  by premeditation. I t  en
abled him to apprehend through the other person the consciousness
flesh unity and to proj ect it into himself. And, lastly, it freely 
justified the criminal character which N ature and society had as
signed to eroticism. M oreover, by being sodomized,  beaten, and 
befouled, S a de also gained insight into himself as passive flesh. He 
slaked his  thirst  for sel f-punishment and accepted the guilt  to which 
he  had been doomed. And this enabled him to revert immediately 
from humility to pride through the medium of defiance. In the 
completely sadistic scene , the individual gives vent to his nature,  
fully aware that i t  is  evil  and aggressively assuming i t  as  such. He 
merges vengeance and transgression and transforms the latter into 
glory. 

There is  one act which stands as the most extreme conclusion 
of  both cruelty and masochism, for the subj ect asserts himself in it ,  
in  a very special  way, as tyrant and criminal ; I am speaking of 
murder.  I t has  often been maintained that murder was the supreme 
end of  sexuality in Sade. To my mind, this view i s  based on a mis
understanding. C ertainly the vigor with which Sade denied in his 
letters that he  had ever been a murderer was a m a tter of  self
defense, but I think that he was sincerely repelled by the idea.  He 
does, of  course, overload his stories with monstrous slaughters. 
But he  does so because there is  no crime whose abstract significance 
i s  so gla ringly obvious as  murder. I t  represents the exacerbated 
demand for unrestrained and fearless freedom. And besides, by 
indefinitely p rolonging the death throes of  his victim, the author 
can perpetuate on paper the exceptional moment in which a lucid 
mind inhabits a body which is  being degraded into matter. He still 
breathes a living past into the unconscious remains. But what  would 
the tyrant actually do with this inert obj ect, a corpse ? 

There i s ,  no doubt, something vertiginous in the transition 
from life to dea th ; and the sadist, fascinated by the conflicts be
tween consciousness and the flesh, readily pictures himself as the 
agent of  so radical a transformation. But though he  may occa
sionally carry out this singular experiment, i t  cannot possibly afford 
him the supreme sati sfaction. The freedom that  one hoped to tyran
nize to the point of annihilation has ,  in  being destroyed, slipped 
away from the world in which tyranny had a hold on it .  I f  Sade's 
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heroes commit endless massacres,  it is because none of them gives 
full satisfaction. They bring no concrete solution to the problems 
which torment the debauch ee,  because pleasure is  not his sole end. 
N o one would seek sensation so passionately and recklessly, even 
if i t  had the violence of  an epileptic seizure. The ultimate trauma 
must, rather, guarantee by its obviousness the success o f  an under
taking whose stake exceeds it infinitely. But often, however, this 
ultimate trauma puts an end to the undertaking without concluding 
it ,  and though the trauma may be prolonged by murder, such a mur
der merely confirms its failure.  

Bl angi s strangles his partners with the very fury of orgasm, 
and there i s  despair in the rage wherein desire i s  extinguished wi th
out finding satisfaction. His premeditated pleasures are less wild 
and more complex. An episode from Juliette, among others, i s  
s ignificant. Excited b y  the young woman's conversation, Noirceuil ,  
who "cared l i ttle for soli tary pleasures ," that is ,  those in which one 
indulges with a single partner,  immedi ately calls in his  friends. 
"There are too few of us . . . .  No, leave me . . . .  My passions, 
concentrated on a single point, resemble the rays of a sun assembled 
by a magni fying gl ass : they immediately set fi re to whatever obj ect 
they find in their way . . . .  " It  is  not out of  any abstract scruples 
th at he forbids himself such excesses , but rather because a fter the 
brutal orgasm he would find himsel f frustrated again. Our instincts 
indicate to us ends which are unattainable i f  we merely act upon our 
immediate impulses.  \Ve must master them, refl ect upon them, and 
use our wits in trying to find ways of satisfying them. The presence 
of other consciousnesses than our own i s  what helps us most to get 
the necessary perspective on them. 

Sade's sexuality is  not a biological matter. I t  i s  a social fact. 
The orgies  in which he indulged were almost always collective 
affai rs. In M arseilles, he  asked for two prostitutes and was ac
companied by his valet. At La Coste,  he set up a harem for himself. 
Th e libertines in his novels form actual communities. The first ad
vantage was the number of combinations for their debauches,  but 
there were deeper reasons for the socialization of eroticism. In 
M a rseilles,  Sa de called his  valet " M onsieur Ie Marquis" and 
wanted to see him "know" a prostitute under his name rather than 
"know" her himself. The enactment of the erotic scene interested 
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him more than the actual experience. The fantasies in The 120 
Days of Sodom are narrated before being carried out. By means of 
this  duplication the act becomes a spectacle which one observes 
from a distance a t  the same time that one i s  performing it .  I t  thus 
retains the meaning that would otherwise be obscured by solitary 
animal excitement. For i f  the debauchee coincided exactly with his 
movements and the victim with his  emotions , freedom and con
sciousness would be lost in the rapture of the fl esh. The flesh would 
be merely brute suffering, and the rapture merely convulsive pleas
ure. Thanks, however, to the assembled witnesses,  a presence i s  
maintained about them which helps t h e  subject himself remain 
present. It i s  through these performances that  he hopes to reach 
out to himself ; and in order to see himself, he must be  seen. Sade, 
while tyrannizing, was an obj ect for those who watched him. 

Conversely, by witnessing on the flesh to which he had done 
violence the violence which he  himself had borne, he repossessed 
himself as  subj ect within his  own passivity. The merging of the for
oneself and the for-the-other i s  thus achieved. Accomplices are par
ticularly required in order to give sexuality a demoniacal dimen
s ion. Thanks to them, the act, whether committed or suffered, takes 
on definite form instead of being diluted into contingent moments. 
By becoming real, any crime proves to be possible and ordinary. 
One gets to be so intimately familia r  with i t  that one has difficulty 
in regarding it as blameworthy. In o rder to amaze or frighten one
self,  one must observe oneself from a distance, through foreign eyes. 

However precious this recourse to others may be,  i t  i s  not yet 
enough to remove the contradictions implied in the sadistic effort. 
If one fails, in the course of an actual experience, to grasp the 
ambiguous unity of existence, one will never succeed in reconstruct
ing it intellectually. A spectacle ,  by definition, can never coincide 
with either the inwardness of  consciousness o r  the opacity of the 
fl esh. Still less can it reconcile them. Once they have been di sso
ciated, these two moments of the human real ity are in opposi tion 
to each other ; and as  soon as we pursue one o f them, the other 
disappears .  I f  the subj ect inflicts excessively violent pain upon him
self,  his mind becomes unhinged : he abdicates ; he loses his sover
eignty. Excessive vileness entails disgust, which interferes with 
pleasure. In practice, it i s  difficult to indulge in cruelty,  except within 
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very modest l imits ; and in theory, it implies a contradiction which 
is  expressed in the following two passages : "The most divine charms 
are as nothing when submission and obedience do not come forth 
to offer them , "  and : "One must do violence to the obj ect of one 's  
desire ; when i t  surrenders, the  pleasure is  greater." But where is 
one to find free slaves ? One has to be satisfied with compromises.  
With paid and abj ectly consenting prostitutes, Sade went somewhat 
beyond the l imits that had been agreed upon. He allowed himself 
some violence against a wife who maintained a certain human dig
nity in her  docility. 

But the i deal  erotic act was never to be  realized. This i s  the 
deeper meaning of the words Sade puts into the mouth of Jerome : 
"What  we are doing here i s  only the image of what we would like 
to do." I t  was not merely that really heinous crimes were forbidden 
in practice, but that even those which one could summon up in the 
midst of the wildest ravings would disappoint their author : "Ah, 
how many times, by God, have I not longed to be able to assail the 
sun, snatch it  out of the universe, make a general darkness, or use 
that  star to burn the world ! oh,  that would be a crime . . .  " But if 
this dream seemed satisfying, i t  was because the criminal proj ected 
into i t  his own destruction along with that of the universe.  Had he 
survived, he would have been frustrated once again. Sadistic crime 
can never be adequate to its animating purpose. The victim is  never 
more than a symbol ; the subj ect possesses himself only as  an imago, 
and thei r  relationship is  merely the p arody of the drama which would 
really set them at  grips in  their incommunicable intimacy. That is  
why the B ishop in The 120 Days of Sodom "never committed a 
crime without immediately conceiving a second." 

The moment of  plotting the act i s  an exceptional moment for 
the l ibertine because he can then b e  unaware of the inevitable fact, 
namely, that reality will give him the l ie.  And if  narration plays a 
primary role in sadi stic orgies and easily awakens senses upon which 
flesh-and-blood objects cease to act, the reason i s  that these obj ects 
can be wholly attained only by their  absence . Actually, there is 
only one way of  finding satisfaction in the phantoms created by 
debauchery, and that i s  to accede to their very unreality. In choos
ing eroticism, Sade chose the make-believe. It was only i n  the 
imaginary that Sade could live with any certitude and without risk 



Simone  de Beauvoir + 33  

of disappointment. He repeated the idea  throughout h i s  work. 
"The pleasure of the senses is always regulated in accordance with 
the imagination. Man can aspire to felicity only by serving all the 
whims of his imagination."  It  was by means of his imagination 
that he escaped from space, t ime, prison, the police, the void of 
absence, opaque presences, the conflicts of existence, death, life, and 
all contradictions. It was not murder that fulfilled Sade's erotic 
nature : i t  was l i terature. 

3 

I t  might seem, at first glance, that by writing Sade was merely 
reacting as many other prisoners do in the same situation. The idea 
was not completely new to him. One of the plays presented a t  La 
Coste in 1 7 7  2 was doubtlessly written by him ; and his strongbox, 
forced open by order of Madame de Montreuil , contained certain 
"leaflets," probably notes on sex, in his own hand. Nevertheless, 
when he was imprisoned at Vincennes, he waited four years before 
undertaking a real work. In another cell of the same fortress, Mira
beau, who was also groaning that he was "being buried alive in a 
tomb,"  tried to divert himself by doing translations, writing an es
say on the lettres de cachet, and carrying on a pornographic cor
respondence. He was trying to kill time, to distract his weary body, 
and to undermine a hostile society. Sade was driven by similar  
motives ; he set to  work ; and more  than once, while composing h i s  
novels ,  he had to  "whip himself up." He also wanted to  revenge 
himself on his torturers. He writes to his wife in a j oyous rage : 
" . . .  you fancied you were sure to work wonders, I ' ll wager, by 
reducing me to an atrocious abstinence in the article of carnal sin. 
Well, you were wrong : you have produced a ferment in my brain, 
owing to you phantoms have arisen in me which I shall have to 
render real ." 

Although his  decision may have been prompted by his confine
ment, nevertheless i t  had much deeper roots. Sade had always spun 
stories for himsel f around his debauches ; and the real ity which 
served as a frame of reference for his fantasies may have given 
them a certain density, yet i t  also cramped them by its resistance. 
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The opacity of things blurs the ir  significance, which i s  the very 
quality that words preserve. Even a child is aware that crude 
drawings are more obscene than the organs and gestures which they 
represent, because the intention to defile i s  asserted in all i ts puri ty. 
Blasphemy is the easiest  and surest of sacrilegious acts.  Sade 's  
heroes  talked on and on indefa tigably ; and in the Rose Keller affair 
he indulged in endless speechifying. Wri ting i s  far more able than 
the spoken word to endow images with the soli dity of  a monument, 
and i t  resists all  argument. Thanks to the written word, vi rtue 
maintains her dreary prestige even at the very moment when she i s  
denounced a s  hypocrisy a n d  stupidity . Crime rem ains criminal in its  
grandeur. Freedom may sti l l  throb in a dying body. 

Litera ture enabled Sade to unleash and fix his dreams, and 
also to transcend the contradictions implied by any demonic system. 
B etter still ,  it i s  i tself a demonic act,  since i t  exhibits criminal visions 
in an aggressive way. That i s  what gives Sade's  work its  incompara
ble value. Anyone misunderstands Sade who finds i t  paradoxical that  
a "soli tary" should have engaged in such a passionate effort to com
municate.  He had nothing of the misan thrope who pre fers the 
company o f  animals and virgin forests to his own kind. Cut off from 
others, he was haunted by their inaccessible presence. If he craves 
for the presence o f  other persons at  the most intimate moments o f  
h is  l i fe ,  i t  i s  normal that  he wish to expose himself t o  the l arge 
publ ic  to which a book can aspire. 

Did he wish only to shock ? In 1 7 9 5  he wrote : "I am about to 
put forward some major ideas ; they will be heard and pondered.  
If not a l l  o f  them please,  surely a few will ; in some sort ,  then, I 
shall have contribu ted to the progress of our age, and shall be 
content."lO  And in L a  Nouvelle Iustine :  "To falsify such basic  
tru th s, regardless o f  their consequences, reveals a fundamental lack 
o f  concern for human beings ." After presiding over the Piques 
Section and drawing up speeches and petitions in society ' s  name,  he 
must have liked, in his  more optimistic moments, to think o f  himself 
as a spokesman for humanity. Of this experience he retained not 
the evil a spects, but those which were genuinely rewarding. These 
dreams quickly faded, but i t  would be too simple to consign Sa de to 

10 Philosophy in the Bedroom.  
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satanism. His sincerity w a s  inextricably bound u p  with dishonesty. 
He delighted in the shocking effects of truth ; but if he set himself 
the duty of shocking, it was  because in this way truth might be 
made manifest. While arrogantly a dmitting his  errors,  he declared 
himself in the right. He wished to transmit a message to the very 
public he was  deliberately outraging. His writings reflect the am
bivalence of his relation to the given world and to people. 

Even more surprising, perhaps, is the mode of expression 
he chose. We might expect a man who had so jealously cultivated 
his  singularity to try to translate his  experience into a singula r  
form, a s ,  f o r  example,  Lautreamont did. B u t  the eighteenth century 
offered Sade few lyrical possibilities ; he hated the mawkish sensi
bility which the time confused with poetry-the time was not yet 
ripe for a poete m audit. And Sade was in no way disposed to great 
literary audacity. A real creator should-at least on a certain l evel 
and at a given moment-free himself of the yoke o f  the given and 
emerge beyond other men into complete solitude. But there was 
in Sade an inner weakness which was inadequately m a sked by his  
arrogance. Society was  lodged in  his  heart in the guise  o f  guilt. He 
had neither the means nor the t ime to reinvent man,  the world, and 
himself. He was in  too much of  a hurry, in a hurry to defend him
self. I have already said that he sought in writing to gain a clear 
conscience ; and i n  order to do this,  he  had to compel people to 
absolve him, even to approve him. Instead of  a ffi rming himself, 
Sade a rgued ; and in order to make himself understood,  he bor
rowed the literary forms and the tried and tested doctrines of con
temporary society. As the product of a rational age, no arm seemed 
surer to him than reason. He who wrote : "All universal moral prin
ciples are idle fancies ,"  submitted docilely to general esthetic con
ventions and contemporary claims for the universality of logic. Thi s  
explains both his  art  a n d  his  thought. Though he justified himself, 
he  was always trying to excuse himself. His work is an ambiguous 
effort to push crime to the extreme while wiping away his  guilt. 

It i s  both natural and striking tha t  Sade 's  favorite form was 
parody. He did not try to set  up a new universe. He contented him
self with ridiculing, by the manner in which he imitated it ,  the one 
imposed upon him. He pretended to believe in  the vain fancies that 
inhabited it : innocence, kindness,  devotion, generosity, and chastity. 
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When h e  unctuously depicted virtue in A line et  Valcour, in Justine, 
or  in Les Crim es de l' A m our, he was not being merely prudent. The 
"veils" in  which he swathed Justine were more than a l i terary de
vice.  In order to de'rive amusement from harassing virtue, one must 
credit it  with a certain real ity. Defending his  tales against the 
charge of immorality,  Sade hypocritically wrote : "Who can fl a tter 
himself th a t  h e  has  put  vi rtue in a favorable light i f  the features of 
the vice surrounding i t  are not strongly emphasized ?" But he meant 
the very opposite : how i s  vice to b e  made thrill ing i f  the reader is  
not first  taken in by the illusion of good ? Fooling people i s  even 
more delicious than shocking them. And Sa de , in spinning h is  
sugary, roundabout phrases ,  tasted the  keen pleasures o f  mystifica
tion. Unfortunately, h e  generally amuses himself more than he does 
us. His  style has o ften the same coldness and the same mawki shness 
a s  the edifying tales h e  transposed,  and the episodes unfold in ac
cordance with equally dreary conventions. 

Nevertheless ,  it was through parody that Sa de obtained h is  
most  brill iant  a rtistic successes.  As M aurice Heine points out ,  Sade  
was the p recursor o f  the  novel o f  horro r ,  but  he was too deeply 
r a tionalistic to lose himself in fantasy. When he abandons himself 
to the extravagances o f  h is  imagination, one does not know which 
to admire the most,  h is  epic vehemence or  his  irony. The wonder is 
tha t  the irony i s  subtle enough to redeem his  ravings : what it  
does i s  lend a dry, poetic  quality which saves them from incredibil
i ty.  This somber humor which can, at times, turn on i tself,  is more 
than a mere technique.  With his  shame and pride,  his  truth and 
crime, Sade was the very spir i t  o f  contentiousness.  I t  is  when he 
plays the buffoon that h e  is  really most serious,  and when he is  most 
outrageously dishonest that he i s  most s incere.  His  extravagance 
o ften masks ingenuous truths while he launches the most flagrant 
enormities in  the form of sober and deliberate arguments ; he uses 
all kinds o f  tricks to avoid  being pinned down ; and th a t  i s  how he 
attains h is  end,  which i s  to distu rb us .  His  very form tends to dis
concert us. He speaks in a monotonous, embarrassed tone, and we 
begin to be bored, when all at once the dull grayness i s  l i t  up with 
the gla ring brill iance of some bitter,  sa rdonic truth. I t  i s  then that 
Sade's  s tyle,  in its  gaiety, i ts violence,  and its a rrogant rawness,  
p roves to be that o f  a great writer.  
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Nevertheless, no one  would think of ranking Justine with 
Manon Lescau t or Les Liaisons dangereuses. It was, paradoxi
cally, the very necessity of Sade's work which imposed upon it its 
esthetic limits. He did not have the perspective essential to an 
artist . He lacked the detachment necessary to confront reality and 
re-create it . He did not confront himself ; he contented himself with 
proj ecting his fantasies. His accounts have the unreality, the false 
precision, and the monotony of schizophrenic reveries. He relates 
them for his own pleasure, and he i s  unconcerned about imposing 
them upon the reader. We do not feel in them the stubborn resist
ance of the real world or the more poignant resistance that Sade 
encountered in the depths of his own heart. Caves, underground 
passageways, mysterious castles, all the props of the Gothic novel 
take on a particular meaning in his work. They symbolize the isola
tion of the image. Perception echoes data's total ity and, conse
quently, the obstacles which the data contain. The image is  per
fectly submissive and pliant. We find in it only what we put into it .  
The image is the enchanted domain from which no power whatever 
can expel the solitary despot. I t  is the image that Sade was imitat
ing, even while claiming to give i t  l iterary opacity. Thus, he dis
regarded the spatial  and temporal coordinates within which all real 
events are situated. The places he evokes are not of this world, the 
events which occur in them are tableaux vivan ts rather than adven
tures, and time has no hold on Sade's universe. There is no future 
either for or in his work. 

Not only do the orgies to which he invites us take place in no 
particular time or locality, but-what  i s  more serious-no living 
people are brought into play. The victims are frozen in their tearful 
abj ection, and the torturers in their frenzies. Instead of giving 
them lifelike density, Sade merely daydreams about them. Remorse 
and disgust are unknown to them ; at most they have occasional 
feelings of satiety. They kill with indifference ; they are abstract in
carnations of  evil. But unless eroticism has some social, familiar, 
or human basis, it ceases to be in any way extraordinary. I t  is no 
longer a conflict, a revelation, or an exceptional experience. It no 
longer reveals any dramatic relationship between individuals but 
reverts to b iological crudity. How i s  one to feel the- opposition of 
others' freedoms or the spirit 's descent into the flesh, if all we see 
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is a display of voluptuous or  tortured flesh ? Horror i tself peters 
out in these excesses a t  which no consciousness i s  actually present. If 
a story like Poe ' s  "The Pit and the Pendulum" is so full o f anguish, 
i t  i s  because we grasp the s i tuation from within the subject ; we see 
Sade's  heroes only from without. They are as art ific ial and move in 
a world as arbitrary a s  that of  Florian' s shepherds. That i s  why 
these perverse bucolics have the austerity of a nudist colony. 

The debauches which Sade describes in such great detail sys
tematically exhaust the anatomical possibil it ies of the human body 
ra ther than reveal uncommon emotional complexes. Nevertheless, 
though he failed to endow them wi th esthetic truth , Sa de adum
brated forms of sexual behavior unknown until then, particularly 
those which unite mother-hatred, frigidity, intellectuality, "passive 
sodomy," and cruelty. No one has emphas ized with more vigor the 
l ink between the imagination and what we call vice ; and he gives us, 
from time to time, insights of surprising depth into the relation of 
sexual ity to existence . 

Are we, then, to admire him a s  a real innovator in psychology ? 
I t  is difficult to decide. Forerunners are always credited with either 
too much or too l i ttle .  How is  one to measure the value of  a truth 
which, to use Hegel ' s  term, has not become ? An idea derives its 
value from the experi ence i t  sums up and the methods i t  initi a tes . 
But we hardly know what credi t to give a new and attractive for
mulation if i t  i s  not confirmed by subsequent developments. \Ve are 
tempted either to magnify i t  wi th all the significance that i t  acquires 
later on or else to minimize  its scope.  Hence, in the case of Sade,  
the impartial reader hes i tates . Often, as we turn a page, we come 
upon an unexpected phrase which seems to open up new paths ,  only 
to find that the thinking stops short. Instead of a vivid and individ
ual voice ,  all one hears is  the droning drivel of  Holbach and La 
Mettri e .  

I t  i s  remarkable, for example ,  that in 1 7 9 5 1 1 Sa de wrote : 
"Sexual pleasure is ,  I agree, a pass ion to which all others are sub
ordinate but in which they all unite ." Not only does Sade ,  in the 
fi rst part of this text, anti cipate what has been called the "pan
sexual ity" of Freud, but he makes of eroticism the mainspring of 

1 1  Ibid. 
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human behavior. In addition, he asserts, in the second part, that 
sexuality is  charged with a significance that goes beyond it .  Libido 
is  everywhere,  and i t  i s  always far more than itself. Sade certa inly 
anticipated this great  truth. He knew that the "perversions" that 
are vulgarly regarded as  moral monstrosities o r  physiological de
fects actually envelop what would now be called an intentionality. 
He writes to his  wi fe that all "fancy . . .  derives from a principle 
of delicacy ,"  and in Aline et Valcour he declares that "refinements 
come only from delicacy ; one m ay, therefore ,  have a great deal 
o f  delicacy, though one may be moved by things which seem to ex
clude it ." He understood, too, that our tastes are motivated not by 
the intrinsic qualities of the obj ect but by the latter's  relationship 
with the subj ect. In a passage in La Nouvelle Justine he tries to 
explain coprophil ia .  His reply is faltering, but clumsily using the 
notion of imagination, he points out that the truth of a thing lies 
not in what i t  i s  but in the meaning it has taken on for us in the 
course of our individual experience. Intuitions such as these allow 
us to hail Sade as a precursor of psychoanalysis .  

Unfortunately, he reduces their value when he  insists upon 
harping, like Holbach, on the principles of  psycho-physiological par
allelism. "With th e perfecting of the science of anatomy, we shall 
e asily be able to show the relationship between man's constitution 
and the tastes which have affected him." The contradiction is glar
ing in the striking passage in The 120 Days of So dom where he 
considers the sexual attraction o f  ugliness.  "It  has ,  moreover, been 
proved that horror, nastiness, and the frightful are what give 
pleasure when one fornicates.  Beauty is a simple thing ; ugliness i s  
the  exceptional thing. And fiery imaginations, no doubt, always pre
fer the extraordinary thing to the simple thing." One might wish 
that Sade had defined this link between horror and desire which he 
indicates only confusedly ; but he stops abruptly with a condition 
tha t  cancels the question that has been posed : "All these things 
depend upon our structures and organs and on the manner in which 
they affect one another, and we are no more able to change our 
tastes for these things than to vary the shapes of our bodies ." 

At first glance, i t  seems paradoxical that this man who was so 
self-centered should have given such prominence to theories which 
deny any significance to individual pecul iarit ies .  He asks that we 



40 .. T H E  MARQUIS DE SADE 

make a great effort to understand the human heart better. He tries 
to explore i ts  strangest aspects. He cries out : "What an enigma i s  
man \ "  He boasts : "You know that no one analyzes things as  I do ,"  
and  ye t  he follows La Mettrie in lumping man together with the 
machine and the plant and simply does away with psychology. But 
this antinomy, disconcerting though i t  may be, i s  easily explained. It  
i s  probably not so easy to be a monster as  some people seem to think. 
Sade, though fascinated by his own personal mystery, was also 
frightened by it .  Instead of expressing himself, he wanted to defend 
himself. The words he puts into Blamont' s mouth12 are a confession : 
"I have supported my deviations with reasons ; I did not stop at  
mere doubt ; I have vanquished, I have uprooted, I have destroyed 
everything in  my heart that might have interfered with my pleas
ures . " The first of these tasks of l iberation was, as he repeated 
countless times, to triumph over remorse. And as for repudiating 
all feelings of  guilt , what doctrine could be surer than that which 
undermines the very idea of responsibili ty ? But it would be a big 
mistake to try to confine him to such a notion : if  he seeks support 
i n  determinism, he does so, like many others, in order to lay claim 
to freedom. 

From a l iterary point of view, the commonplace-ridden 
speeches with which he intersperses his debauches finally rob them 
of all l i fe and all verisimilitude. Here, too, i t  i s  not so much the 
reader to whom Sade is talking, but himself. His weari some repeti
tions are tantamount to  a purification rite whose repetition i s  as 
natural to h im as regular confession i s  to a good Catholic. Sade 
does not give us the work of a free man. He makes us participate 
in his efforts of  l iberation. But i t  i s  precisely for this reason that he 
holds our attention. His endeavor i s  more genuine than the instru
ments it employs . Had Sade been satisfied with the determinism he 
professed, he would have repudiated all his moral anxiet ies .  But 
these asserted themselves with a clar ity that no logic could obscure. 
Over and above the facile excuses which he sets forth so tediously, 
he persists in questioning himself, in a ttacking. It is owing to this 
headstrong sincerity that, though not a consummate artist or a co
herent philosopher, he deserves to be hailed as a grea t  moralist. 

12 A line et  Valcour. 
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"Extreme in everything," Sade could not a dapt himself to the 
deist compromises o f  his time. It was with a declaration o f  atheism, 
Dialogue between a Priest and a Dying Man, that in 1 7 82 he 
launched his work. The existence of God had been denied more than 
once since the appearance in 1 7 29 of Le Testament du cure de 
M eslier. Rousseau had dared to present a sympathetic atheist, 
Monsieur de Wolmar, in  La N ou'Velle HeloIse. In spite o f  this ,  the 
Abbe Melegan had been thrown into prison in 1 7 54 for having 
written Zoroastre; and La M ettrie was obliged to take refuge at  the 
court of  Frederick II. The a theism vehemently espoused by Sylvain 
Marechal and popularized by Holbach's  Le Sys teme de la Nature 
in 1 7 70  and by the satires collected under the title Recueil philoso
phique, was none the less a dangerous doctrine in an age which placed 
the scaffold itself under the aegis o f  the Supreme Being. Sade,  in 
parading his  atheism, was deliberately committing a provocative 
act. But it was also an act o f  sincerity .  I feel that Klossowski , de
spite the interest of his study, is  misinterpreting Sade in taking his 
passionate rej ection of God for an avowal of need. The sophism 
which maintains that to attack God is to affirm Him finds a great 
deal of support these days, but this notion i s  actually the invention 
of those to whom atheism is a challenge. Sade expressed himself 
clearly on the matter when he wrote : "The idea of  God i s  the sole 
wrong for which I cannot forgive mankind." 

And i f  this i s  the first mystification he a ttacks, i t  is  because he 
proceeds,  like a good Cartesian, from the simple to the complex, 
from the gross lie to the more misleading error. He knows that in 
order to free the individual from the i dols to which society has 
bound him, one must begin by insuring his independence in the face 
o f  heaven. If man had not been terrorized by the great bugbear to 
which he stupidly pays worship, he would not so easily have sur
rendered his  freedom and truth. In choosing God, he denied him
self,  and that was his  unpardonable offense. Actually, he is respon
sible to no transcendent judge ; there is no heavenly court of appeal. 

Sade was not unaware of the extent to which the belief in hell 
and eternity might inflame cruelty. Saint-Fond toys with such hopes 
so as  to extract pleasure from the limitless suffering o f  the damned. 
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He diverts himself by imagining a diabolical demiurge who would 
embody the diffuse evil of N a ture.  But not for one instant did Sade 
consider these hypotheses as  anything more than intellectual pas
times. He is not to be recognized in the characters who express 
them, and he refutes them through his  mouthpieces. In evoking 
absolute crime, his aim is to ravage N a ture and not to wound God. 
His harangues against religion are open to reproach because o f  the 
tedious monotony with which they repeat timeworn commonplaces ; 
but Sade gives them still another personal turn when, anticipating 
Nietzsche, he  denounces in Christianity a religion of victims which 
ought, in his  view, to be  replaced by an ideology of force. His 
honesty ,  in any case,  i s  unquestionable. Sade's nature was thor
oughly irreligious. There i s  no trace of metaphysical anxiety in him ; 
he is too concerned with justifying his  existence to speculate on its 
meaning and purpose. His convictions on the subj ect were whole
hearted. If he served at mass and fl attered a bishop, it was because,  
old and b roken, he had chosen hypocrisy. But his testament is  un
equivocal.  He feared death for the same reason that  he feared 
senility : as the dissolution of his individuality ; fea r  o f  the world 
beyond the grave i s  wholly lacking in his work. The fear  of the 
beyond never appears  in his work. Sade wished to deal only with 
men, and everything that was not  human was foreign to him. 

And yet h e  was alone among men. The eighteenth century, in
sofar a s  it tried to abolish God's reign upon earth, substituted an
other idol in its place. Atheists and deists united in the worship 
of  the new incarnation o f  the Supreme Good : N a ture .  They had no 
intention of forgoing the conveniences of  a categorical, universal 
morality. Transcendental values had broken down ; pleasure was 
acknowledged as  the measure of  good ; and through this hedonism, 
self-love was reinstated. For example,  Madame du Chatelet wrote : 
"We must begin by saying to ourselves that we have nothing else to 
do in this world but seek pleasant sensations and feelings . "  But 
these timid egotists postulated a natural order which assured the 
harmonious agreement of  individual interests with the general  inter
est .  A reasonable o rganization, obtained by pact or contract, would 
suffice to insure the prosperity of  society for the benefit of all and 
each. Sade's  tragic l ife gave the lie to this optimistic religion. 

The eighteenth century often painted love in somber, solemn, 
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and even tragic tones ; and Richardson, Prevost, Duclos,  and Crebil
lon, whom Sade quotes with respect, and, above all,  Laclos ,  whom 
Sade claimed not to  know, created more or less satanic heroes.  But 
their  wickedness  always has its source, not in spontaneity, but in  a 
perversion o f  their minds o r  wills. Genuine eroticism, on the 
contrary, because of its instinctive character, i s  reinstated. Natural,  
healthy, and useful to the species, sexual desire merges, according 
to Diderot, with the very movement of life, and the passions it 
brings a re likewis e  good and fruitful. If the characters in La 
Religieuse take pleasure in "sadistic" viciousness,  i t  i s  because in
stead of satisfying their appetites they repress them. Rousseau, 
whose sexual experience was complex and largely unhappy, also ex
presses this in edifying terms : "Sweet pleasures,  pure,  vivid, pain
less,  and unalloyed."  And also : "Love, as I see it ,  a s  I have felt it ,  
grows ardent before the illusory image of  the beloved's  perfection, 
and this very illusion leads i t  to enthusiasm for virtue .  For this idea 
always enters into that of the perfect woman."13 Even in Resti f  de 
la  Bretonne, though pleasure may have a stormy character, i t  is 
none the less rapture, languor,  and tenderness.  Sade was the only 
one to reveal selfishness, tyranny, and crime in sexuality. This would 
suffice to give him a unique place in  the history of  the sensibi l ity of 
h i s  century, but from this insight he  derived even more remarkable 
e thical consequ ences .  

There was nothing new in the idea that  Nature i s  evil .  Hobbes,  
with whom Sade was familiar and whom h e  quotes freely, had de
clared tha t  man is a wolf to man and that the state of Nature is 
one of war. A long line of English moralists and satirists had 
followed in his steps ,  among them Swift, whom Sade used and even 
copied. In France, Vauvenargues  continued the puritan and J ansen
ist  development of the Christian tradition which identifies the flesh 
with original sin. B ayle and, more brilliantly, Buffon, established 
the fact that Nature i s  not wholly goo d ; and though the myth of 
the Noble Savage had been current since the sixteenth century, p ar-

13 Cf. Sade : u • • •  it is horror, vil lainy, the appalling which pleases ; well, where 
are they more emphatically present than in a vitiated obj ect ? if 'tis the filthy thing 
which pleases in the lubricious act, then certainly the more filthy the thing, the more it 
should please, and it i. surely much filthier in the corrupted than in the intact and 
perfect object." 
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ticularly in Diderot and the Encyclopedists, Emeric de Cruce had 
already a ttacked i t  at the beginning of  the eighteenth century. Sade 
had no trouble finding any number o f  arguments to support the 
thesis which was implied in his  erotic experi ence and which was 
i ronically confirmed by society' s imprisoning him for having fol
lowed his instincts. But what distinguishes him from his predeces
sors is the fact that they, after exposing the evil of Nature,  set up,  
in  opposition to it ,  a morality which derived from God and society ; 
whereas Sade,  though rej ecting the first part of the generally ac
cepted credo : "Nature is Good ; let us follow her," paradoxically 
retained the second. Nature's  example has an imperative value ,  
even though her law be one  o f  hate  and destruction. We must  now 
examine more closely the ruse whereby he turned the new cult 
a gainst i ts devotees. 

Sade conceived the relation o f  man to Nature in various ways. 
These variations seem to me not so much the movements of a dia
lectic a s  the expressions of the hesitation o f  a thinking that at times 
restrains its  boldness and at others breaks completely loose.  \Vhen 
Sade is merely trying to find h asty j ustifications, he a dopts a 
mechanistic view of the world. La Mettrie affirmed the moral in
difference of human acts when he declared : "We are no guiltier in 
following the p rimitive impulses that govern us than is  the Nile for 
her floods or the sea for her waves." Similarly, Sade,  in order to 
excuse himself,  compares himself to plants, animals,  and the ele
ments. "In her hands I am only a tool that she [Nature] manipu
lates as  she pleases." Although he constantly took refuge in simil ar  
statements, they do not express his real  thoughts. In the first place, 
Nature,  for him, is not an indifferent mechanism. There i s  such 
s ignificance in her transformations that one might play with the 
idea that she is  governed by an evil genius .  Nature is actually cruel 
and voracious, informed with the spirit of  destruction. She "would 
desire the utter annihilation of  all living creatures so as to enj oy 
her  power of re-creating new ones. " However, man is not her slave. 

Sade h a d  already pointed out in Aline et Valcour that he can 
wrest himself free and turn against her. "Let us  dare do violence to 
this unintelligible Nature,  the better to master the art of  enjoying 
her. "  And he decl a red even more decisively in Juliette : "Once man 
i s  created, he  is  no longer dependent upon :'-oJ ature ; once Nature has  
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launched him, she has no further hold on him." He goes further. 
Man, in his relation to N ature,  is comparable to "the froth, the 
vapor which rises from the rarefied liquid in a heated vessel. The 
vapor is not created ; i t  is a resultant ; it is heterogeneous. It derives 
i ts existence from a foreign element. It can exist or not, without 
detriment to the element from which it issues. I t  owes nothing to 
the element and the element owes nothing to it." Though man is of 
no more value to the universe than a bit of froth, i t  is  this very 
insignificance which guarantees his autonomy. The natural order 
cannot control him since he is radi cally alien to it .  Hence, he may 
make a moral decision, and no one has the right to dictate to him. 
Why then, with all the paths open to him, did Sade choose the one 
which led, through the imitation o f  N ature,  to crime ? To answer 
this question, we must understand his system in its totality ; the aim 
of  this system was precisely to justify the "crimes" which Sade never 
dreamed o f  renouncing. 

We are always more influenced than we realiz e  by the ideas 
we contest. To b e  sure, Sade o ften uses naturalism as an ad 
hominem a rgument. He took sly pleasure in turning to evil account 
the examples which his contemporaries tried to exploit on behalf of 
Good, but no doubt he  also took for granted that might makes 
right. When he tries to demonstrate the fact that the libertine has 
the right to oppress women, he exclaims : "Has not Nature proved, 
in  giving us the strength necessary to submit them to our desires, 
that we have the right to do so ?" One could find many similar  
quota tions. "Nature has made us al l  equal  at  birth, Sophie ,"  says 
la Dubois to Justine. "If  Nature wishes to disturb this first stage 
of general laws, i t  is for us to correct her caprices." Sade's basic 
charge against the codes i mposed by society is that  they are  arti
ficial. He compares them, in a particularly significant text, to those 
that might be drawn up by a community of blind menY "All those 
duties are imaginary, since they are only conventional. In like 
manner, man h as made laws relative to his petty knowledge, his 
petty wiles, and his petty needs-but all this has no reality . . . .  
When we look . at  Nature we readily understand that everything 
we decide and organiz e  is as far removed from the perfection o f  

14 Pensee cited i n  Maurice Heine : Le Marquis d e  Sade, Paris, Gallimard, 1950. 
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her views and a s  inferior to her as the laws of the society of blind 
men would be to our own." 

Montesquieu had advanced the idea that  laws were dependent 
on climate, circumstances, and even the arrangement of the "fibers" 
of our bodies.  I t  might be concluded that they express the various 
a spects assumed by Nature in time and space. But the indefatigable 
Sade takes us to Tahiti, Patagonia ,  and the antipodes, to show us 
that the diversity of  enacted laws defini tively negates their value. 
Though they may be related, they seem to him arbitrary. And it 
should be noted that for him the words " conventional" and " im
aginary" are synonymous. Nature retains her sacred character for 
Sade : indivisible and unique, she is  an absolute, outside of which 
there i s  no reality. 

It is obvious that Sade's  thinking on this point was not quite 
coherent, that it was not at all times equally sincere, and that i t  was 
constantly developing. But his inconsistencies are not quite so ob
vious as one might think. The syllogism : Nature is evil, and there
fore the society that departs from Nature merits our obedience, is 
far too simple .  In the first place, society i s  suspect because of  its 
hypocrisy. I t  appeals to Nature's  authority even though i t  i s  really 
hostile to her. And besides,  society i s  rooted in Nature, despite its 
antagonism to her.  Society manifests its  original perversion by the 
very way in which i t  contradicts Nature. The idea of general in
terest has no natural basis .  "The interests of individuals are almost 
always opposed to those o f  society." But the idea was invented in 
order to satisfy a natural instinct, namely, the tyrannical will of  the 
strong. Laws, instead of correcting the p rimitive order of  the world, 
only aggravate its injustice. "We are all alike, except in strength ,"  
that  is ,  there are no essential differences among individuals ,  and the 
unequal distribution of strength might have been offset. Instead, the 
strong have arrogated to themselves all the forms of superiority 
and have even invented others. 

Holbach, and many others along with him, had exposed the 
hypocrisy of codes whose sole purpose was to oppress the weak. 
Morelly and B rissot, among others, had shown that the ownership 
of  property has no natural basis .  Society has fabricated this harm
ful institution out o f  whole cloth. "There is no exclusive ownership 
in Nature," wrote Brissot. "The word has been struck from her 
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code. The unhappy starveling may carry off and devour his bread 
because he i s  hungry. His claim is  his  hunger." In Philosophy in the 
Bedro o m  Sade uses almost the same terms to demand that  the idea 
of  pleasure be substituted fo r  tha t  of  proprietorship. How can 
proprietorship claim to be a universally recognized right when the 
poor rebel against i t  and the rich dream only o f  increasing i t  by 
further monopolizing ? "It  is by complete equality of wealth and 
condition and not by vain laws that the power o f  the stronger 
must be weakened." But the fact i s  that i t  is the strong who make 
the laws for thei r  own profit. 

Their presump tuousness i s  odiously apparent in their a rroga
tion of the right to inflict punishment. Beccaria had maintained 
that the aim of punishment was to procure redress, but that no 
one could claim the right to punish. Sa  de indignantly spoke out 
against all penalties of an expiatory character. "0 slaughterers, 
j ailers,  and imbeciles of all regimes and governments , when will 
you come to prefer the science of understanding man to that of  
imprisoning and killing him ?" He rebels particularly against the 
death p enalty. Society tries to justify i t  by the lex talionis, but 
thi s  is  just another fantasy without roots in reality. In the first 
place, there is  no reciprocity among the subj ects ; their existences 
are not commensurable. Nor is there any similarity between a 
murder committed in a burst of passion or out o f  need, and coldly 
premeditated assassination by j udges. And how can the l atter in any 
way compensate fo r  the forme r ? In erecting scaffolds, society, far 
from mitigating the cruelty of  Nature, merely aggravates it .  Ac
tually, it resists evil by doing greater evil. I ts  claim on our loyalty 
is without foundation. 

The famous contract invoked by Hobbes and Rousseau i s  merely 
a myth ; how could individual freedom be recogniz e d  in an order 
that oppresses i t ? This pact i s  to the interest of  neither the strong, 
who have nothing to gain in abdicating their privileges, nor the 
weak, whose inferiority i s  thereby confirmed. There can be only a 
state 'Of war between these two groups ; and each has its own values,  
which are i rreconcilable with those o f  the other. "When he took a 
hundred louis from a man's pocket, he was committing what was 
for him a just act,  though the man who had been robbed must have 
regarded i t  quite otherwise ."  In the speech which he  puts into the 
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mouth of Coeur-de-fer ,  Sade passionately exposes the bourgeois 
hoax which consists in  erecting class interests into universal princi
ples. Since the concrete conditions under which individuals live are 
not homogeneous, no universal morality is possible. 

But should we not try to reform society, since it has betrayed 
its own aspirations ? Cannot individual freedom be put preci sely 
to this use ? It seems not improbable that Sa de may at times have 
envisaged this solution. It i s  significant that in Aline e t  Valcour he 
describes with equal indulgence the anarchic society of cannibals 
and the communistic society of Zame in which evil is disarmed by 
justice. I do not think that there i s  any irony at all in the latter pic
ture, any more than in the appeal, "Yet Another Effort, French
men . . .  " inserted into Philosophy in the Bedro om.15 Sade' s ac
tivity during the Revolution clearly proves that he wished to be 
integrated into a collectivity. He suffered bi tterly from the ostracism 
to which he was subjected. 

He dreamed of an ideal society from which his special tastes 
would not exclude him. He really thought that such tastes would 
not constitute a serious danger to an enlightened society. Zame 
assures us that he would not be disturbed by Sade's disciples : "The 
people you speak of are few ; they do not worry me at all." And 
Sade, in a letter, maintains : "It is not the opinions or vices of 
private individuals that are harmful to the State, but rather the 
beha vior of public figures." The fact i s  that the libertine ' s  acts 
have no real influence ; they are not much more than games. Sade 
takes refuge behind their insignificance and goes so far as to suggest 
that he would be ready to sacrifice them. Motivated as they are by 
defiance and resentment, these acts would lose their s ignificance in 
a world without hatred. I f  the prohibitions which make crime at
tractive were abolished, lust itself would be eliminated. Perhaps 
Sade really longed for the personal conversion that would result 
from the conversion of other men. He probably expected, also, that 
his vices would be accepted as something exceptional by a com
munity which respected singularity and which would, therefore, 
recognize him as an exception. He was sure, in any case, that a man 

15 It  has  been maintained that  Sade does  not endorse this  ,tatement since he puts 
it into the mouth of Le Chevalier. Le Chevalier, however, merely read, a text of which 
Dolmance, S ade'. mouthpiece, admit. he  is the author. 
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who was content with whipping a prostitute every now and then 
was less harmful to society than a farmer-general.  

The real plagues are  established injustice, official  abuses, and 
constitutional crimes ; and these are the inevitable accompaniments 
of abstract laws which try to impose themselves uniformly upon a 
plurality of radically separate obj ects. A just  economic order would 
render codes and courts useless, for crime is born of  need and 
illegality and would vanish with the elimination of these grounds. 
The ideal regime, for Sade, was a kind of  reasonable anarchy : 
"The rule o f  law i s  inferior to that of anarchy : the most obvious 
proof of  what I assert i s  the fact that any government is obliged 
to plunge itself into anarchy whenever i t  aspires to remake its con
stitution. In order to abrogate its former l aws, it is compelled to 
establish a revolutionary regime in which there is no law : this 
regime finally gives birth to new laws, but this second state is 
necessarily less pure than the first,  since i t  derives from it ." This 
argument probably does not sound very convincing, but what Sade 
understood remarkably well was that the ideology of his  time was 
merely the expression of  an economic system and that a concrete 
transformation of this system would put an end to the humbug of 
bourgeois morality. Very few o f  his contemporaries developed such 
penetrating views in such an extreme way. 

N evertheless,  Sade did not definitely take the path of social 
reform. His life and work were not guided by these utopian rev
eries .  How could he have continued to believe in them very long in 
the depths o f  his dungeon cells or  a fter the Terror ? Events con
fi rmed his private experience. Society' s failure was no mere accident. 
And besides, i t  was obvious that his interest in its  possible success 
was o f  a purely speculative nature. He was obsessed by his  own case.  
He cared l i ttle about changing himself and much more about being 
confirmed in his  choices.  His vices condemned him to solitude. He 
was to demonstrate the necessity of  solitude and the supremacy of  
evil. I t  was easy for  him to  be honest because,  maladjusted aristo
crat tha t  he  was, he had never encountered men like himself. 
Though he  mistrusted generalizations, he ascribed to his  situation 
the value of a metaphysical inevitability : " M an is  isolated in the 
world." "All creatures are born isolated and have no need of  one 
another. " I f  the diversity of  human beings could be  assimilated-as 
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Sade himself frequently suggests-to that which differentiates 
plants or animals ,  a reasonable society would manage to surmount 
it. It would be enough merely to respect each one 's  particularity. 

But man does not m erely endure his solitude ; he demands it 
agains t  everyone.  I t  follows that there is a heterogeneity of values, 
not only from class to class,  but from individual to individual.  "All 
p a ssions have two meanings, Juliette : one, which is very unjust as 
regards the victim ; the other, which is singularly just to the person 
who exercises it. And this fundamental antagonism cannot be tran
scended because it is the truth i tself ."  If human proj ects tried to rec
oncile themselves in a common quest for the general interest,  they 
would be necessarily unauthentic. For there is  no reality other than 
that of the self-enclosed subj ect hostile to any other subj ect which 
disputes i ts sovereignty. The thing that prevents individual freedom 
from choosing Good i s  that the latter does not exist in the empty 
heaven or on the unjust earth, or even at some ideal horizon ; i t  i s  
nowhere to  be found. Evil i s  an absolute resisted only by  fanciful 
notions, and there is only one way of asserting oneself in the face 
o f  i t : to assent to i t .  

For there i s  one  idea  that  Sade ,  throughout his  pessimism, 
savagely rej ects : the idea of  submission.  And that i s  why he  detests 
the hypocritical resignation which i s  adorned with the name of 
virtue.  It  i s  a stupid submission to the rule of evil ,  as re-created by 
society. In submitting, man renounces both his authenticity and his 
freedom. It was easy for Sade to show that chastity and temperance 
a re not even justified by their usefulness. The prejudices that con
demn incest, sodomy, and all sexual "vaga ries" have but one aim : 
to destroy the individual by imposing upon him a stupid conform
ism. But the great  virtues extolled by the age had a deeper mean
ing ; they tried to pall iate the all too obvious inadequacies of the law. 
Sade raised no obj ection to tolerance, probably because, so far as 
h e  could observe, no one even tried to practice i t ; but he did attack 
fanatically what i s  called humaneness and benevolence. These were 
mystifications which a imed at reconciling the irreconcilable : the un
satisfied appetites of  the poor and the selfish greed of the rich. 
Taking up the tradi tion of  La Rochefoucauld, he shows that these 
are merely masks to disguise self-interest. 

The weak, in order to check the arrogance of the strong, have 
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invented the idea of fraternity, an idea which has no solid basis : 
"N ow I beg of you to tell me whether I must love a human being 
simply because he exists or resembles me and whether for these 
reasons alone I must suddenly prefer him to myself ?" What hy
pocrisy on the part of privileged persons who make a great to-do 
about their philanthropy and at the same time acquiesce in the ab
j ect condition of the poor I This false sentimental i ty was so wide
spread at the time that even Valmont, in Les Liaisons dangereuses, 
was moved to tears when he performed an act of charity ; and i t  
was  obviously the currency of  this mode of feeling that made Sade 
unleash all his dishonesty and sincerity against benevolence. He is 
certainly j oking when he claims that in maltreating prostitutes he 
is serving the cause of morality. I f  libertines were permitted to 
molest them with impuni ty, prostitution would become so dangerous 
a profession that no one would engage in it. But he is quite right in 
cutting through sophisms and exposing the inconsistencies of a so
ciety that protects the very things it condemns, and which, though 
permitting debauchery, often pillories the debauchee. 

He reveals the dangers of almsgiving with the same somber 
i rony. I f  the poor are not reduced to hopelessness, they may rebel j 
and the safest thing would be to exterminate all of  them. In this 
scheme, which he attributes to Saint-Fond, Sade develops the idea in 
Swift's famous pamphlet, and he certainly does not identify himself 
with his hero. Nevertheless ,  the cynicism of this ari stocrat, who fully 
espoused the interests of his class , is more valid to him than the 
compromises of guilty-minded hedonists. His thinking is clear
either do away with the poor or do away with poverty, but do not 
use half-measures and thus perpetuate injustice and oppression,t6 
and above all do not pretend to be redeeming these extortions by 
handing out a trivial dole to those you exploit. If Sade's heroes let  
some poor wretch die  of hunger rather than defile themselves by an 
act of charity that would cost  them nothing, i t  is  because they pas
sionately refuse any complicity with respectable people who appease 
thei r  consciences so cheaply. 

Virtue deserves no admiration and no gratitude since, far from 

16 This policy of all  or nothing i s  found among present-d ay Communists. They re
pudiate bou rgeois charity ; and there are many who, on principle, refuse any private 
help to the needy. 
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reflecting the demands of a transcendent good, it serves the interests 
o f  those who make a show o f  it .  I t  i s  only logical that Sade should 
come to this conclusion. But  after all ,  if self-interest i s  the individ
ual ' s  sole law, why despise i t ? In what respect is i t  inferior to vice ? 
Sade answered this question often and vehemently. In cases where 
virtue is  chosen, he  says : "What lack of  movement I What ice ! 
Nothing stirs me,  nothing excites me . . . .  I ask you, is this pleasure ? 
What a difference on the other s ide I What tickling o f  my senses I 
What excitement i n  my organs I "  And again : "Happiness l ies  only 
in that which excites, and the only thing that excites is crime."  In 
terms of the hedonism of  his  time, this argument carries weight. 
The only obj ection one might make is  that Sa de generalizes from 
his own individual case.  May some people not also be excited by 
Good ? He rej ects this eclecticism. Virtue can procure only an im
aginary happiness ; "true felicity lies only in the senses, and virtue 
gratifies none of them."  This statement may seem surprising, since 
Sade had actually made the imagination the mainspring of  vice ; but 
vice teaches us  a certain truth through the very fantasies on which 
it  feeds, and the proof i s  that i t  ends in orgasm, that is ,  in  a definite 
sensation ; whereas  the illusions on which virtue feeds are never con
cretely recouped by the individual .  According to the philosophy that 
Sade borrowed from his  age, sensation i s  the only measure of  
reality, and i f  virtue  arouses no sensation, i t  i s  because i t  has  no 
real  basis.  

Sade explains wha t  he  means more clearly in the following 
parallel between virtue and vice : " . . .  the fi rst i s  illusory, a fiction ; 
the second i s  authentic, real ; the first i s  founded upon vile prejudices, 
the second upon reason ; the first,  through the agency of  pride,  the 
most false of  all our sensations, may provide the heart with a brief 
instant's titillation ; the other i s  a veritable mental pleasu re-taking, 
and it inflames every other passion . . .  " Virtue,  chimerical and 
imaginary, encloses us  in a world of appearances ; whereas vice's 
intimate link with the flesh guarantees i ts  genuineness. Using the 
vocabulary of Stirner, whose name has  rightly been linked with 
Sade's,  we might say that virtue alienates the individual from that 
empty entity, Man.  I t  i s  only in crime that he justifies and fulfills 
himself as  a concrete ego. If the poor man resigns himself or vainly 
tries to fight for his  fellows, he is maneuvered and duped, an 
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inert obj ect, a plaything o f  Nature ; h e  i s  nothing. H e  must, like 
la Dubois or Coeur-de-fer, try to pass over to the side of the 
strong. The rich person who accepts his privileges passively also 
exists like an object. If he abuses his power and becomes a tyrant, 
then he is someone. Instead of losing himself in philanthropic 
dreams, he will cynically take advantage of the injustice that favors 
him. "Where would be the victims of our villa iny i f  all men were 
criminals ? We must never cease to keep the people tied to the yoke 
of error and the l ie ," says Esterval. 

Are we back to the idea that man can only act in obedience 
to his evil nature ? Is he not destroying his freedom with the pretext 
of safeguarding his authenticity ? No, for though freedom may be  
unable to  go counter to given reality, i t  i s  able to  wrest itself away 
from it and assume it. This procedure i s  similar  to Stoic conversion 
which, by deliberate decision, turns reality to its own account. There 
is  no contradiction in Sade's extolling crime and at the same time 
getting indignant about men's injustice, selfishness, and cruelty.17 
He has only contempt for the timid vice, for the rash crimes which 
merely reflect passively the heinousness of Nature. One must make 
oneself a criminal in order to avoid being evil, as is a volcano or a 
member of the police. It is not a matter of submitting to the uni
verse, but of imitating it in open defiance. 

This is the a ttitude that Almani, the chemist, assumes at  the 
edge of Mount Etna. "Yes, my friend, yes, I abhor Nature. And 
the reason I loathe her i s  that I know her all too well. Knowing 
her dreadful secrets, I felt a kind of ineffable pleasure in copying 
her heinousness. I shall imitate her, though I hate her . . . .  Her 
murderous nets are spread for us  alone. Let us try to catch her in 
her own trap . . . .  In presenting to me only her effects, she con
cealed all her causes. I am therefore limited to imitating the former. 
Unable to guess the motive that put the dagger into her hands, I 
have been able to take away her weapon and use it as  she did." 
This text has the same ambiguous ring as the words of Dolmance : 
" 'Twas men's ingratitude dried out my heart." I t  reminds us  that i t  
was  in  despair and resentment that Sade devoted himself to evil. 
And i t  i s  in this respect that his hero is  distinguished from the 

17 The similarity with Stirner at thh point is striking. Stirner also condemns "vulgar" 
crime and extols only that which m akes for the fulfillment of the ego. 
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ancient sage. He does not follow Nature lovingly and j oyously. 
He copies her with abhorrence and without understanding her. And 
he wills himself to be something without approving himself. Evil 
is not at one with itself ; self-laceration is its very essence. 

This laceration must be experienced in a state of constant ten
sion ; otherwise, it congeals into remorse and, as such, constitutes a 
mortal danger. Maurice Blanchot has observed that whenever the 
Sadean hero, as a result of some scruple, restores to society i ts 
power over him, he i s  doomed to the worst kind of catastropheY 
Repentance and hesitation mean that one recognizes that one has 
judges. It  therefore means accepting guilt instead of assuming that 
one is the free author of one' s  acts. The man who consents to his 
passivity deserves all the defeats that the hostile world will inflict 
upon him. On the other hand : "The genuine l ibertine l ikes even 
the charges that are leveled  against him for his execrable crimes. 
Have we not known men who loved even the tortures appointed by 
human vengeance, who suffered them gladly, who looked upon the 
scaffold as a throne of glory ? These are men who have attained the 
highest degree of deliberate corruption. "  

At  this ultimate degree, man i s  delivered not  only of prejudices 
and shame, but of fea r  as well. His serenity is that of the ancient 
sage who regarded as  futile "things which do not depend on our
selves ." But the sage confined himself to a completely negative sel f
defense against possible suffering. The dark stoicism of Sade 
promises positive happiness. Thus, Coeur-de-fer lays down the fol
lowing alternatives : "Either the crime which makes us happy, or 
the scaffold which prevents us from being unhappy." Nothing can 
threaten the man who can transform his very defeats into triumphs. 
He fears nothing because for him everything i s  good. The brutal 
factitiousness of things does not crush the free man because i t  does 
not interest him. He i s  concerned only with their meaning, and the 
meaning depends only upon him. A person who is whipped or pene
trated by another may be the other's master as well as his slave. 
The ambivalence of pain and pleasure, of  humiliat ion and pride, 
enables the l ibertine to dominate any situation. Thus, Juliette can 
transform into pleasure the same tortures that prostrate Justine. 

18 See Mau rice Bl anchot : "S ade," in the introd uctory section to The Marquis de S ade, 
The Complete lustine.-Eds. 
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Fundamentally, the content of the experience i s  unimportant. The 
thing that counts i s  the subj ect's intention. 

Thus, hedonism ends in a taraxia ,  which confirms the paradox
ical relation between sadism and stoicism. The individual 's promised 
happiness is  reduced to indifference. "I  have been happy, my dear, 
ever since I have been indulging cold-bloodedly in every sort of  
crime," says Bressac. Cruelty appears in a new light, as an ascesis . 
"The man who can grow callous to the pains of others becomes 
insensi tive to his own."  It  is no longer excitement we must seek, but 
apathy. A budding libertine, no doubt, needs violent emotions in 
order to feel the truth of his individual existence. But once he has 
possessed it ,  the pure form of crime will be enough to insure it . 
Crime has "a  character of grandeur and sublimity which prevails 
and always will prevail over the dull charms of virtue" and which 
renders vain all the contingent satisfactions one might be tempted 
to expect. With a severity similar to Kant' s ,  and which has its 
source in the same puritan tradition, Sade conceives the free act 
only as an act free of  all feeling. I f  i t  were to obey emotional 
motives, i t  would make us Nature's slaves again and not autono
mous subjects. 

This choice i s  open to any individual, regardless of his situa
tion. One of  the victims locked up in the monk's harem where 
Justine i s  languishing away manages to escape her fate by proving 
her worth. She stabs one of  her companions with a viciousness that 
arouses the admiration of her masters and makes her the queen of 
the harem. Those who remain among the oppressed do so because 
they are poor-spirited, and they must not be pitied. "\Vhat can 
there possibly be in common between the man who can do every
thing and the one who does not dare do anything ?" The contrast 
of the two words is significant. For Sade, if one dares, one can. 
Blanchot has emphasized the austerity of this morality. Almost all 
of Sa de's criminals die violent deaths, and i t  is their merit that 
transforms their misfortunes into glory. But in  fact, death is not 
the worst of  failures, and whatever the fate Sade reserves for his 
heroes, he assures them a destiny which allows them to fulfill them
selves. This optimism comes from an aristocratic vision of mankind, 
which involves , in i ts implacable severity, a doctrine of predestina
tion. 
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For this quality of mind which enables a few elect spirits to 
rule over a herd of condemned souls appears as an arbitrary dispen
sation of grace. Juliette was saved and Justine lost from the begin
ning of  time. Even more interesting i s  the view that merit cannot 
entail success unless it i s  recognized. The strength of mind of 
Valerie and Jul iette would have been to no avail had i t  not deserved 
the admiration of their tyrants. Divided and separated though they 
be,  it must be admitted that they do bow down together before 
certain values, and they choose reality in the different gui ses which 
for Sade are, without question, equivalent to one another : orgasm
Natu re-reason. Or, to be more precise, reality imposes itself upon 
them. The hero triumphs through their mediation. But what saves 
him finally i s  the fact that h e  has staked everything on the truth. 
Sade believes in an absolute which i s  beyond all contingencies and 
which can never disappoint the one who invokes it as  a last resort. 

I t  i s  only out of  pusillanimity that everyone does not embrace 
such a sure ethic, for there can be no valid obj ection to it .  It can
not offend a God who is a mere figment of the imagination ; and 
since Nature i s  essentially divi sion and hostility, to attack her is to 
conform to her all the more. Yielding to his naturalistic prejudices, 
Sade writes : "The only real crime would be to outrage N ature," 
and adds immedi ately a fterward : " I s  i t  conceivable that Nature 
would p rovide us with the possibility of  a crime that would outrage 
her ?" She takes unto herself everything that happens. She even 
receives murder with indifference, since " the life principle of all 
creatures i s  death ; this death i s  merely a matter of  imagination." 
Only man attaches importance to his  own exi stence, but he "could 
completely wipe out his species without the universe ' s  feeling the 
slightest change."  He claims to have a sacred character which makes 
him untouchable,  but he i s  only one animal among others. "Only 
man's  pride has made a crime of murder." 

Indeed, Sade's plea i s  so forceful that he ends by denying any 
criminal character to crime. He realizes this himself. The last part 
o f  Julie t te i s  a convulsive attempt to rekindle the flame of  Evil, but 
despite volcanoes, fires,  poison, and plague, i f  there i s  no God, man 
i s  merely smoke. If N a ture permits everything, then the worst 
catastrophes are a m atter o f  indifference. "To my mind, man' s 
greatest torment i s  the impossibility of offending Nature ! "  And if  
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Sa de  had staked everything only on  the  demoniacal horror of  crime, 
his ethic would have ended in radical failure ; but if he himself 
accepted this defeat, i t  was only because he was fighting for some
thing else, namely, his profound conviction that crime i s  good. 

In the first place, crime is not only inoffensive to Nature, i t  i s  
useful to  her. Sade explains in Juliette that i f  "the spirit of  the 
three kingdoms" were confronted with no obstacles, i t  would be
come so violent that i t  would paralyze the working of the universe. 
"There would be neither gravitation nor movement." As a result 
of its inner contradiction, human crimes save i t  from the stagna
tion which would also endanger an overly virtuous society. Sade 
had certainly read Mandeville ' s  The Grumbling Hive, which had 
had a great success at the beginning of the e ighteenth century. 
Mandeville had shown that the passions and defects of  individuals 
served the public welfare, and even that the greatest scoundrels 
were the ones who worked most actively for the common good. 
When an inopportune conversion made for the triumph of virtue, 
the hive was ruined. Sade also declared repeatedly that a collectivity 
that fell into virtue would thereby be pushed into inertia .  We have 
here a kind of presage of the Hegelian theory according to which 
"the spirit' s restlessness" could not be abolished without involving 
the end of history. But, for Sade, immobility appears not as a static 
plenitude but as a pure absence. Mankind makes every effort by 
means of the conventions with which i t  i s  armed to cut all its ties 
with Nature ; and i t  would become a pale phantom were it not for a 
few resolute souls who maintain within it ,  in spite of  i tself, the 
rights of truth-and truth means discord, war, and agitation. 

In the strange text where he compares us all to blind men, 
Sade says that i t  is already enough that our limited senses prevent 
us from attaining the core of reality. Let us, therefore, not spoil 
our pleasure even more. Let us try to transcend our limits : "The 
most perfect being we could conceive would be the one who alienated 
himself most from our conventions and found them most con
temptible ." In its proper context, this sta tement recalls both Rim
baud's demand for a "systematic derangement" of all the senses 
and the attempts of the surrealists to penetrate beyond human 
artifice to the mysterious heart of  the real. But i t  i s  as moralist 
rather than as poet that Sade tries to shatter the prison of ap-
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pearances. The mystified and mystifying society against which he 
rebels suggests Heidegger's  "the one , "  in which the authenticity of 
existence i s  swallowed up. For Sade,  too, i t  is a question o f  regain
ing authenticity by an individual decision. These comparisons are 
quite  deliberate. Sade must be given a place in the great  family of 
those who want to cut  through the "banality of everyday l ife"  to a 

truth which is immanent in this world. Within this framework, 
crime becomes a duty : "In a criminal society one must be a crimi
na!." This  formula sums up his ethic. By means of crime, the liber
tine refuses any complicity with the evils of the given situation, of 
which the masses are merely the passive,  and hence abj ect, reflec
tion. It prevents society from reposing in injustice and creates an 
apocalyptic condition which constrains all individuals to insure their 
separateness, and thus their truth, in a state of constant tension. 

Nevertheless, it is  in the name of the individual that i t  seems 
possible to raise the most convincing obj ections to Sade's notions ; 
for the individual is quite real ,  and crime does him real inj ury. It i s  
here that  Sade's  thinking proves to be extreme : the  only thing that 
has  truth for me i s  that which is  enveloped in my own experience j 
the inner p resence o f  other people is foreign to me.  Hence, it does 
not concern me and cannot dictate any duty to me. "We don't  care 
a bit  about the torment of  others j what have we in common with 
this torment ?"  And again : "There is  no compari son between what 
others experience and what we feel. The strongest pain in other 
people i s  certa inly nothing to us ,  but we are a ffected by the slightest 
tickle of  pleasure that touches us." The fact i s  that  the only sure 
bonds among men are those they create in transcending themselves 
into another world by means of common projects. The only proj ect 
that the hedonistic sensualism of the eighteenth century has to offer 
the individual i s  to "procure pleasant sensations and feelings . "  It 
fixes him in his lonely immanence. Sade shows us in Jus tine a surgeon 
who plans to dissect his daughter in order to further science and 
thereby mankind. Seen in terms of its transcendent future, m an
kind has value in his eyes j but what is a man when reduced to his 
mere vain presence ? Just a pure fact, stripped of all value, who 
a ffects m e  no more than a li feless stone. " My neighbor is  nothing 
to me j there i s  not the slightest relationship between him and my
self.  " 
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These statements seem contradictory t o  Sade's attitude in real 
l ife.  It i s  obvious that i f  there were nothing in common between 
the tortures of  the victims and the torturer, the latter would derive 
no pleasure from them. But what Sade is actually disputing i s  the 
a priori existence of a given relationship between myself and the 
other by which my behavior should be guided in the abstract. He 
does not deny the possibility o f  establishing such a relationship j and 
i f  he  rejects ethical recognition of other people founded on false 
noti ons of reciprocity and universality ,  i t  i s  in order to give himself 
the authority to destroy the concrete barriers of flesh which isolate 
human minds. Each mind bears witness only for itself as  to the 
value i t  attributes to i tself and has no right to impose this value 
upon others. But it can, in  a singula r  and vivid manner, demand 
recognition o f  such value in its acts. Thi s  i s  the course chosen by 
the criminal, who, by the violence of his self.assertion, becomes real  
for the other p erson and thereby also reveals the other a s  really 
existing. But it should be noted that, quite unlike the conflict 
described by Hegel,  this process involves no risk for the subj ect. 
His primacy i s  not a t  stake j regardless of what happens to him, he 
will accept no master. If he is  defeated, he returns to a solitude 
which ends in  death, but he  remains sovereign.  

Thus ,  for the despot, other people do not represent a danger 
that could strike at the heart of  his being. Nevertheless,  this out· 
side world from which he is excluded irritates him. He wants to 
p enetrate it .  Paradoxically enough, he  i s  free to make things hap. 
pen in thi s  forbidden domain, and the temptation is  all the more 
dizzying in that these events will be incommensurable with his 
experience. Sade repeatedly stresses the point that i t  is not the 
unhappiness of  the other p erson which excites the libertine, but 
rather the knowl edge that he is responsible for it. This is something 
very different from an abstract demoniacal pleasure. When he 
weaves his  dark plots ,  he sees his freedom being transformed for 
others into a destiny. And as death is  more certain than l ife ,  and 
suffering more certain than h appiness ,  it is in persecutions and 
murder that he  takes unto himself this mystery. But i t  i s  not enough 
to impose oneself upon the bewildered victim in the guise of  destiny. 
Duped and mystified as  he i s ,  one possesses him, but only from 
without. In revealing oneself to the victim, the torturer incites him 
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to manifest his freedom by his screams or prayers. If i t  i s  not re
vealed, the victim is  unworthy of torture. One kills him or forgets 
about him. He may also escape his torturer by the violence of his 
revolt, be i t  fl ight, suicide, or victory. What the torturer demands 
i s  that,  alternating between refusal and submission, whether rebel
ling or  consenting, the victim recognize,  in any case, that his destiny 
is the freedom of the tyrant. He is then united to his tyrant by the 
closest of  bonds. They form a genuine couple .  

There are  occasional cases in which the  victim's freedom, with
out escaping the destiny which the tyrant creates for it ,  succeeds in 
getting around it .  I t  turns suffering into pleasure, shame into pride ; 
i t  becomes an accomplice. It is then that the debauchee is gratified 
to the full : "There i s  no keener pleasure for a l ibertine mind than 
to win proselytes ."  To debauch an innocent creature is  obviously a 
satanic act, but in view of the ambivalence of evil, we effect a 
genuine conversion by winning for it a new adept. The capturing of  
a virginity, among other things, appears in this light as a ceremony 
o f  initi ation. Just as we must outrage Nature in order to imitate 
her, though the outrage is  canceled out since she herself demands 
i t, so, in doing violence to an individual, we force him to assume his 
separateness, and thereby he finds a truth which reconciles him with 
his  antagonist. Torturer and victim recognize their fellowship in 
astonishment, esteem, and even admiration. 

It  has  rightly been pointed out that there is  never any per
manent bond among Sade's  libertines, that their relationship in
volves a constant tension. But the fact that Sade systematically 
m akes selfishness triumph over friendship does not prevent him 
from endowing friendship with reality. N oirceuil is very careful to 
let  Juliette know that he  i s  interested in her only because of the 
pleasure he finds in her company ; but this pleasure implies a con
crete relationship between them. Each feels confirmed within him
self by the presence of an alter ego ; it is both an absolution and an 
exaltation. Group debauchery produces genuine communion among 
Sade's  libertines. Each one perceives the meaning of  his acts and 
of  his own figure through the minds of  the others. I experience my 
own flesh in the flesh of  another ; then my fellow creature really 
exists for me. The shocking fact of  coexistence eludes our thinking, 
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but we  can dispose of its mystery the way Alexander cut through 
the Gordian knot : we must set ourselves down in it by acts. "What 
an enigma is  man I-Yes, my friend, and that's what made a very 
witty man say that it 's better to f . . .  him than to understand him." 
Eroticism appears in Sa de as a mode of communication, the only 
valid one. We might say, parodying Claudel, that in Sa de "the penis 
is the shortest path between two hearts." 

5 

To sympathize with Sade too readily is to betray him. For i t  
i s  our misery, subj ection, and death that he desires ; and every 
time we side with a child whose throat has been slit by a sex maniac, 
we take a stand against him. Nor does he forbid us to defend our
selves .  He allows that a father may revenge or prevent, even by 
murder, the rape of his child. What he demands is that, in the 
struggle between irreconcilable existences, each one engage himself 
concretely in the name of his own existence. He approves of the 
vendetta , but not of the courts. We may kill, but we may not judge. 
The pretensions of the judge are more arrogant than those of the 
tyrant ; for the tyrant confines himself to being himself, whereas 
the judge tries to erect his opinions into universal laws. His effort 
i s  based upon a lie. For every person i s  imprisoned in his own skin 
and cannot become the mediator between separate persons from 
whom he himself i s  separated. And the fact that a great number of 
these individuals band together and alienate themselves in institu
tions, of which they are no longer masters, gives them no additional 
right. Their number has nothing to do with the matter. There i s  no 
way of  measuring the incommensurable .  In order to escape the 
conflicts of  existence, we take refuge in a universe of appearances, 
and existence itself escapes us. In thinking that we are defending 
ourselves, we are destroying ourselves. Sade' s  immense merit l ies 
in his taking a stand against these abstractions and alienations 
which are merely fl ights from the truth about man. No one was 
more passionately attached to the concrete than he.  He never 
respected the "everyone says" with which mediocre minds lazi ly 
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content themselves. He adhered only to the truths which were 
derived from the evidence of his own actual experience. Thus he 
went beyond the sensualism of  his age and transformed it  into an 
ethic of  authentici ty. 

This does not mean that we can be satisfied with the solution 
he  offers. For i f  Sade's  desire to grasp the very essence of the 
human condition in terms of his particular situation is  the source 
of his  greatness, i t  i s  also responsible for his limits. He thought 
that the solution he chose for himself was valid for everyone else,  
to the exclusion of  any other. Wherein he was doubly mistaken. 
For all  his pessimism, he was, socially, on the side of the privileged, 
and he did not understand that social inj ustice affects the individual 
even in his ethical potentialities.  Even rebellion is  a luxury requir
ing culture,  leisure,  and a certain detachment from the needs of  
existence. Though Sade 's  heroes may pay with their lives for  such 
rebellion, at  least they do so a fter i t  has given their lives a val id 
meaning ; whereas for the great majority of men it  would be  tanta
mount to a stupid suicide. Contrary to his wishes, i t  i s  chance, and 
not merit ,  which would operate in the selection of a criminal elite.  
H i t  i s  obj ected that h e  never strove for universality, that he wanted 
only to insure his  own salvation-tha t  does not do him justice. He 
offers himself as  an example,  s ince he wrote-and so passionately ! 
-of his own experience. And he probably did not expect his appeal 
to be heard by everyone. But he did not think that he was address
ing only the members of  the privileged classes, whose arrogance he 
detested. The kind of predestination in which he believed was 
democratically conceived, and he would not have wanted to discover 
that i t  depended upon the economic circumstances from which, as 
he saw it ,  it should allow one to escape. 

M oreover, he did not suppose that there could be  any possible 
way other than individual rebell ion. He knew only two alternatives : 
abstract morality and crime. He was unaware of action. Though 
he might h ave suspected the possibility of a concrete communica
tion among subj ects through an undertaking which might unite all 
men in the common realization of thei r manhood, he did not stop 
there. Denying the individual all transcendence, he consigns him to 
an insignificance which sanctions the use of violence. But this violence 
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in the void becomes absurd, and the tyrant who tries to assert himself 
by such violence discovers merely his own nothingness. 

To this contradiction, however, Sade might oppose another. 
For the eighteenth century's  fond dream of reconciling individuals 
within their immanence is, in any case, unfeasible. Sa de embodied 
in his  own way his  disappointment with the Terror. The individual 
who is  unwilling to deny his particularity is repudiated by society. 
But i f  we choose to recognize in each subj ect only the transcendence 
which unites him concretely with his fellows, we are leading him 
only to new idols, and their particula r  insignificance will appear all 
the more obvious.  vVe shall be s acrificing today to tomorrow, the 
minority to the maj ority, the freedom of each to the achievements 
of the community. Prison and the guillotine will be the logical con
sequences of this denial .  The il lusory brotherhood ends in  crimes, 
wherein virtue recognizes her abstract features. "Nothing resem
bles  vi rtue more than a grea t crime, "  said Saint-Just. Is it not better 
to assume the burden of  evil than to subscribe to this abstract good 
which drags in its wake abstract slaughters ? I t  i s  probably impos
sible to escape this dilemma.  I f  the enti re human popula tion of  the 
earth were present to each individual in its full reality, no collective 
action would be possible,  and the air would become unbreathable 
for everyone .  Thousands of individuals are suffering and dying 
va inly and unjustly at  every moment, and this does not affect us.  I f  
i t  did,  our existence would b e  impossible. Sade's  merit  l ies not only 
in h is  having proclaimed aloud what everyone admits with shame to 
himself, but in the fact that he did not simply resign himself. He 
chose cruelty rather than indifference. This is probably why he finds 
so many echoes today, when the individual knows that he is more 
the victim of  men' s good consciences than of their wickedness. To 
confront this terri fying optimism i s  to come to his  a id .  In the solitude 
of his prison cells, Sade lived through an ethical darkness similar 
to the intellectual  night in which Descartes shrouded himself. He 
emerged with no revelation but at  least he disputed all the easy 
answers. I f  ever we hope to transcend the separateness o f  in
dividuals, we may do so only on condition that we be aware of i ts 
existence. Otherwise,  promises of happiness and justice conceal the 
worst dangers. Sade drained to the dregs the moment of  selfishness, 
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injustice, and misery, and he insisted upon its truth. The supreme 
value of his testimony lies in its ability to disturb us. It forces us to 
re-examine thoroughly the basic problem which haunts our age in 
different forms : the true relation between man and man. 

-TRANSLATED BY ANNETTE MICHELSON 



Nature as Destructive Principle 
by Pierre Klossowski 

When it wants martyrs, atheism has only to 
speak ; my blood is ready to flow. 

-La N OUf/eUe Justine 

Tn Sade's work the uneasy conscience of the debauched l ibertine 
.L represents a transitional state o f  mind between the conscience 
of social man and the atheistic conscience of  the philosopher of 
Nature.  It  offers a t  one and the same time those negative elements 
which Sadean thought, in its dialectical movement, makes grea t  
efforts t o  eliminate, a n d  the positive elements which will make i t  
possible t o  move beyond this intermedia ry state o f  mind i n  order to 
get to the atheistic and asocial philosophy of Nature and a moral 
system based on the idea of  Nature a s  perpetual motion. 

The libertine's conscience maintains a negative relationship 
with God on one hand and with his neighbor on the other.  Both the 
notion of God and the notion of his neighbor are indispensable to 
him. The relationship with God i s  negative because the libertine's  
conscience, as we find i t  in Sade,  i s  not atheistic in a cold-blooded 
way ; rather i ts atheism i s  the result o f  effervescence and therefore 
of resentment ; his a theism is only a form of  sacrilege. Only the 
p rofanation of  religious symbols i s  able to convince him o f  his ap-

6S  
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p a rent a theism, which is thus clearly distingui shable from the con
science of the atheistic philosopher for whom sacrilege has  no sig
nificance beyond its  revela tion o f  the weakness of the indivi dual who 
indulges i n  i t .  

At t imes  the  a theism which i s  affected by the  l ibertine consci ence, 
and the wrong which i t  proj ects doing, are meant to be provoca
tions addressed to the absent God, as  though scandal ous p rovoca
tions were a way o f  forcing that God to manifest his existence : 

I f  there were a God and i f  that God possessed power, would he allow 
the vi rtue which honors him to be sacrificed to vice as you intend to do ; 
would this all-powerful God allow a weak creatu re like myself who, com
p ared to him,  is as the mite in the eye of  the elephant, would he, I 
ask, allow this feeble creatu re to insult him, scoff at him, stand up to 
him,  and offend him as I take pleasure in doing at every moment of the 
day ? 

This kind o f  impunity adds to the del ight  o f  the l ibe rtine con
science : the greater the puni shment merited by his action, the 
greater the value which he  a ttributes to crime. His conscience is  
always activated by remorse ; indeed,  the remorse seems to provide 
the energy for h is  crimes.  The debauched l ibertine does not seek 
to commit  actions which have been rendered indifferent by p e rpet
ual motion, a s  the atheist  philosophe rs cl a im. What  he seeks to 
commit is evil ; the pursuit of evil will be essential to the extension 
of his sphere o f  enjoyment : "vVhat animates u s  i s  not the object of 
l ibertinage,  but rather the i de a  o f  evi l ."  As a result, the obj ect of 
l ibertinage holds no interest unless  i t  leads to the doing of  greater 
evil .  Nor does he exclude the possibi l i ty o f  doing evil  well ; on the 
contrary, in  that possibil ity he  finds the whole value o f  crime. The 
conscience of the debauched S a  dean keeps its  cl aim on free will and 
uses i ts  moral categories ,  al l  the while maintaining a belief in  its  
abil ity to do evil .  The conscience o f  the debauched l ibertine,  accord
ing to Sa de's  description, not  only app e a rs to be in complete op
posi tion to atheism but also has  a rela tionship with the analysis of  
ev i l  for  evi l ' s  sake  which we find in Saint Augustine ' s  Confessions.  

Such a conscience i s  consequently susceptible to elaborating an 
entire destructive theology centered about the religion of  a Supreme 
B eing o f  Wickedness,  the only Sup reme Being tha t  Saint-Fond, the 
exempla r  of the grea t  l ibertine and debauched lord, i s  willing to 
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profess. This religion of evil i s  not yet ready to deny crime as the 
philosophy of perpetual motion does, but prefers to admit it as an 
outflow from the existence of an infernal God. Nor is it the refuta
tion of the dogma found in the first version of Justine, that the in
nocent must be sacrificed for the salvation of the guilty. It  is only 
the other side of that doctrine j i t  exalts the necessity of injustice 
existing in God. In fact, confronted with the mystery of Revelation, 
the astonished reason-if it wishes to articulate the dogma in lan
guage which also conveys its sense of scandal-is obliged to substi
tute the material of  blasphemy for the revealed matter. In that way 
i t  gives an exact expression to the impression made by the mystery 
on a reasoning faculty which has been abandoned to its own re
sources. From that point on, when confronted with crime and suf
fering, it will see in orthodoxy an attempt to legitimate the crimes 
of the gui l ty party through a theory of expiation based on the ex
piatory virtue of the sufferings of the innocent. Actually, orthodoxy 
attributes crime to man's freedom to sin, and attributes the expia
tory vi rtue earned by the innocent party' s suffering to the innocent 
party's account. What the scandalized reason is  imputing to ortho
doxy is precisely what reason itself wishes to proclaim as its own 
doctrine-a doctrine which, though its conclusions go in a quite 
contrary direction, will have the appearance of seeking to set up 
its meritorious terms on the basis of  a supernatural origin for sin. 
All the ills with which God afflicts man can thus be considered 
as the ransom God exacts before he allows man the right to inflict 
suffering and to be unlimitedly vicious. To the extent that God can 
be viewed as the original guilty party who attacked man before 
man could attack him, to that extent man has acquired the right 
and the strength to attack his neighbor. And if this divine aggres
sion has been of vast proportions, it has thereby legitimized for all 
time the impunity of the guilty party and the sacrifice of the inno
cent. 

If the evils which overwhelm me from the day of my birth to the day 
of my death prove God's indifference to me, then I may very well be 
mistaken about what I call evil. What I characterize as evil where I am 
concerned is apparently a very great good where the being who has 
brought me into the world is concerned. And if I receive evil from others, 
I enjoy the right of returning it, and even the facility of delivering evil 
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to them fi rst ; once I become aware of this, evil becomes good for me as 
i t  is  for the being who h as created me in  his dealings with me, and I 
am pleased by the evil I do to others as God is pleased by the evil he 
h as done to me . • . .  

Evil "which i s  a moral being and not a created being, an eternal 
being which exi sted before the world and which formed the mon
strous and execrable being who created so bizarre a world," can 
only sustain that world through evil, can only perpetuate i t  for evil,  
and allow other creatures to exist  only i f  they are impregnated with 
evil : 

This mode which is the very soul of the creator is also that of the crea
ture who is shaped by it. It  will exist even after the soul's demise. Every
thing has to be wicked , barbarous, inhuman-as your God is---and these 
are the vices which must be adopted if one wishes to please him ; not that 
there is  much hope of succeeding, since that evil which always does harm, 
the evil which is  God's essence, could not possibly be susceptible either 
to love o r  gratitude. If this God who is  the center of  evil and ferocity 
torments man, and has N atu re and other men torment him throughout 
his existence, what reason is  there to doubt that he acts in the same way, 
and perhaps even involuntarily, on this wisp which survives after man 
and which . . .  is nothing other than evil ? . . .  No matter what his con
duct in this world may be, no man can escape this frightful fate because 
everything which has been b rought to l i fe in the womb of evil must 
return there. That is the law of the universe. Thus the hateful elements 
of the wicked man are absorbed into the center of the wickedness which 
is God in order to return and animate still other beings who will be 
born to similar corruption because they are the fruit of corruption. 

What will happen to the good creature ? 

The man you call vi rtuous is not good , or if he is good toward you, he 
certainly i s  not toward God, who is nothing other than evil ,  who desi res 
nothing but evil, who seeks nothing but evi l .  The man you speak of is 
simply weak, and weakness is an evil .  Such a man, since he is  weaker 
than the absolutely vicious being, . . .  will suffer all the more. . . . 
[But] the more m an shall have mani fested vices and fai lures in this 
world ,  the closer shall he come to his unchanging goal which is  wicked
ness, and the less will he have to suffer consequently when he is reunited 
in the home of wickedness which I consider to be the prime matter of  
the world's formation. 

Thus " far from denying God, as the a theist does ,  or of pardoning 
Him all his  wrongs, as  deists do,"  the conscience of  the debauched 
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libertine agrees to admit God with all his vices. The existence of 
evil in the world affords him the chance to blackmail God, whom 
he considers the eternal Guilty Party because he is the original 
Aggressor. To accomplish this goal, the libertine constantly has re
course to traditional moral categories as though to a pact which 
God has violated. Suffering becomes a promissory note drawn on 
God. 

The libertine conscience also needs to establish an equally nega
tive relationship with i ts neighbor : "I am pleased with the evil I 
do to others as  God is pleased with the evil he does to me." The 
libertine' s  enjoyment comes from the fact of the continuous opposi
tion between this idea and the notion of love for one's neighbor. 
He makes use of this opposition in establishing his theory of pleas
ure through comparison.  One of the four debauchees in The 
120 Days of Sodom says : 

Only one essential is missing from our happiness---pleasure through com
parison, a pleasure which can only be born from the sight of the un
happy, and we see none of that breed here. It's at the sight of the man 
who isn't enjoying what I have and who is  suffering that I know the 
charm of being able to say : I am happier than he is. Wherever men are 
equal and where differences do not exist, happiness will never exist ; it's 
quite like the situation of the man who doesn't appreciate the price of 
good health until he has been ill.  

How then are the unfortunate to be comforted ? 

The pleasure which comes to me from this pleasant comparison of their 
state with mine would not exist i f  I were to comfort them. By with
drawing them from their misery, I would allow them to taste a moment 
of happiness which, since i t  draws them closer to me, would remove the 
whole joy of comparison . • . .  In order to establish more firmly this es
sential difference in happiness, it would be preferable to aggravate thei r 
condition . . . .  

Thus the conscience of the debauched libertine, though i t  turns 
them upside down, i s  content to remain with those moral categories 
which the atheist conscience will condemn as structures forged by 
the weak. But, out of  their need for comparisons, the strong put 
their  own strength on trial. By making a comparison of his condi
tion with that of the unfortunate, the fortunate man makes a fatal 
identification with him. In tormenting the object of  his lust in order 
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to derive pleasure from his suffering, and by seeing in the suffering 
of another his own suffering, h e  will also see h is  own punishment. 
Saint-Fond, after having mistreated a family of poor people out
rageously, supposedly has  himself assailed by two men whom he 
h a s  ordered to whip him. This staged whipping i s  carr ied off so 
well that the fear which h e  inspires in the weak becomes, in this  
exhibition of  strength, h i s  own fear : " I  love to make them undergo 
the sort of thing which troubles and overwhelms my existence so 
cruelly . . . .  " At this stage, his  conscience remains riveted to the 
real ity o f  the others ; he  hopes to deny that reality but only inten
s ifies it by the love-hatred which he  avows for others.  The de
bauched man remains attached to the victim of  his lust and to the 
individual i ty of that victim whose sufferings he  would like to pro
long "beyond the bounds o f  eternity-i f eternity has  any."  The 
true atheist,  to the degree that he really exists , attaches himself to 
no obj ect ; caught in  Nature's  perpetual motion, he obeys his  im
pulses,  looking upon others as  no more than Nature's slag. The 
consci ence of  the debauched libertine cannot give up its all too 
human aspirations ; perhaps only the stoic atheist would be capable 
o f  doing so.  The l ibertine' s  conscience remains obsessed not only 
by h i s  neighbor as  victim, but also by death.  He cannot give up the 
singular hope of a future and infernal l i fe which amounts to saying 
that  he  cannot consent to the annihilation o f  his  "sinning body" 
p reci sely because of his senseless desire to work out h i s  fury on the 
same victim throughout etern i ty.  

In  this phase,  his conscience none the less  betrays a murky 
need for expiation-an expiation which, i f  h i s  need could be 
elucidated, would have no other direction than that of self-l iquida
t ion,  a freeing o f  the self by the self .  These are the posi tive p a r
t iculars o f  his  conscience. The degree to which he seeks expiation i s  
the degree t o  which h i s  conscience represents one o f  the moments 
of Sade's  own conscience. His need for expiation seeks satisfaction 
in  his willingness to risk eternal damnati on-in order, without 
doubt, to nourish the sufferings of his victim ; but his  willingness 
also impl ies  a continued desire to share that suffering. 

Saint-Fond reveals still another cha racteristic trait  of the l iber
tine conscience : pride in h i s  s i tuati on,  scorn for h is  fellow man,  
and, finally, a hatred, mixed with fear,  o f  "that vile low l i fe known 
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a s  the people. " All the elements of this haughty attitude go hand 
in glove with the exercise  of  humiliating debaucheries, most of 
which are planned to deliver a shock to popular morality : "Only 
minds organized like ours know how well the humiliation imposed 
by certain wanton acts serves a s  p ride' s  nourishment." In effect, 
what the popular o r, better, the bourgeois mentality would be in
capable either o f  admitting o r  o f  understanding is that those who 
are supposed to be the guardians of the social order should, by 
their voluntary degradation, challenge that order and, in so doing, 
overturn all social values.  But in this humiliat ion-even though it 
i s  only a fiction for the Sadean libertine-there is also manifest a 
desire for voluntary debasement and, in that need, an indication of 
the libertine's belie f  that his  superior social position gives him 
special rights. Chief  among these rights is his right to revise the 
notion of  what man is. It is an experimental right, one which could 
not be extended to the common run of mortals without danger. It 
is p recisely the exercise of this right to conduct forbidden experi
ments which, born from the libertine conscience, will form one of 
the fundamental commitments of  the Sadean conscience. 

Sade's materia listic atheism, when expressed in works pub
lished a decade a fter the Dialogue between a Priest and a Dying 
Man, has  lost all  the serenity characteristic of that pamphlet. The 
materialists and Encyclopedists, who were Sade's contemporari es, 
when they admit matter considered as p erpetual motion to the role 
of  the universal agent which excludes any need for God's existence, 
imply that knowledge of the laws governing this matter may allow 
for a better individual  and social morality, as  well as  an unlimited 
rational exploitation of Nature by man. Still, the arguments of  La 
Mettrie,  Helvetius, and Holbach undergo an unexpected develop
ment when they come into contact with Sadean thought. For Sade 
the substitution of Nature in a state of perpetual motion for God 
signifies, not the arrival o f  a happier era for humanity, but only the 
beginning of  tragedy-the tragedy being man's open and conscious 
acceptance o f  the · change. Here we can detect the Nietzschean 
theme which opposes to the sufferings of  the innocent a conscious
ness which agrees to endure its guilt because the guilt is the price 
o f  feeling alive. This i s  the hidden sense o f  the atheism which 
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differentiates Sade so clearly from his contemporaries.  To admit 
matter considered as  perpetual motion as  the one and only universal 
agent i s  equivalent to agreeing to live as  an individual in a state of 
p e rpetual  motion. 

As soon as a body appears to have lost motion by its  passage from the 
state of  life to what is improperly called death, it  tends, from that very 
moment, toward dissolution ; yet dissolution is a very great state of mo
tion. There is, therefore, no moment when the body of the animal is at 
rest ; it never dies ; but because it no longer exists for us, we believe that 
it no longer exists at all. Bodies are transmuted . . .  metamorphosed, but 
they are never inert. Inertia is absolutely impossible for matter whether 
matter is organized or not. Weigh these truths carefully and you will see 
where they lead and what a twist they give to human morality. 

Once a rrived at this observation, finding himself on the threshold 
of the unknown, his thought turning back on itself, he withdraws 
still further,  scandal ized by the sheer inevitability of his conclu
sions. Then he takes hold of  himself and accepts his discoveries. As 
a result, the a theistic and material i stic speeches of  some of his  
characters strike us  as  just  so many moments in h is  thought's effort 
to get away from moral categories ;  this i s  what gives the speeches 
their quite special  dramatic fl avor. Matter, which i s  perpetually in 
motion and which trembles  with pleasure without being able to ob
tain any pleasure on this side of destruction or dissolution, seems 
to be  neither blind nor without will. I sn ' t  there some purpose in 
thi s universal agent ? 

We become the public at a s trange spectacle where Sade in
sults Nature as he used to insult God ; he discovers in Nature the 
traits o f  that God who created the greatest number o f  men with 
the aim o f  making them run the risk of  eternal tortures " even 
though i t  would have conformed more with goodness and with 
reason and justice to create only stones and plants rather than to 
shape men whose conduct could only bring endless chastisements." 
But what a frightful state Nature puts u s  in,  

since disgust with l i fe becomes so strong in the soul that there is not a 
single man who would want to live again,  even if such an offer were 
made on the d ay of  his death . . .  yes, I abhor Nature ; and I detest her be
cause I know her well. Aware of her frightful secrets, I have fallen back 
on myself and I have felt . . .  I h ave experienced a kind of pleasure in copy
ing her foul deeds. What a contemptible and odious being to make me see 



Pierre Klossowski  + 73 

the daylight only in order to have me find pleasure in everything that does 
harm to my fellow men. Eh quai! I had hardly been born . . .  I had hardly 
quit  my cradle when she d rew me toward the very horrors which are her 
delight ! This goes beyond corruption . . .  it is an inclination, a penchant. 
Her barbarous hand can only nourish evil ; evil is her entertainment. 
Should I love such a mother ? No ; but I will imitate her, all the while 
detesting her. I shall copy her, as she wishes, but I shall curse her un
ceasingly . . . •  

These are the words of  the chemist, Almani ,  a character 
whose psychology reflects marvelously well one o f  the positions set 
forth in Sade's  thought. Like the debauched libertine, Almani is 
still evolving within the sphere o f  moral categories.  Evil strikes 
him as being Nature's  unique element, a s  i t  was the unique element 
o f  the God who was absent to the debauched libertine. And this 
criminal chemist also believes that the solution to the problem of 
evil  i s  to be evil .  Sade's  thought here offers a further attitude of 
purely human revolt, a revolt which has no hope other than to reo 
main revolt. The reproach directed against Nature, even more 
than the reproach directed against God, is  clearly destined to reo 
main without answer and even without any psychic benefit, since i t  
i s  addressed to a s ituation whose very corruption excludes any idea  
of  justification. The atheist mind which launched the  anathema 
against Nature,  had wanted its effort to render absurd the reproach 
which he  cannot repress and which escapes from him in spite of 
himself. His  conscience, though i t  accepts Nature as  the supreme 
instance , has not yet given up the mechanism of moral categories 
which, in his  struggle against God, has  been f6und to be useful and 
necessary. In God his conscience found vengeance. But once God 
has been rej ected, his maneuver is undone by the discovery o f  per· 
petual motion. Since the notion o f  movement absorbs all idea o f  
annihilation that goes beyond a simple modification o f  matter's 
forms, man can no longer reply by outrage to what  h e  considers 
N a ture's outrage ; man feels he is unavenged. 

We see another factor developing in Almani ' s  statement. Its 
effect is to show us tha t  evil appears  in  his speech only as  a simple 
term adequate for translating the effect of  the natural dynamism 
with which the scientist's mind hopes to identify itself. What we 
see in Almani ' s  resolve to copy the "foul deeds" of Nature is  an 
effort at  reconcil iation with universal order or, better, with uni· 
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versal disorder. As his indignation expresses its astoni shment, 
curiosity and the desire to know become manifest ; the mind tends 
more and more toward considering i tsel f as an integral part of 
Nature, which has now become the domain of its investigations. I f  
mind di scovers in natural phenomena ,  not only blind and necessary 
laws, but also its own purpose-and thereby a coincidence of its 
purpose with those natural phenomena-then those phenomena 
will belong to i t  as so many suggestions which mind must bring 
into reality. 

"Punishments are always proportionate to the crime, and 
crimes are always proportionate to the amount of information 
possessed by the guilty party : the Flood presupposes extraordinary 
crimes, and those crimes presuppose that we possess information 
infinitely greater than what we really have." These are Joseph de 
Maistre ' s  comments on original sin. What I should like to empha
size here for later use is the idea of a crime-information relation
ship, a notion strikingly represented in Sade's thought and even 
more strikingly in that of certain of his heroes. If knowledge ends 
by becoming a crime, what we call crime must contain the key to 
knowledge. As a result, it i s  only by extending the sphere of crime 
further and further that mind, reaching those extraordinary crimes, 
will recover its lost knowledge-that knowledge which is infinitely 
greater than what we have. 

Possessed by such dispositions, Sade will push materialistic 
atheism to a point where it will be invested with the form of a 
truly transcendental fatalism. We see an example of this in the 
Sys tem of Nature set forth by the Pope in his long discussion with 
Juliette. Here Sade's thought determinedly gets away from its 
human condition in order to attempt integration with a mythical 
cosmogony-the only chance i t  has, apparently, of getting away 
from the trial where i t  stands as much accused as i t  was at the 
beginning of i ts efforts. In vain Sa de seeks a judge who will acquit 
him, and does this even though he has withdrawn the judge' s com
petence in the realm of human morality. 

Sade first of all admits of  the existence of an original and 
eternal Nature who exists outside the realm of the three kingdoms 
of species and of creatures [ the animal, vegetable, and mineral ] .  
"Were Nature to find herself subj ect to other laws, the creatures 
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who are the result of  her present laws would no longer exist ." 
Nature would stil l exist , though under different laws. " Creatures, 
neither beautiful nor good nor valuable ," are the result only of 
blind laws. Nature creates man in spite of  hersel f ; she creates laws 
specially applicable to man and, from that point on, she has no 
further control over him. At the beginning of the Pope's speech, 
this Nature is seen as being enti rely distinct from man's nature ; but 
though man is  no longer dependent on this original Nature, he still 
cannot escape from the laws which are properly his : the laws of 
self-preservation and procreation. These laws, moreover, are in no 
way necessary to Nature, and this i s  the first indication of his ir
relevance within the core of the universe. He can quadruple his 
species or annihilate it completely without the universe's feeling the 
slightest change . Here Sade sees Nature becoming aware of the 
competitor her own movement has raised up : 

If man multiplies his species, he is right according to his own lights ; i f  
he destroys his species, h e  i s ,  b y  the same lights, wrong ; b u t  in Nature's 
eyes all this is changed. If  he multiplies, he is wrong because he takes 
away from Nature the honor of a new phenomenon, since the result of 
the laws which govern him is necessarily new creatures. If those who 
have been issued forth do not propagate, Nature will issue forth new 
ones and will enjoy a faculty she no longer has . . • .  

In multiplying, man, since he follows a law inherent only to him, 
does decided harm to the natural phenomena which are within 
Nature's capacity. Foreseeing the conflict, Sade modifies his termi
nology to render i t  more accurate for a description of the process 
he wishes to dramatize : "If creatures destroy themselves, they are 
right as far as Nature is concerned, for they then cease to make 
use of  a received faculty, but not of an imposed law, and commit 
Nature to the necessity of developing one of her most beautiful 
faculties . . . .  " 

Multiplication of the species is no longer considered to be a 
law which the creature cannot get away from ; i t  is only a faculty 
which competes with Nature's original faculty. More and more, as 
the speech gets more deeply into its description of the conflict, 
Nature, first admitted as a force obeying blind laws, reveals herself 
as having purpose : she i s  creative evolution .  Sade says openly that 
man, in propagating or by not destroying himself, binds Nature to 
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the secondary l aws of the species and deprives her of her greatest 
potential .  Nature, if she thereby finds hersel f the first slave to her 
own laws, seems only more aware of it and manifests with even 
greater impetuousness the desire to break the chains of her l aws : 

Doesn't she show us to what extent our multiplication disturbs her . . .  
how much she would like once more to escape by destroying our pro
creative ability . . .  doesn't she prove this to us by the afflictions with 
which she ceaselessly overwhelms us, by the divisions and dissensions she 
sows in our midst . . .  by this tendency toward murder with which she 
inspires us at every instant . . . .  Consequently, those murders which our 
laws punish so rigorously, those murders which we assume to be the 
greatest outrage which one can do to Nature, not only, as you can see, 
do her no wrong but cannot do her wrong ; rather they become useful to 
her outlook, since we see her imitating them so often and since it is cer
tain that she does so only because she hopes for the total annihilation of 
the creatures she has issued forth in order the better to en joy her faculty 
of creating new ones. The greatest scoundrel on earth, the abominable 
and ferocious and barbarous murderer is thus only the organ of her laws 
. . .  only the motive power of her wishes, and the surest agent of her 
caprices. 

In these pages we see the dimensions of the path which Sadean 
man has  traversed from his theology of a Being supreme in i ts 
wickedness to this conception of Nature. We saw him at  first ac
cepting the existence of God in order to declare God guilty and to 
take a dvantage of  God's everlasting guilt ; later we saw him con
fusing this God with a no less ferocious Nature, but still keeping 
himself on the side of  moral categories. But the satanization of  
Nature was  only a preparation for the l iquidation of  moral cate
gories. The conception of a Nature which aspires to recapture her 
highest potential signifies in effect the dehumanization of Sade' s 
thought-a dehumanization which now takes on the form of a singu
lar  metaphysics. If Sade, in contradistinction to what he habitually 
affirms, now goes so far as to consider man entirely distinct from 
Nature, i t  i s  primarily in order to emphasize better a profound lack 
of harmony between the notion of the human being and the notion of 
the universe. Eager to reclaim his own rights, he i s  also eager to 
explain that the extent of  Nature' s efforts must be measured in 
direct proportion to that lack of harmony. In Sa de's a ttempt we 
might also see his  will to separate himself from man by imposing 
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on himself the  categorical imperative of  a cosmic situation which 
demands the annihilation o f  all that is  human. Without doubt, what 
Sade i s  trying to do is  declare his separation from a Na ture which 
i s  the slave o f  her own laws-and to do so without N a ture' s know
ing about it .  But though Nature,  as it is sa id elsewhere in the 
System of Pope Pius VI , uses this means to recover her powers, her 
work in making populations perish from time to time from illness, 
cataclysms, wars, and discord, or from crimes of  scoundrels, actually 
works only to the profit of that secondary nature of the three 
kingdoms which are ruled by the laws of  a perpetual metempsycho
sis .  Even were she to send out great criminals or great  plagues 
capable of annihilating the three kingdoms ,  she would only commit 
another impotent act. To bring about their disappearance, Nature 
would have to destroy herself totally, and she does not have that 
kind of  mastery. 

Thus the scoundrel's murders not only help Nature attain goals she 
would otherwise never fulfill but also aid the laws which the kingdoms 
received along with their initial impetus. I say at their first impetus in 
order to facilitate understanding of my system ; since there was really no 
creation, and since Nature is eternal , the impetus is given perpetually and 
lasts as long as there are beings. The impetus would end when there 
were no more creatu res, and at that point would favor other impetuses 
which would be those desired by Nature ; but Nature will only arrive at 
that point when there is a total destruction of the goal toward which 
crimes tend. The result of this situation is that a criminal who might be 
able to overwhelm the three kingdoms all at once by annihilating them 
and thei r productive faculties would be the individual who had best 
served Nature . . . .  

A too perfect harmony would have even more drawbacks than 
disorder ; if war, discord, and crimes were to be banished from the 
earth, the mind of the three kingdoms, turned to the greatest 
violence , would then destroy all the other laws of Nature. 

The heavenly bodies would all  stop, the influences would be suspended 
because of the unbalancing dominion of one of them ; there would no 
longer be either the force of gravity or of motion. Thus it is that the 
crimes of men, disturbing the power of the three kingdoms, prevent that 
power from arriving at a point of dominance and maintain that perfect 
equilibrium in the universe which Horace called rerum concordia discors. 
Crime is  therefore necessary to the world ; and the most useful crimes 
are those which create the greatest disturbance : a refusal to propagate 
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and destruction . • .  these are examples of crimes essential to Nature . . • •  

[Yet] enough crimes will never be committed on this earth to satiate 
Nature's burning thirst for them. 

Sade soars directly into myth. The philosophy of his  century no 
longer suffices once it becomes a question of resolving the problem 
raised by cruelty. As we have just seen, he would like to in tegrate 
cruelty into a universal system where i t  would be brought to its 
pure state by recovering its cosmic function. Henceforth, passions 
-from the simple passions to the complex ones-have a trans
scendental significance : if man believes he is  satisfying himself in 
being obedient to them, he i s  in reality only satisfying an a spiration 
which goes beyond his  person. 

That murderer believes he is destroying ; he thinks that he is absorbing. 
This is sometimes the starting point of his remorse. Let us bring him 
complete tranquillity on that score ; and i f  the system which I have j ust 
developed is not yet within his grasp, let us prove to him by facts visible 
to his eye that he has not even the honor of destroying, that the annihila
tion of which he boasts when he is healthy and which causes him to 
tremble when he is i l l ,  is thoroughly null ,  and that it is impossible to 
achieve any success in  his enterprise. 

Let us for a moment compare the principle of l ife  and death, which 
will determine Sade's  new position on the problem of destruction, 
with Freud's  death instinct. Freud, opposing this instinct to that of 
Eros-the l i fe instinct-uses the two notions as the basis for his 
ontological theory. While Freud only envisages l ife at  the organic 
level, S ade-much more the metaphysician despite appearances to 
the contrary-admits of  no difference between l ife at  the organic 
and inorganic level ; he detaches himself from all considerations 
which relate to the species and to the social milieu in  order to offer 
a single principl e : 

The principle of l ife in all beings is no other than the death principle ; 
we receive them both and nourish them both at the same time. At that 
moment we call death, everything appears to dissolve ; we believe this 
because of the excessive difference which is  then visible in  this portion 
of  matter which no longer seems alive. But this death is only imaginary ; 
it exists only figuratively and has no reality. Matter, deprived of the 
more subtle portion of matter which endowed i t  with motion, is not 
thereby destroyed ; all i t  does is change form, become corrupt, and that is 
al ready a proof of the motion i t  conserves. It  nourishes the earth, fertilizes 
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i t ,  and helps in the regeneration of the other kingdoms as  well as  in its 
own. There is,  in the end, no difference between the first life we receive 
and this second life we call death ; for the first is  made from the matter 
formed in the woman's womb while the second follows the same p rocess : 
matter is renovated and reorganized in the earth's entrails. . . .  The 
original creation is an example of this : these laws produce their first 
progeny through a process of exhaustion ; they p roduce other progeny 
only through destruction. In the first instance, matter is corrupted ; in 
the second, it is putrefied. In both processes we see the only causes of this 
immensity of successive creations ; they are nothing but the initial prin
ciples of exhaustion and annihilation. 

Corruption, putrefaction, dissolution, exhaustion, and annihilation : 
these are aspects of l ife 's  phenomena which will have a meaning 
for Sade that is as moral as i t  i s  physical. Only motion i s  real ; 
creatures are nothing but motion's changing phases. There is a 
temptation to make a very cautious compari son between this con
ception of perpetual motion and the Hindu doctrine of samsara. 
Nature 's aspiration to escape from herself in order to recover 
an unconditioned state would seem to be a dream much like that 
proposed by the notion of Nirvana-at least to the extent that a 
Western man has a capacity for such dreams. Sade, rather than 
setting off on the path which Schopenhauer searched for, thrashes 
out the one Nietzsche was to follow : the acceptance of samsara, 
the eternal re turn of the same thing. 

Sadean man-having accepted the notion of a Nature which i s  
no more shrewd in wickedness than the Supreme Being, no more 
voracious than the Minotaur, but rather enslaved from the start by 
her own laws and the first among the universe's victims-will 
arrive at a point where he considers himself a microcosm of N a
ture, suffering, like Nature, from his  own activi ty. That activity, 
ra ther than allowing Nature to achieve her highest potential, allows 
her only to create, to destroy, to create anew, along with her 
creatures, in a cycle which proves her impotence . The Pope's Sys tem 
shows us two competing forces : Nature 's aspiration to recover her 
highest potential , and the principle of the l ife and death of the 
three kingdoms which i s  the principle of  perpetual motion bringing 
about successive creations. In reality, the phenomena are the same. 
Perpetual motion i s  blind, but the aspiration to escape from the 



80  * THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

laws of this m o tion by destruction and crime does no more than 
show our awareness of  motion' s role.  Sadean man will discover his  
own conflict in this dual ism and perhaps catch glimpses of a final  
solution. The problem o f  the cycli c  creation and destruction posed 
by N a ture i s  not much different from the problem o f  the reality of 
others as i t  appears to his  conscience. Just as  N a ture creates ob
stacles for herself by her will to create,  Sadean man cre a tes  h is  
neighbor out  of  a wi l l  to  create himself. He seems to do th is  out 
of a need to destroy the other. Yet he had once a spired to a break 
with this necessity ; through his aspiration toward innocence he had 
a dmitted the existence o f  others and given them reality.  Still  he  re
mained saddled with the necessity of destroying ; and since he wished 
to prolong the existence of others, he became guilty at  that very 
moment because he had decided to prolong the others' existence 
only in  order to destroy them. Like N a ture , which always and 
simultaneously a spires to and renounces its  highest potential, 
Sadean man faces the question of whether he can renounce others 
and be prepared to destroy. 

If comparison with the unfortunate-a compari son which re
mains indispensable if the libertine is to know happiness-presup
poses the exi stence of his neighbor, the first step to be taken in the 
direction of a rena turalization of cruelty will be  to deny the reality 
o f  h i s  neighbor and to rid the notion of neighbor of i ts  meaning. 
In implying the neighbor' s existence, the pleasure of  comparison 
implies evil .  Love o f  neighbor, the chimera which haunted Sade, i s  
converted b y  the libertine conscience into a love-hatred of  the neigh
bor. Here the l ibertine makes a mistake, for love-hatred of his  
neighbor, while i t  helps  liquidate the reality of  the other, l iquidates 
h is  own reality.  

How can S adean man ever give up his  obj ect, which i s  the 
other, and accept destruction in all its  puri ty,  a s  he must do i f  he 
i s  faithful to his  idea of  a N a ture freed from the need of  creating ? 
To do so,  he must renounce,  not just  the other, but also his  in
dividual condition as a self. 

In apparently solipsistic terms,  a quanti ty of statements made 
by Sade's  characters implies a doctrine  whose conclusions are 
thoroughly opposed. Under the guise  o f  a Nature aspiring to i ts 
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highest po tential, the doctrine takes absolute and sovereign desire 
as  its  principle.  But  in the name of  this principle ,  it  establishes be
tween the self and the other a negative reciprocity : 

The false ideas which we have of the creatures who surround us are still 
the source of an infinite number of judgments whose moral basis is erron
eous. We forge chimerical duties for ourselves where our relations with 
these creatures are concerned, simply because they think they have similar 
duties toward us. If we have the strength to renounce all that we ex
pect from others, our duties toward them will be immediately annihilated. 
What, after all , are all the earth's creatures when measured against a 
single one of our desires ? And by what right should I deprive myself of 
the least o f  my desires in order to please a creature who is  nothing to me 
and who holds no interest whatsoever for me ? . . .  

Once the other i s  nothing, not only am I no longer anything for 
him, but I am nothing where my own conscience i s  concerned, and 
it makes little  difference whether the conscience i s  still mine. For i f  
I break with the other o n  the moral level, I shall also have broken, 
on the level o f  existence, with what I properly am. At any moment 
I can fall to the mercy of  the other who will offer me the same sort 
of  statement as  my own : Let us  have the strength to renounce all 
that we expect from others. The wager i s  pragmatic. Yet, even 
before this kind of statement is  made,  the reflective process which 
leads to it has gone much further in its investigations. 

The moral nihilism which tends to suppress awareness of one
self and the other on the level o f  acts, but which implies  no fewer 
contradictions on Sade's  part, appears here a s  the last consequence 
o f  his  atheism. In effect Sade could not limit himself to denying the 
existence of a personal God, the principle o f  a self who is respon
sible and who is the guarantor of Sade's own selfhood and privacy ; 
he must also attack him. Just as we saw him a ttacking the principle 
of the conservation and propagation of the species, we see him now 
making an i ssue o f  the normative principle of  individuation in order 
to give free scope to the erosive forces he has described : the per
versions and abnormalities which indicate the emergence within 
the individual of a sensitive polymorphism by which conscious in
dividuation has been accomplished within individuals. But far from 
being satisfied with describing those abnormali ties, he lends them 
the eloquence of his spokesmen who refute the existence of a God, 
guarantor of the norms, in order to plead, in the l anguage of  those 
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very norms, the cause of  the abnormalities they bear. Now the 
supposed abnormalit ies are  abnormalities only to the degree that 
they are expressed in this language-the l anguage of  a conscience 
which i s  unable to take account of thei r posi tive content, that is, o f  
t h e  positive polymorphism which, i n  a negative manner a n d  in ac
cordance with Sade's  rationalistic terminology, remains tributary.  
Here we are touching on the singula r relationship between Sade 
and reason, on the constant interaction between the abnormal and 
thought, and on the contradiction between reason' s effort to enun
ciate universals even as i t  pleads-and in pleading offers an extreme 
example o f  reason reduced exclusively to its own terms-the very 
special cause of abnormality. But we are a t  the same time touching 
on the adventure of  a conscience and are seeing its misunderstand
ings and i ts snares once it begins to mediate on the meaning of 
those forces which are  hostile to individuation. What it does i s  
invert those forces so that they may be transformed into wha t  the 
agent most needs in order to give credibil ity to his speech. Sa de 
elucidates this misunderstanding without really resolving i t ; and, 
through his spokesmen, he  disguises the snares i t  contains and thus 
p rovides the Sa dean conscience with some elasticity. 

The dose of  cruelty with which Nature has more or less fur
nished each individual i s  no more than the other s ide of desire with 
which everyone identifies himself, as  though he were its  only agent, 
in the moment of initial awareness of the self. For at  that point the 
impulse to cruelty endangers him with destruction j ust a s  he en
dangers others.  

The man who a sks : what a re all  the earth's creatures when 
measu red against the least  of my desires ? is already the victim of 
the misunderstanding, the plaything of  an impulse which raises 
questions about itself .  He i s  individuated but he resents his in
dividuation. The impulse of desire can lend i ts  absolute character 
to the individual who, as h is  part o f  the bargain, lends his language 
to  desire which has no language.  Language borrows desi re 's  vio
l ence because violence is scarce in the individual who suffers as 
much from i ts lack as  he would like to see the other suffer. The 
result is  that he turns against the other the challenge which had 
been directed against him : Let us have the s trength to ren ounce 
wha t we expect fro m  o th ers. The formula permits a rupture which 



Pierre Klossowski 1- 83  

compensates his  rhetorical solipsism by bringing back into question 
his awareness o f  himself. 

With this as  his  point of  departure, Sade a ttempts to find an 
outlet for the necessity to destroy by a negation o f  destruction ; his 
concept o f  a Nature who destroys her own works now identifies 
destruction with the purity of  desire. This i s  the proposal contained 
in his theory of apathy whose therapeutic value is in its capacity to 
provoke the renunciation 'of the other's reality ,  but as  a conse
quence, of  his own reality too. 

The practice of  apathy, a s  it is suggested by Sade's characters, 
presupposed that what we call soul, conscience, sensitivity, heart, 
are only miscellaneous structures brought about by a concentration 
of the same driving forces. Under pressure from the world of 
others, these forces can transform the faculties into intimidating 
influences ; but just  as  readily, when under pressure from our own 
inner drives ,  they can become subversive influences ; in either in
stance, thei r  reaction is immediate. What remains constant is the 
fact that our own inner forces intimidate us  at  the very moment 
that they make insurgents out o f  us. 

Blot out your soul . . .  try to find pleasure in everything that alarms your 
heart ; arrive quickly . . •  at the perfection of this brand of stoicism ; in 
apathy you will discover a whole host of new pleasures which are delecta
ble in a way quite different from those you think are found in the 
source of your fatal sensitivity. On the basis of  my errors, I have estab
lished principles ; since that time, I have known felicity. 

How does this intimidating insurrection, or this insurrectional in
timidation, work its way in us ? By images which, seen before we 
act, incite us either to act or  to suffer acts, and also by images of 
acts which, already committed, come back to us  and rekindle the 
conscience ; the conscience they rekindle is ,  of  course, that faculty 
as it has  been reconstructed by dormant drive s : 

On one side there is the impossibility of reparations, and on the other 
the impossibility of figuring out which we should have the greater re
pentance for. Conscience grows dizzy and is so silent as to make us 
capable of extending crime beyond the limits of life. This condition in
dicates that conscience has a very special quality when compared with the 
other moods of the soul : it can annihilate itself because its operations 
have been amplified. 
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Yet elsewhere Sade observes that the same is  true of sensitivity : 
"Any extension of it leads to its annihilation. "  That observation 
confirms him in his belief that the same drives are at work in both 
structures , working either to intimidate or to subvert. Thus our 
awareness of ourself and of others is  the most fragile and the most 
transparent of functions. As soon as our impulses intimidate us by 
creating fear or remorse, either on the basis of images of actions 
performed or  actions still to be undertaken, we must substitute acts 
of any kind each time the images seem on the verge of becoming 
substitutes for acts or a hindrance to our performing them. Thus 
Juliette is encouraged 

• . •  to do in cold blood the same things which, done in frenzy, are 
capable of making us remorseful. By doing this we deal from strength 
each time virtue shows her head again, and this habit of molesting her 
in a positive way, at the moment when a certain calm in the senses 
seems to make her reappearance possible and desirable, is one of the surest 
ways of annihilating her forever. Use this secret, it  is infallible ; as soon 
as a moment of calm produces virtue in the guise of remorse-and that 
is always the guise she uses in order to recapture us--as soon as that hap
pens, immediately do the thing you were thinking about with regret . . • •  

How can this practice of  apathy become a viable method for the 
achievement of "voluptuous toughness" ? Nothing would seem more 
contradictory in Sade than this break with others when the result of 
the abolition o f  our duties toward others and their consequent 
exclusion from our sensitivity is translated dearly and constantly 
by acts which, because of their violence, need the other-acts which 
by their very nature re-establish the reality of the other and of 
myself. 

If the other i s  no longer anything for me, and if I am nothing 
for the other, how can these acts be performed since, in effect, they 
would turn out to be the acts of a nothing on a nothing ? 

In order that this nothing never again be filled by my reality 
and the reality of the other, through the presence either of enj oy
ment o r  of remorse, I must disappear in an endless reiteration of 
acts  which I run the danger of regretting because, when they are 
suspended, the reality o f  the other imposes itself on me once again. 
I also run the risk o f  overestimating them because of the enj oy
ment they bring me. The risk is there once I take credit for that 
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enjoyment o r  that regret, or once I give credit for it to the other 
who may be its source. 

Saint-Fond, the perfect type of  the perverse libertine who has 
not got beyond the stage of  negative feeling for his fellow men, 
fails in his fidelity to this necessity by allowing his victim as much 
reality as he allows himself. In effect, his conscience is intimidated 
by its own impulses ; only this can explain his wish to pursue his 
victim-always the same victim-throughout eternity. His self
awareness functions in terms of the awareness he continues to have 
of his victim's  self-awareness in moments of suffering, a self-aware
ness which makes the victim an accomplice in the delights of the 
torturer. 

What i s  the purpose behind this reiteration of  similar acts 
which is dictated by the moral attitude of apathy ? Sade clearly 
understood the difficulty even in those moments when he was unable 
to resolve the dilemma : the enjoyment which negative contact with 
the other procures for me should be anticipated quite as much as 
remorse. Remorse here is only the other side of enjoyment, and 
the two are only different forms of behavior which have their  
sources in the same drives. Henceforth acts  should not be  informed 
by that enjoyment which is procured by the particular qualities of 
a single "victim, "  but only by the negation of  the obj ect which 
provokes such acts. And in order that this reiteration may validate 
a negation of destruction itself-to a point where it is emptied of 
all content-the number of reiterated acts and the quantity of sac
rificed objects become of capital importance. Quantity depreciates 
the value of objects ; quantity undermines my reality and that of 
the other.  Thus the moral principle of  apathy, which provokes the 
greatest disturbance in the drives ,  tries to create a coincidence of 
the disturbance with an equally strong wariness designed to guaran
tee the purity of the disturbance. I f  the habit of apathy is to render 
the individual capable of doing in cold blood acts which would have 
brought remorse when done in  a moment of frenzy, a similar 
p rocess could be found for vice ; with the result that virtue would 
never have a chance to make us remorseful. "In virtue's name you 
will no longer conceive of repenting, because you will have grown 
accustomed to doing evil in answer to virtue's reappearance, and 
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in order to do evil no longer you would prevent her from ever 
appearing . . . .  " 

Could this be the solution to the dialectical drama visible in 
the Sadean conscience ? The answer depends on an answer to a 
more difficult question : Can the conscience of Sadean man accept 
any solution ? To get beyond the notion of evil, which is  always 
conditioned by the degree of  reality he accords to others, we have 
seen Sadean man carry the exaltation of the ego to its height ; yet 
the height of this exaltation was supposed to be found in apathy 
where the ego abolished itself simultaneously with the other, where 
enjoyment disassociated itself from destruction, and where destruc
tion identified itself with desire in its pure form. In this way, the 
Sadean conscience reproduces in its own operations the perpetual 
motion of  nature which creates but which, in creating, sets up 
obstacles for herself. The only way she recovers her liberty, even 
momentarily, i s  by destroying her own works. 

-TRANSLATED BY JOSEPH H. McMAHON 
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In the Year rIll of the Republic ( 1 800 ) ,  Sade published 
a four-volume work which he entitled Les Crimes de l'Amour 
and for which he wro te an in troductory text, Idee sur les 
romans. This discursive essay con tains much which, a hun
dred and fifty years later, may seem naive and, considering 
i ts author, a trifle conventional. It is none the less a re
markable essay, as Edmund Wilson has rightfUlly noted, 
"in which he [Sade] shows a comprehensive knowledge of 
the history of European fiction from the Greek romances 
through Boccaccio, Cervantes, Mme. de La Fayette, Mari. 
vaux, Richardso n  and Fielding, to Monk Lewis and Mrs. 
Radcliffe ( who figures as 'Radgliffe' ) .  He lays down some 
excellen t principles, all of which he has more or less vio
lated : that the novelist must no t  depart from what is 
probable; that he must no t  interrupt his story with incidents 
that are either too frequent or not  properly related to the 
subject; that i t  should never be the author who moralizes 
but always one  of the characters in his novel, and that he 
ought not even then to be made to except when he is 
forced to by cirCllms tances."l 

Sade came to writing relatively late in life. Although 
the recent  discovery of his miscellaneous works ( CEuvres 
diverses )  reveals that his initial literary efforts date from 
a period much earlier than was originally thought, these 

1 Edmund Wilson : Th. Bit Bet'Wren My Tuth, A Literary Chronicle 0/ 
1950-1965. New York, Farrar, Str aus and Giroux, 1965, p. 206. 
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are none  the less the works of a dilettan te, and it is n o t  
unreaso nable to assume t h a t  Sade, h a d  he remained a free 
man through o u t  his life, might never have become a writer. 
Priso n  fettered the libertine; i t  m ade the writer. 

Sade scholars Maurice Heine and Gilbert Lely bo th 
date the birth of Sade the wri ter as approxima tely 1 780, 
two y ears after his incarcera tion in cell No. 6 of the 
Vincennes prison.  "It was around 1 780, in the course of his 
fortieth y ear, that the pris o ner of the R oyal du ngeons be
gan his gigan tic labor as a writer. As Maurice Heine n o tes, 
Sade found salvation  in his wri ting, which he came to loo k  
upo n  a s  t h e  purpose of h i s  life ."2 

Sade was not a man of half measures, and when he  
turned to wri ting h e  devo ted himself to i t  with the same 
to tal dedica tio n h e  had earlier sh own in h is  pursuit of liber
tine pleasures . His letters fro m  prison  abound with reques ts 
for and judgments upon li terary and philosophical works : 
" To refuse m e  Jean-Jacques' Confessions, now there's an 
excellent  thing, above all after h aving sent  m e  Lucretius 
and the dialogues of Voltaire; that dem onstrates great 
judiciousness, profo und discernmen t in your spiritual guides. 
A las, they do me much h o n o r  in reckonin.q that the writings 
of a deist can be  dangerous reading for me; would that I 
were s till a t  that  s tage."  Thus Sade to his wife, in 1 783.3 
When the Bastille was s tormed in 1 789 and Sade's former 
cell sacked-he had been removed ten days before to the 
Charenton  Asylum a t  the reques t of the Bastille auth ori
ties, who accused him of inciting the populace to revolt4-
the rio ters discovered, and lo o ted, Sade's prison  library of 

some six hundred volumes, "several of which were of great 

2 Gilbert Lely : La Tlie du Marquis de Sade, Vol.  II .  Paris, Libr airie 

Gallim ard, 1957, p. 277. 
3 See The M a rquis de Sade : The Comf/lete Justine, Philosof/hy in the 

Bedroom, and Other Writings. New York, Grove Press, 1965 ,  p. 1 3 3. 
4 The B astil l e  logbook, in its entry for July 2, 1 789, notes : "The Count 

de  Sade shouted several  times from the window of the Bastil le that the 
prisoners were being slaughtered and that the people should com e to 
liberate them." (Ibid., p. 100.) 
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value."5 Having dedicated himself to li terature, Sade, in 
prison, became a voracious reader and studen t of li teratures 
past and present.  His "Reflections on the Novel" reveals 
the extent  of his reading, and if his judgmen ts are n o t  in
variably accurate, his li terary perception is often acute, as 
is demons trated by his preference for the English novelists 
Fielding and Richardson as opposed to the "fas tidious por
traits of love's sighs" and the " tedious bedside conversa
tions" of the French novelis ts of the period. 

No table by its absence fro m  Sade's essay on fiction is any 
mention of Choderlos de Laclos' Les Liaisons dangereuses. 
It cannot  be supposed that Sade was unfamiliar with that 
novel, given the immense success i t  had enjoyed following 
its publication in 1 782-a success none of Sade's work 
would ever attain, at  leas t during the author's lifetime. 
Gilbert Lely has uncovered evidence to show that Sade and 
Laclos spen t seven months together in the same prison
La maison de Sante at Picpus-from the end of March to 
the middle of October, 1 794. From Sade's subsequent si
lence concerning Laclos' novel, Lely sugges ts that the two 
men may have quarreled during their term in Picpus to
gether. The more likely hypo thesis is that Sade was, purely 
and simply, jealous of Laclos-jealous perhaps of his popu
lar success, but  doub tless even more because he mus t have 
realized ( his essay on  the novel is too astute for him n o t  
to have known i t )  that Laclos h a d  written a veritable 
mas terpiece of cynicism and evil. Sade's no tebooks con tain 
a Plan d'un roman en lettres ( "Outline for an epis tolary 
novel" ) which is suspiciously reminiscen t of Les Liaisons 
dangereuses and lends credence to the theory that Sade 
regarded Laclos as a rival who had, in Lely's words, 
"encroached upon a domain he deemed to be exclusively his 
own." 

"Reflections on the Novel" also  provides evidence of 
ano ther literary rivalry, that between Sade and Res tif de la 
Bretonne, a writer Sade loathed. The sentimen t was mu tual. 

5 Lely, op. cit., Vol. II, p. 349. 
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It was Res tif who first referred to Sade as the "monster
author" and who, as an act of revenge against the popu
larity of Justine, wro te a novel en titled Anti-Justine. Unlike 
Sade's book, n o ted Res tif, his was one "which wives can 
read to their husbands," a work which will make the reader 
"adore women, cherish them, and loathe all the more the 
vivisector who has jus t  been released from the Bas tille ."  
Sade in turn assailed R es tif for being a lowly hack who 
wro te with such speed, in the base pursuit  of money, that 
he had to keep a prin ting press a t  the head of his bed. 

On 30 Vendemiaire,  Year IX ( the 22nd of October, 
1 800 ) , the critic Pilleterque published a review of Les 
Crimes de l 'Amour in which he violen tly attacked the s tories 
themselves, the essay which served as an in troduction ,  and 
the author, who m  he implicitly accused of being the author 
of the anonymously published Justine. Sade was not one to 
allow such an indictment  or such innuendos to go unan
swered; his reply appeared in the form of a pamphlet issued 
by Sa de's publisher Masse in the Year Xl ( 1 803 ) . Because 
of their his torical and in trinsic in teres t, and because the 
Pille terque-Sade dialogue forms a logical appendix to the 
essay itself, we have included both in the present volume. 

"A no te on  the cover of the twentieth and final no te
book  of his autograph manuscrip t," writes Maurice Heine, 
"informs us that Sade's work in the form of the novella and 
short s tory consis ts of fifty tales .  Sixteen of these, among 
the shorter or a t  least the more anecdo tal, were intended 
to be  classed as Historiettes and included as part of a two
or three-volume collection of essays en titled Le Portefeuille 
d'un homme de lett res. Thirty more, so arranged that the 
somber s tories would alterna te with the gay, were des tined 
to comprise a four-volume work, with a preface by the 
author, en titled Contes et Fabl iaux du XVI I I" siecle, par 
un troubadour proven�al . "8 All this material was wri tten in 

8 Maurice Heine: Le Marquis de  Sadt. Paris, Librairie Gall imard, 19S0, 
pp. 262-263. Heine rel ates the fate of the four remaining stories : "One 
(Les Filaus) was reserved for possible inclusion in another work ; another 
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the Bastille during the years 1 787 and 1 788, and is thus 
subsequen t to the composition of The 120 Days of Sodom. 

We find in the manuscript of the projected Contes et 
Fabliaux du XVIII" siecle the following descriptio n  of the 
work in Sade's hand:  

This work comprises four volumes, with an engraving 
for each tale,. these short tales are in terspersed in such 
a manner that an adven ture which is gay, and even 
naughty but well within the limits of modesty and 
decency, will follow immediately upon a serious or 
tragic adven ture . . • .  7 

Twelve years later, in the Year VIII, Sade published 
his collection as Les Crimes de l'Amour in which, abandon
ing his original plan to alternate the somber with the gay, 
he included only the "serious or tragic." An article on the 
work which appeared in the Journal de Paris on 6 B rumaire,  
Year IX ( the 28th of October, 1800 ) -thus barely a week 
after Villeterque's attack-speculated on the reason for the 
change in contents .  Commenting first upo n  the "fecundity 
of the author's  imagination" and the "great  variety of situa
tions portrayed," the author of the unsigned review went 
on to observe : "He [Sade] doubtless thought that his som
ber hue was better suited to us now and for some time to 
come, since in this realm [ of tragedy] reality s till continues 
to surpass fiction ."s 

Of the thirty s tories Sade had planned to include in 
his Contes et Fabliaux du XVIII" siecle, only eleven were 
retained in Les Crimes de l 'Amour.  One of these, Eugenie 
de Franval, has already appeared in our earlier volume of 
Sade's writings. In the present volume we include two 
o thers : Florville and Courval, or The Works of Fate and 
E rnestine, A Swedish Tale. The latter tale will be found in 

( Les In/ortunes de  la  vertu) was expanded into a novel ; and the  two 
others (Seide, conte moral et philosophi'1ue and l'Epou," complaisant) were 
suppressed by the author." 

7 D.-A.-F. de Sade : His/orieltes, Contes et FabliauxlDorci. Paris, Jean
J aequos Pauvert, 1957. 

S Lely : op. cit., Vol. II, p . . 564. 
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Part Four, together with the play Oxtiern, or The Mis
fortunes o f  Libertinage, which was adapted from it. 
Florville and Courval is rightly ranked by Lely as among 
the best of Sade's shorter fiction, o n  a par with Eugenie de 
Franval. This is the story which especially offended and 
incensed Villeterque, for in it Sade, relying upo n  coincidence 
-or fate-to a degree unusual even for him, renders the 
heroine guilty of a series of crimes as heinous as they are 
involuntary. Pierre Klossowski has commented judiciously 
on this tale : 

To her future husband, Florville appears an honest 
and sincere young woman who seems bent on clarify
ing her strangely burdened past . • . .  Not only does 
Monsieur de Courval not seem jealous of those who 
have happened to precede him in his intended wife's 
affections, but is, o ne might say, immersed in a kind of 
trance fro m  which he slowly awakens. This uncon
sciousness has its meaning : Courval seeks happiness in 
conjugal life--in o blivion,  actually. He to o is guilty; 
that is the true source of his sympathy for Florville. 
When she completes her confession, everything seems 
to arrange itself : Courval, described to us at the be
ginning as a man who asks for nothing more than a 
mild, peaceful calm in wedded life, is only anxious to 
conclude his marriage in all haste-thanks, it would 
seem, to the scabrous adventures of his fiancee. It is 
evident that, under the cover of exceptional generosity, 
Courval incarnates that Sadean satisfaction derived 
from possessing Florville's apparently unveiled secret; 
but actually, Sadean suspicion is incarnated in the hero
ine. Florville is  an enigma to herself, quite as the 
human spirit is at the start of its itinerary, before being 
able to know itself as only God knows it. The author's 
demon lodges itself in Florville and proceeds to possess 
her until she is at last exposed to herself for what she 
is.9 

9 Pierre Klossowski : Sade m o n  prochain. Paris, Editions du Seuil,  1947. 
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Reflections on the Novel 

CJ i )e give the name "novel" to any work of imagination fash. 
YY ioned from the most uncommon adventures which men ex· 

perience in the course of their  lives. 
But why is this kind of literary work called a novel ?l 
Amongst what people did the novel originate, and what are 

the most famous examples that history has to offer ? 
And, finally, what are the rules one must follow in order to 

succeed in perfecting the art of writing the novel ? 
These are the three questions we propose to discuss. 
Let us begin with the etymology of  the word. There being no 

trace of this term, as  it  relates to this type of composition, amongst 
the peoples of antiquity,  we must, i t  would seem to me, concentrate 
upon discovering how the term, which we still use today, first came 
into our language. 

The " Romance" language was, as  we know, a mixture of Celtic 
and Latin,2 in  use under the first two dynasties of our kings.s It  i s  

1 T h e  English term "novel" derives from t h e  French nouvelle ( short story) and 
the Latin novellus, the diminutive of nO'fJU1 ( new ) .  But S ade, in his etymological 
and historical ruminations, is referring of course to the French equival ent, that is to 
the term roman. It might h ave made more sense, in transl ating, to use the English 
"romance," a cognate of the word around which Sade theorizes. But in English this 
word has become too colored, and limited to a certain type of frivolous fiction. Through
out this ess ay, therefore, for S ade's roman the term "novel" has been used.-Tr. 

2 Actu ally, the v arious Romance l anguages retain in general only a few words 
and expressions from the l angu age n ative to each region prior to the advent of the 
Latin. In French, less th an a hundred words can be tr aced back to the Celtic.-Tr. 

3 That is, the Merovingian and the C arolingian.-Tr. 
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reasonable to assume that the works of the kind to which we are 
referring, written in this language, must have borne the same name, 
and the term une romane must have been used to describe a work 
in which the emphasis is upon amorous adventures,  as the term 
romance was used to describe ballads or lays of the same type .  All 
efforts to di scover any other etymological origin for thi s word come 
to naught ; as  common sense offers no alternative, it would seem 
simplest to adopt the above. 

Let us move on then to the second question. 
Amongst what people did the novel originate, and what are 

the most famous examples history has to offer ? 
The novel is generally thought to have originated with the 

Greeks, from whom it  passed over to the Moors and thence to the 
Spaniards, who subsequently transmitted it  to our troubadours. And 
they in turn passed it on to our courtly storytellers. 

Although I respect this theory of the novel's line of  descent, 
and although there are even parts of it I subscribe to, I none the 
less can in no wise adopt i t  literally. Is i t  not, in fact, difficult to 
accept without reservation in an era when travel was so infrequent 
and communication so sporadic ? There are customs, habits, and 
tastes which cannot be  transmitted ; inherent in all men, they are a 
part o f  man's make-up at birth. Wherever man exists, inevitable 
traces of these customs, habits, and tastes can be discovered. 

Let there be no doubt about i t : i t  was in the countries which 
first recognized gods that the novel originated ; and, to be more 
specific, in Egypt,  the cradle of all divine worship. No sooner did 
man begin to suspect the existence of immortal beings than he en
dowed them with both actions and words. Thereafter we find 
metamorphoses, fables,  parables, and novels : in a word, we find 
works of fiction as  soon as fiction seized hold of the minds of men. 
Thus we find fabulous works of imagination the moment i t  becomes 
a question of imaginary creatures : when whole nations, at first 
guided by priests, after having slaughtered each other in the name 
o f  their  chimerical divinities,  later take up arms for their  king or 
the ir  country, the homage offered to heroism counterbalances the 
tribute paid to superstition ; not only do they then most rightly sub
stitute these new heroes for their  gods, but they also sing their 
warriors' praises as  once they had sung the praises of heaven ; they 
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embroider upon the great feats of their lives, or, weary o f  relating 
tales about them , they create new characters who resemble them . . .  
who surpass them, and soon new novels appear,  doubtless more 
probable and far more suitable for man than were those tales  that 
extolled naught but phantoms. H ercule,4 the mighty captain, having 
valiantly to do battl e  against his enemies : this i s  the historical hero ; 
Hercules,  destroying monsters,  cleaving in twain giants : that  is the 
god . . .  the fable,  and the origin of superstition ; but of  reasonable 
superstition, since its only basis i s  the reward for heroism, the 
grati tude due to the liberators of  a nation, whereas the superstition 
that invents uncreated and never perceived beings has no other 
motive behind it than to provoke fear and hope,  and to unsettle the 
mind. 

Every people ,  therefore, has its gods, its demigods, its heroes, 
its true stories, and its fables ; some part of it ,  as we have just 
seen, can have a solid basis in fact, as i t  pertains to the heroes ; all 
the rest is pure fantasy, incredible ; it  i s  all a work o f  pure inven
tion, a novel, because the gods spoke only through the medium of 
men who, more or  less  interested in this ridiculous a rtifice, did not 
fall to make up the language of phantoms, from whatever they 
imagined would be most likely to seduce or terrify, and, conse
quently, from whatever was most incredible .  "'Tis common knowl
edge ,"  said the scholar Huet, " that the term 'novel' was once ap
plied to history, and tha t  i t  was later applied to fiction, all of  which 
is proof positive that the one derived from the other ." 

There were ,  therefore , novels written in every l angu age and 
in  every country of  the world, the events and styles of  which were 
modeled both after the customs of the country and opinions com
monly held therein. 

Man i s  prey to two weaknesses,  which derive from his exist
ence and characterize it.  Wheresoever on earth he dwells, man feels 
the need to pray, and to love : and herein lies the basis for all 
novels. Man has written novels in order to portray beings whom he 
implored; he has written novels to sing the praises of those whom 

4 H ercule is a generic n ame, made up of two Celtic words, H er-Coule, which means 
Sir-Captain. H ercoule was the name given to a general in the army, and thus there 
were a goodly number of  H ercoules. Mythology subsequently attributed the amazing 
feats of several to one. ( Se e  Hisloire des Celtes, by Pe1outier. ) 
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he loves . The former, dictated by terror or hope, must have been 
somber, full of exaggeration, untruths, and fictions, such as those 
that Esdras composed during the Babylonian captivity. The latter 
are full of  niceties and sentiments, as typified by Heliodorus' 
A ethiopica, a love story about Theagenes and Charicleia . But a s  
man  prayed, and as he 10'Ved, wheresoever he  dwelled on  the face 
of the earth, there were novels, that is ,  works of fiction, which at 
times depicted the fanciful obj ects of  his worship, and at times those 
more concrete objects of his love. 

One should therefore refrain from trying to trace the source 
of this  kind of writing back to one nation in preference to another ; 
one should be persuaded by what we have just said that all nations 
have more or less employed this form, depending upon the greater 
or lesser predilection they have had either for love or for super
stition. 

Let us cast a cursory glance now at those nations which have 
been most receptive to works of fiction, and at the works themselves 
and those who have written them. Let us follow the line down to 
our own day, in order to allow our readers to be in a position to 
make their own comparisons. 

The earliest novelist whereof antiquity speaks i s  Aristeides of 
M iletus, but none of his work remains extant. All we know is that 
his prose romance was called Milesian Tales. A reference in the 
preface of The Golden Ass seems to indicate that Aristeides' works 
were licentious : "I am going to write in thi s same manner ," says 
Apuleius, in the beginning of The Golden A 55. 

Antonius Diogenes, a contemporary of Alexander, wrote in a 
more polished style in The Lo'Ves of Dinias and Dercillis, a novel 
full of fabrications, charms, and spells , of voyages ,  and of most re
markable adventures-a work that Ie Seurre copied in 1 74 5 ,  in a 
short, even more extraordinary work ; for, not content to take his 
heroes through familiar lands, as had Diogenes, Ie Seurre at times 
takes them to the moon, and at times down into the bowels of  hell. 

Next come the loves of Rhodanes and Sinonis, wri tten by 
Iamblichus of Syria ; the loves of Theagenes and Charicleia which 
we have already mentioned ; Xenophon's Cyropaedia; the loves of 
Daphnis and Chloe, by Longus ; the loves of Ismene and Ismenia ; 
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and a whole host o f  others, some translated, others totally for
gotten today. 

The Romans, more critically minded and more given to spite 
and malice than to love and prayer, confined themselves to a few 
works of satire, such as those by Petronius and Varro, which should 
in no wise be classed as novels. 

The Gauls, more inclined to these two weaknesses, had their 
bards, whom we can consider as the first novelists in that part of 
Europe wherein we dwell today. The occupation of these bards, 
says Lucan, was to render in verse the immortal acts of their na
tion's heroes, and to sing them to the accompaniment of an instru
ment which resembled a lyre ; very few of these works have come 
down to us today. 

Then we have the words and deeds of Charlemagne, attrib
uted to Archbishop Turpin of Reims, and all the tales of the 
Round Table-Tristram, Lancelot, Perceval-all written with a 
view toward immortalizing known heroes o r  inventing others mod
eled a fter them but who, embellished by the imagination, surpass 
them by the wonderment of their deeds. But what a great gulf 
separates these long, boring, and supersti tion-laden works from the 
Greek novels which had preceded them ! What barbarity, what 
coarseness followed after those tasteful and pleasing works of fic
tion whereof the Greeks had given us the models ; for though there 
were doubtless others before them, these are the earliest with which 
we are familiar  today. 

The troubadours were next to appear, and although we ought 
to class them as poets rather than as novelists, the multitude of 
agreeable tales in prose that they composed is none the les$ reason 
enough for us to grant them a rightful place amongst the writers 
of whom we are speaking. Let anyone who doubts this claim cast 
his eyes upon their fabliaux-written in the Romance language dur
ing the reign of Hugh Capet5-which Italy hastened to emulate. 

This beautiful part of Europe, still groaning beneath the yoke 
of the Saracens and still far removed in time from that period when 
she was to become the birthplace of the Renaissance in the arts, 
boasted almost no novelists prior to the tenth century. They ap-

5 Founder, in 978 A.D., of the Capeti an dynasty, the third dynasty of French kings 
which ruled, through fourteen kings in  direct succession, until 1328.-T,.. 
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pea red more or less at the same time as did our troubadours in 
France, and indeed imitated them. But let us be quite candid con
cerning this glory : it was not the I tali ans who became our masters 
in this art, as  Laharpe contends ( page 242, vol. II I ) , but, on the 
contrary, on our own soil in France that they received their train
ing : ' twas a t  the school of our troubadours that Dante, Boccaccio ,  
Tasso, and even to  some degree Petrarch, sketched out their com
positions ; almost all of Boccaccio 's tales can be found as well in 
our own fabliaux. 

The same cannot be sa id for the Spanish , versed in the art of 
fiction by the Moors, who themselves derived i t  from the Greeks, 
having the entire body of  Greek fiction translated into Arabic ; they 
wrote delightful novels ,  much imitated by our writers ; of which 
more later. 

As gallantry took on a new aspect in France, the novel im
proved, and ' twas then, that is  to say at the beginning of the previ
ous century, that Honore d'Urfe wrote his novel A slree, which led 
us  to prefer-and most deservedly so-his charming shepherds of 
the Lignon to those foolish knights of  the eleventh and twelfth 
centuries . From that time forth, the rage to emulate seized all those 
whom Nature had endowed with a taste for this kind of writing. 
The astonishing success of AS lree, which was still being widely read 
midway through the present century, had completely captured 
people ' s  fancies ,  and the work was widely imitated, though never im
proved upon. Gomberville, La Calprenede , Desmarets, and Scudery 
all thought to surpass the original by substituting princes and kings 
for the Lignon shepherds, and they slipped back into the error 
which their  model had managed to avoid. Scudery's sister made the 
same mistake as her brother : like him, she wanted to ennoble 
d'Urfe's manner and style and, like her brother, she substituted 
boring heroes for charming shepherds. Instead of portraying, in the 
person of Cinna, a prince such as Herodotus had painted him, she 
composes an Artamene more insane than all the characters in 
Astree, a lover who can do naught but weep from morn till night, 
and whose languors, instead of  becoming an obj ect of interest to us ,  
only tax our patience . The same drawbacks in her Clilie, wherein 
she endows the Romans, whom she badly distorts, with all the 
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absurd qualities of the models she was following, which have never 
been better depicted. 

I f  I may be permitted to go back for a moment, I should like 
to keep the promise I made to take a cursory look at  Spain. 

To be sure, i f  knighthood had served as a source of inspiration 
for our novelists, to what extent had i t  not also influenced writers 
on the other side of  the Pyrenees ? The contents of Don Quixote's 
library, amusingly catalogued by Miguel Cervantes, clearly demon
strate it ; but, however that may be, the renowned author of the 
memoirs of the greatest madman that any novelist has ever con
ceived most certainly has no rival worthy of the name. His im
mortal work, known throughout the world, translated into every 
language ,  and perforce considered the foremost novel ever written, 
doubtless possesses,  more than any other novel, the art of story
telling, of blending agreeably the various adventures,  and especially 
of being edifying and amusing. "This book,"  said Saint-Evremond, 
"is  the only one I reread without getting bored, and the only book 
I should l ike to have written."  The twelve stories by the same 
author,  highly interesting and full of  wit and refinement, definitely 
place this renowned Spanish novelist in the front rank ; without him 
we might possibly not have had either Scarron's charming work o r  
the greatest part of Lesage's .  

After d'Urfe and his imitators, a fter the Ariadnes and the 
Cleopatras,  the Pharamonds and the Polixandres-all those works , 
in short, wherein the hero, after languishing throughout nine vol
umes, was happy indeed to marry in the tenth-after, I say, all this 
hodgepodge unintelligible today, there appeared M adame de La 
Fayette who, albeit beguiled by the languorous tone she found in the 
works of her predecessors, none the less shortened them consider
ably. And in becoming more concise she became more interesting. 
I t has been said that ,  because she was a woman ( as though this sex, 
naturally more delicate, more given to writing novels ,  could not 
aspire in the realm of  fiction to many more laurels than we ) ,  i t  has 
been claimed, I say,  that Madame de La Fayette was aided a great 
deal, and was able to write her novels only with the help of La 
Rochefoucauld with what regards the reflections and of de Segrais 
with what regards the style ; be  that as i t  may, there is  nothing 
more interesting than Zayde, nor any work more agreeably written 
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than La Princesse de Cleves. Gracious and charming lady, though 
the graces may have held your brush, is love not sometimes allowed 
to guide i t ? 

Fenelon appeared on the scene and thought to make his  mark 
by poetically offering guidance to sovereigns who never paid him 
any heed. Voluptuous lover of  Guyon, your soul had need to love, 
your mind fel t the need to paint ; i f  only you had forsaken pedantry 
o r  your pride in teaching kings how one ought to rule, we would 
h ave had from your pen more than one masterpiece, rather than a 
single book which no one reads any longer.  The same cannot be said 
for you, delightful Scarron : t i l l  the end of t ime,  your immortal 
novel will provoke laughter, your scenes will never grow old or out
dated. Telemachus, who had but one century to live, will perish be
neath the ruins of this century which already is no more ; and your 
actors from Le Mans, gracious and beloved child of  madness, will 
amuse even the most serious readers, so long as  men shall dwell 
upon the face of  the earth.  

Toward the end of the same century, the daughter of  the cele
brated Poisson ( Madame de Gomez ) ,  penned works in a manner 
fa r different from the writers of  her own sex who had preceded 
her,  but they were no less pleasant ; and her Journees amusan tes, as 
well as  her Cents nouvelles, will,  despite their  shortcomings, always 
form the nucleus of the l ibrary for those who enj oy this kind of 
writing. Gomez understood her art, ' twould be impossible to refuse 
her  this rightful encomium. Ma demoiselle de Lussan, Mesdames de 
Tencin and de Graffigny, Elie de Beaumont, and Riccoboni vied with 
her ; their writings, full o f  refinement and taste, are most assuredly 
an honor to thei r  sex. De Gra ffigny's Lettres d'une Peruvienne 
will always remain a model of  tenderness and sentiment, and those 
of Mylady Catesby, by Riccoboni ,  could serve eternally as  a model 
to those who aspire to naught but grace and l ightness of  touch. 

But let us  return to the century we left, urged on by the desire 
to render homage to the gracious women who held sway in this kind 
o f  writing, wherefrom the men could learn most excellent lessons. 

The Epicureanism of  writers such as  Ninon de Lenclos, 
M a rion Delorme, the Ma rquise de Sevigne and the Messieurs La 
Fare,  de Chaulieu, de Saint-Evremond-in short of  all that charm
ing group which, awakening from the languors of the goddess o f  
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Cytherea, began to come around t o  Buffon's opinion "that there i s  
naught that i s  good i n  love save the physical"-soon changed the 
tone of the novel. 

The writers who emerged thereafter sensed that earlier in
sipidities would no longer amuse a century perverted by the Re
gency, a century which had recovered from the follies of chivalry, 
the absurdities of religion, and the adoration of women, and which, 
finding it simpler to amuse or to corrupt these women than to serve 
them or shower fulsome praise upon them, created scenes, situa
tions, and conversations more in keeping with the spirit of the 
times : they clothed cynicism and immorality in a pleasant, banter
ing, and sometimes even philosophical style ,  and at least gave 
pleasure if they did not edi fy. 

Crt!billon wrote Le Sopha, Tanza', Les Egarements de coeur et 
d' esprit, etc.-all novels which indulged vice and strayed from virtue 
but which, when they were offered to the public, were greeted with 
great success. 

Marivaux, more original in his manner of portraying, and 
terser in style ,  at least offered convincing characters, captivated the 
heart and made his public weep. But how, with all that  energy, 
could anyone possess a style so precious and mannered ? He is proof 
positive that  Nature never accords the novelist all the gifts re
quired to perfect his art. 

Voltaire's goal was quite different : having no other purpose in 
mind than to insert philosophy into his novels, he gave up every
thing else in exchange. And with what skill he succeeded in attaining 
his goal l And, despite all the criticisms, Candide and Zadig will 
always remain pure masterpieces I 

Rousseau, to whom Nature had granted in refinement and 
sentiment what she had granted only in wit to Voltaire, treated the 
novel in another way altogether. What vigor, what energy in La 
Nouvelle Helolse l While Momus was dictating Candide to Vol
taire, love was etching with its flaming torch every burning page of 
Julie, and we can safely assert that this sublime book will never be 
bettered ; may that truth cause the pen to fall from the hands 
of  that legion of ephemeral writers who, for the past thirty years, 
have continued to pour out poor imitations of that immortal orig
inal ; let them be made to feel that, in order to equal that work, they 
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would have to possess a fiery soul like Rousseau's and a philosophic 
mind such as  his-two traits Nature does not bring together in a 
single person more than once a century. 

Athwart all that, M a rmontel offered us what he called Moral 
Tales, not because he was teaching morality ( as one esteemed man 
o f  letters has  said ) , but because the tales portrayed our customs ,  
albeit a trifl e  too much in the  mannered style o f  M arivaux. What, 
in  fact, do these tales add up to ? Puerilities,  written solely for 
women and children, and indeed ' twould be hard to conceive that 
they came from the same hand as  Belisaire, a work which in itself 
would be enough to assure the author's fame ; did he who had 
written the fifteenth chapter o f  this book have to aspire to the 
petty fame o f  having given us  these rosy-hued tales ? 

Finally, the English novels ,  the vigorous works of Richardson 
and Fielding, a rrived to teach the French that 'tis not by portraying 
the fastidious languors of love or the tedious conversations of the 
bedchamber that one can obtain any success with the novel, but by 
depicting robust and manly characters who, playthings and victims 
o f  tha t  effervescence of  the heart known as love, reveal to us both 
its dangers and i ts misfortunes ;  only by so doing can this evolution 
be shown, this portrayal of  passions so carefully traced in the Eng
lish novels. 'Tis Richardson, ' t i s  Fielding, who have taught us that 
the profound study o f  man's hea rt-N ature ' s  veritable l abyrinth
alone can inspire the novelist ,  whose work must make us  see man 
not only as  he is, or  as  he purports to be-which i s  the duty of  the 
historian-but as he i s  capable of being when subj ected to the 
modifying influences of  vice and the full impact of passion. There
fore we must know them all ,  we must employ every passion and 
vice, i f  we wish to labor in  this field. From these works we also 
learn that 't is  not always by m aking virtue triumph that a writer 
arouses interest ; that we most certa inly ought to tend in that direc
tion, insofar as it is possible, but that this rule,  which exists neither 
in N a ture nor in the works of Aristotle ,  is  simply one that we 
should like all men to follow for our own sake and happiness, and 
is in  no wise essenti al in the novel , nor i s ' t  even the one most 
likely to awaken the reader's  interest. For when virtue triumphs, 
the world i s  in jo int and things as  they ought to be,  our tears are 
stopped even, as  i t  were, before they begin to flow. But if, a fter 
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severe trials and tribulations, we finally witness virtue over· 
whelmed by vice, our hearts are inevitably rent asunder, and the 
work having moved us deeply, having, as Diderot was wont to say, 
"smitten our hearts in reverse ,"  must inevitably arouse that interest 
which alone can assure the writer of his laurels. 

Imagine for a moment : i f  the immortal Richardson, after 
twelve or fifteen volumes, had virtuously concluded by converting 
Lovelace, and by having him peacefully marry Clarissa, would the 
reader, when the novel was thus turned round, have shed the de
lightful tears it now wrings from every sensitive soul ? 

'Tis therefore Nature that must be seized when one labors in 
the field of fiction, ' tis the heart of man, the most remarkable of her 
works, and in no wise virtue, because virtue, however becoming, 
however necessary it may be, i s  yet but one of the many facets of 
this amazing heart, whereof the profound study is  so necessary to 
the novelist , and the novel, the faithful mirror of this heart, must 
perforce explore its every fold. 

Learned translator of Richardson, Prevost, you to whom we 
are indebted for having rendered into our language the beauties of 
that renowned author, do you yourself not also deserve an equal 
share of praise for your own work ? And is't not only fair and right 
that you are called the French Richardson ? You alone had the 
ability to hold the reader's attention for a long period by complex 
and intricate fables , by always sustaining one's interest though 
dividing i t ; you alone were sparing enough of your episodes that 
interest in your main plot waxed rather than waned as they grew 
more numerous and more complex. Thus that multitude of events 
wherewith Laharpe reproaches you is not only the source in your 
work of the most sublime effects, 'tis also what proves most clearly 
both the quality of your mind and the excellence of your talent. 
Finally ( to add to our own opinion of Prevost what others have 
thought as well ) ,  "Les Memoires d'un homme de qualile, Cleve
land, L' His toire d'une Grecque moderne, Le M onde moral, and 
above all Manon Lescaut6 are filled with touching and terrible 

6 Wh at tears one sheds upon reading this delightful work I How beautifully is 
Nature portrayed therein, and how interest is not only sustained but successively 
heightened ! How many difficulties are overcome ! Think of all the philosophers it 
would take to provoke that interest in a ruined girl. Woul d  it be too much of an 
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scenes which invincibly affect and involve the reader. The situations 
in  these works, so beautifully arranged, derive from those moments 
when Nature shudders with horror ,"  etc. And this,  then, i s  what is 
called writing a novel ; these are the qualities which will assure 
Prevost  a posterity his  rivals can never hope to attain. 

Thereafter follow the writers o f  the middle of  the present cen
tury : Dorat,  as mannered as M arivaux, as cold and amoral a s  
Crebillon, b u t  a more pleasing writer than either of the two with 
whom we have compared him : the frivoli ty of his century excuses 
his  own, and he had the ability to depict i t  vivi dly. 

Will the charming author of the R eine de Golconde allow m e  
to  o ff e r  h i m  a toast to h i s  talent ? W e  have rarely encountered a 
more agreeable wit,  and the loveliest tales o f  the century are not 
the equal o f  the tale whereby you gained immortality ; a t  once more 
charming and more felici tous than Ovid, since the Hero-Saviour of 
France proves, by recall ing you to the bosom o f  your country, that  
he i s  a s  much the  friend o f  Apollo a s  o f  M ars : respond to the  hope 
of this grea t  man by a dding yet a few more roses to fair Aline 's  
breast. 

D'Arnaud, a disciple o f  Prevost, can often claim to surpass  
him ; both dip their  pens into the waters  of  the Styx, but d'Arnaud 
oft tempers his  upon the fl anks of Elysium. Prevost, more vigorous, 
never altered the tones wherewi th he painted Cleveland. 

R * * *7 floods the public with his works ; he needs a printing 
press a t  the head of his bed. Fortunately, one press alone will groan 
beneath the weight  o f  his terrible output,- his i s  a vile,  pedestrian 
style,  his  a dventures are disgusting, inevi tably taken from the low
est,  meanest milieux ; a gift of prolixity his  sole merit ,  for which 
only the pepper merchants are  grateful to him. 

Perhaps at  this point we ought to analyze these new novels in 
which sorcery and phantasmagoria  constitute practically the entire 
merit : foremost among them I would place The Monk, which is 

exaggeration to dare suggest that this  work deserves the title of our finest  novel ? 
'Twas therein Rousseau saw that, despite imprudences and oversights, a heroine could 
still manage to touch our he arts ; and perhaps we would never have had Julie without 
Manon Lescaut. 

7 Sade here refers to Restif de la Bretonne, whom he loathed personally as much as 
he lo athed his works.-Tr. 
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superior in all respects to the strange flights of Mrs. Radcliffe's 
brilliant imagination. But that would take us too far afield. Let us 
concur that this kind of fiction, whatever one may think of it, i s  
assuredly not without merit : 'twas the inevitable result of the revo
lutionary shocks which all of Europe has suffered. For anyone 
familiar with the full range of misfortunes wherewith evildoers can 
beset mankind, the novel became as difficult to write as monotonous 
to read. There was not a man alive who had not experienced in the 
short span of four or five years more misfortunes than the most 
celebrated novelist could portray in a century. Thus, to compose 
works of interest, one had to call upon the aid of hell itself, and to 
find in the world of make-believe things wherewith one was fully 
familiar merely by delving into man's daily life in this age of 
iron. Ah ! but how many disadvantages there are in this manner 
of  writing ! The author of The Monk has avoided them no more 
than has Mrs. Radcliffe. Here, there are perforce two possibilities : 
either one resorts increasingly to wizardry-in which case the 
reader's interest soon flags-or one maintains a veil of secrecy, 
which leads to a frightful lack of verisimilitude. Should this school 
of fiction produce a work excellent enough to attain its goal without 
foundering upon one or the other of these two reefs, then we, far 
from denigrating its methods, will be pleased to offer it as a model. 

Before broaching our third and final question ( "What are the 
rules one must follow in order to succeed in perfecting the art of 
the novel ?" ) ,  we must, it would seem to me, reply to the constant 
obj ection of certain melancholy minds who,  to give themselves a 
gloss of morality wherefrom their hearts are often far distant, per
sist in asking : "Of what use are novels ?" 

Of what use, indeed ! hypocritical and perverse men, for you 
alone ask this ridiculous question : they are useful in portraying you 
as you are, proud creatures who wish to elude the painter's brush, 
since you fear the results, for the novel is-if 'tis possible to express 
oneself thuswise-the representation of secular customs, and is 
therefore, for the philosopher who wishes to understand man, as 
essential as is the knowledge of history. For the etching needle of 
history only depicts man when he reveals himself publicly, and then 
' tis no longer he : ambition, pride cover his brow with a mask which 
portrays for us naught but these two passions, and not the man. 
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The novelist 's  brush, on the contrary,  portrays him from within . . •  

seizes him when h e  drops this mask, and the description, which is  
far more interesting, i s  at  the same time more faithful. This ,  then, 
is the usefulness of novels, 0 you cold censors who dislike the novel : 
you are like that legless cripple who was wont to say : and why do 
arti sts bother to paint full-length portraits ? 

I f  't is  therefore true that the novel is useful, let  us not fear to 
outline here a few principles which we believe necessary to bring 
this kind of l i terature to perfection. I realize full well that it is  
difficult to accomplish this  task without supplying my enemies with 
ammunition they can use against me.  Shall I not become doubly 
guilty of not writing well if I prove that I know how one must pro
ceed in order to write well ? Ah I let us put these vain conj ectures 
aside,  let us offer them up as sacrifices to the love of art. 

The most essential requirement for the novelist 's  art i s  most 
certainly a knowledge of the human heart. Now, every man of 
intell igence will doubtless second us when we assert that this impor
tant knowledge can only be acquired through an intimate acquaint
ance with misfortune and through travel. One must have seen men 
o f  all nations in order to know them well, and one must have 
suffered at  their hands in o rder to learn how to judge and evaluate 
them ; the hand of  misfortune, by ennobling the character o f  him 
whom she crushes, places him at  that proper perspective from which 
it i s  essential to study men ; from this perspective, he views them 
as a traveler perceives the wild waves crashing against the reefs 
whereon the tempest has  tossed him. But no matter what the situa
tion wherein Nature o r  destiny has placed him, let the novelist,  
would he know the hearts of men, be sparing of his own conversa
tion when he i s  wi th them. One learns nothing when one speaks ; 
one only learns by l istening. And that i s  why the garrulous and the 
gossips are generally fools. 

o you who wish to venture upon this difficult and thorny 
career, bear ever in mind that  the novelist is the child of Nature, 
that she has created him to be her painter ; i f  he does not become 
his mother's  lover the moment she gives birth to him, let him never 
write, for we shall never read him. But i f  he feels that  burning need 
to portray everything, if ,  with fear and trembling he probes into 
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the bosom of  Nature,  in search of his art and for models to dis
cover, i f he possesses the fever of talent and the enthusiasm of  
genius ,  l e t  h im follow the hand that leads him ; once having divined 
man, he will paint him. I f  his  imagination i s  held in check, let him 
yield to it ,  let him embellish wha t  he sees: the fool culls a rose and 
plucks its petals ; the man of  genius smells its sweet perfume, and 
describes i t. This is  the man we shall read. 

But in counseling you to embellish, I forbid you to stray from 
verisimilitude : the reader has a right to become incensed when he 
observes that the author is asking too much of him. He can see that 
he i s  being deceived, his pride is  hurt, he no longer believes any
thing he reads the moment he suspects he is being misled. 

What is more, let no barrier restrain you ; exercise a t  will your 
right to attack or  take liberties with any and all of  history's anec
dotes, whenever the rupture o f  this restriction demands it in the 
formation of the pleasures you a re preparing for us. Once again, 
we do not ask that you be true ,  but only that you be convincing and 
credible. To be too demanding of you would be harmful to the 
pleasure we expect from you. None the less, do not replace the true 
by the impossible ,  and let what you invent be well said ; you shall be 
forgiven for substituting your imagination for  the truth only when 
this is done for the express purpose of adorning or impressing ; one 
can never be forgiven for expressing oneself poorly when one has 
complete freedom of expression. I f, like R * * * ,  you write only what 
everyone  already knows, were you, like him, to give us four vol
umes a month, better not to put pen to paper at all. No one obliges 
you to exercise this as  your profession ; but if you undertake i t, do 
it well. Above all do not choose it merely as a crutch to your exist
ence ; your work will reflect your needs, you will transmit your weak
ness into i t ; it will have the pallor of hunger : other professions 
will offer themselves to you : make shoes, but refrain from writing 
books. We shall not think any the less of you, and since you will not 
be a source of  annoyance to us ,  we may even like you all the more. 

Once you have your outline down on paper, work zealously to 
enlarge and improve upon it ,  without however respecting the limita
tions i t  seems initially to impose upon you : were you to adhere 
strictly to this method, your work would be cold and lack breadth. 
We want outbursts from you, flights of fancy rather than rules. 
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Transcend your drafts, vary them, elaborate upon them : work is 
the surest source of inspiration. What makes you believe that the 
inspiration you receive while working is any poorer than that dic
tated by your outline ? Basically, all I ask of you i s  this one thing : 
to sustain interest throughout, to the very last page. You shall miss 
the mark i f  you punctuate your tale by incidents either repeated too 
often or which stray too far afield from the main subj ect. Let those 
you do make so bold as to indulge in be as well polished as the main 
plot. You must make amends to the reader when you oblige him to 
leave something which interests him in order to begin a secondary 
plot. He may allow you to interrupt him, but he will not forgive 
you if  you bore him or tax his patience. Therefore let your side 
plots derive from and return to the main plot. If  you make your 
heroes travel, be familiar with the country whereto you take them, 
carry your magic to the point o f  identifying me with them ; re
member that I am walking close beside them in every region to 
which you take them. Remember  too that I may be better informed 
than you j I shall not forgive a lack of verisimilitude with what re
gards customs or a slip with what regards dress, and even less an 
error in geography : as no one compels you to embark upon these 
escapades, 'tis essential that your local color be exact, else you must 
remain back home by your fireside. 'Tis the only case in your work 
when we will not tolerate the make-believe, unless the country you 
take me to be imaginary ; and even in that case, I shall always de
mand verisimilitude. 

Avoid the a ffectation of moralizing : it has no place in a novel. 
If the characters your plot requires are sometimes obliged to reason, 
let  them always do so without affectation, without the pretension of 
doing so. 'Tis never the author who should moralize but the char
acter, and even then you should only allow him to do so when forced 
by the circumstances.  

When you arrive at the denouement, let it  occur naturally, let 
i t  never be stiff or contrived, but always born of the circumstances. 
I do not require of you, as  do the authors of the Encyclopedic, that 
the denouement be in accordance with the wishes of the reader : 
what pleasure is there left to him when he has divined everything ? 
The denouement must be the logical result of a threefold demand : 
the events that lead up to it, the requirements of verisimilitude, and 
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the imagination's inspiration. And if ,  then, with these principles 
wherewith I charge your mind, and with your tendency to elaborate,  
you do not write well , you wil l  a t  least perform better than we.  

For we must confess, in the stories that you are about to read,  
the audacious effort we have been so bold as to make does not al
ways adhere strictly to the rules of the art. But we trust that ex
treme verisimilitude of the characters will perhaps compensa te for 
it .  Nature, even stranger than the moralists portray i t  to us ,  con
tinually eludes the restricting limitations which their policy would 
l ike to impose. Uniform in her framework, unpredictable in her 
effects, Nature ' s  constantly troubled bosom resembles the depths of 
a volcano, whence there rumble forth in turn either precious stones 
serving man's needs or fire balls which annihilate them ; mighty 
when she peoples the earth with such as Antonius and Titus ; fright
ful when she spews forth an Andronicus or  a Nero ; but always 
sublime, always majestic, always worthy of our studies, of our 
brush strokes, and of our respectful admiration, because her designs 
are unknown to us ,  because 't is never upon what  those designs cause 
u s  to feel that  we, slaves to her whims or needs, should base our 
feelings toward her, but upon her grandeur, her energy, no matter 
what  the results may be. 

As minds grow increasingly corrupt, as  a nation grows older, 
by virtue of the fact that Nature is increasingly studied and better 
analyzed, in order for prejudice to be increasingly eradicated, all 
these things must be made more widely known. This holds equally 
true for all the arts ; 'tis only by advancing that any art moves nearer 
to perfection ; the goal can only be reached by successive attempts. 
Doubtless we could not have advanced so far in those trying times 
of ignorance when, weighed down beneath the yoke of religion, 
whosoever valued the arts risked the penalty of  death for his  
efforts ; when talent had as  its reward the stakes of  the Inquisition. 
But in the state wherein we live today, let us  always start from this 
principle: when man has weighed and considered all his restrictions, 
when, with a proud look his  eyes gauge his barriers, when, like the 
Titans, he dares to raise his bold hand to heaven and, armed with 
his passions, as  the Titans were armed with the lavas of Vesuvius, 
he no longer fears to declare war against those who in times past 
were a source o f  fear and trembling to him, when his aberrations 
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now seem to him naught but errors rendered legitimate by his studies  
-should we then not  speak to him with the same fervor as he em
ploys in his own behavior ?  In a word, is eighteenth-century man 
therefore identical with the man of the eleventh century ? 

Let u s  conclude with a positive reassurance that the stories we 
are p resenting today are absolutely new and in no wise a mere re
working of  already oft-told tales.  This quality i s  perhaps not with
out some merit in an age when everything seems already to have 
been written, when the sterile imaginations of authors seem in
capable of  producing anything new, and when the public i s  offered 
naught save compila tions, extracts, and translations. 

Still, we should mention that La Tour enchantee and La 
Conspiration d' A mboise have some basis in historical fact. We men
tion this to show the reader, by our candor, how far we are from 
wishing to deceive him on this score. In this type of  fiction, one 
must be original or  refrain from indulging in it .  

Regarding the one and the other of  these two stories,  here i s  
what  the reader will find in the sources indicated below. 

The Arab historian Abul Kasim Terif ibn-Tariq, whose 
work i s  li ttle known amongst our men of letters today, relates the 
following in connection with La Tour enchantee : "Out of  sensual 
pleasure, the effeminate prince Rodrigue enticed to his court his 
vassals' daughters, and abused them. Amongst them was Florinde, 
the daughter of  Count Juli an. Rodrigue violated the girl. The girl ' s  
father, who was in Africa, learned o f  the news from a letter, 
couched in the form of  an allegory,  sent him by his daughter. He 
roused the Moors to revolt and returned to Spain a t  the head of a 
Moorish a rmy. Rodrigue is at a loss what to do : his treasury i s  
empty. Hearing there i s  a n  immense fortune buried i n  the En
chanted Tower near Toledo, Rodrigue goes there. He enters the 
tower, and there sees a statue of Time, which strikes with its staff 
and, by means of  an inscription, enumerates to Rodrigue the list of 
misfortunes which await him. The prince advances and sees a large 
tank of  water, but no money. He retraces his steps and orders the 
tower to be sealed. The edifice vanishes in a clap of thunder, and 
not a trace of  it remains. In spite of  the dire predictions, Rodrigue 
amasses  an army, wages war for eight days hard by Cordova, and 
is  killed. No trace of  his body was ever found." 
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So much for the historical facts. If one will now read our 
work, he will see whether or not the multitude of  events wherewith 
we have surrounded this dry historical event merits our considering 
the anecdote as properly our own invention.s 

As for La Conspiration d'Amboise, let the reader consult 
Garnier and he will see how little indebted we are to history in this 
story. 

No guide has broken ground for us  in the other stories : plot, 
style ,  episodes-all are our own invention. It  may be  said that these 
are not what i s  best in our work. No matter ; we have always be
lieved, and we shall continue to believe, that 'tis better to invent, 
albeit poorly, than to translate or copy. The inventor can lay claim 
to talent or genius, and has at  least that much in his favor ; what 
claim can the plagiarist make ? I know of  no baser profession, nor 
do I conceive of  any avowal more humiliating than that which such 
men are obliged to make to themselves, namely, that  they are totally 
lacking in wit, since they are obliged to borrow the wit of  others. 

Regarding the translator, God forbid that we fail to give him 
his due. But all he does i s  add to the luster of our rivals ; and if 
only for the honor of the Nation, were it  not best to say to these 
proud rivals : and we 100 know how 10 create. 

Finally, I must reply to the reproach leveled at me when Aline 
et  P alcour was published. My brush, ' twas said, was too vivid. I 
depict vice with too hateful a countenance. Would anyone care to 
know why ? I have no wish to make vice seem attractive. Unlike 
Crt!billon and Dorat, I have not set myself the dangerous goal of 
enticing women to love characters who deceive them ; on the con
trary, I want them to loathe these characters. 'Tis the only way 
whereby one can avoid being duped by them. And, in order to suc-

S This anecdote is the one which opens the Brigand as episode in that section of the 
novel Aline et l'alcour which bears the title : Sainville et Leonore, and interrupts the 
episode of the body discovered in the tower. Those who h ave pl agiarized this episode 
word for word h ave likewise not neglected to copy verb atim the first four lines of 
this anecdote, which is  spoken by the chief of the Bohemians. It is therefore essential 
for us here to point out to those who buy novels that the works currently on sale at 
Pigoreau and Leroux's bookshop under the title l' alm or et Lidia, and at Clerioux and 
Moutardier's under the title A lr;onde et Koradin, are absolutely one and the same, 
and both h ave been pl agi arized verb atim from the Sainville et Leo nore episode, 
which forms approximately three volume. of my work entitled A line et l' alcour. 
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ceed in that purpose,  I pa inted that hero who treads the path o f  
vice with features so frightful that they will most assuredly not 
inspire either pity or love . In so doing, I dare say, I am become 
more moral than those who believe they have license to embellish 
them. The pernicious works by these authors are l ike those fruits 
from America beneath whose highly polished skins there lurk the 
seeds of death. This betrayal of Nature, the motive of which 'tis 
not incumbent upon us to reveal, is not done for man. N ever, I say 
i t  again, never shall I portray crime other than clothed in the colors 
o f  hell. I wish people t o  s e e  crime l a i d  bare , I want them t o  f e a r  i t  
and detest it ,  and I know no other way to  achieve th is  end than to  
paint it  in a l l  its horror. Woe unto those who surround it  with 
roses I their views are far less pure, and I shall neve r emul ate them. 
Given which, let no one any longer ascribe to me the authorship of 
J . . . . . . ;9 I have never wri tten any such works, and I surely never 
shall.  They are naught but imbeciles or evildoers who, despite the 
authenticity of  my denials,  can still suspect me of being the author 
o f  that work, and I shall hence forth use as my sole arm against 
their  calumnies the most sovereign contempt. 

8 Sade is, of course, al luding to Justine.-Tr. 



J7illeterque 's Review of 
Les Crimes de l '  Amourl 

A" detestable book by a man suspected of having written one 
u:z even more horrible. I do not know, nor do I wish to know, 
to what extent this suspicion has any foundation in fact. A j ournalist 
has the right to pass judgment on books, and not the right to make 
accusations. I shall go even further :  he ought to feel sorry for him 
over whose head there hovers so terrible a suspicion, until such time 
as, having been found guilty, he  i s  denounced for public execration. 

In a piece entitled " Reflections on the Novel" which serves as 
a preface to Les Crimes de /' A m o ur, the author raises three ques
tions, which he proposes to answe r : Why i s  this kind of literary work 
called a "novel" ? Amongst what people did the novel originate, 
and what are the most famous examples history has to offer ? And, 
finally, what  are the rules one must follow i f  one wishes to succeed 
in wri  ting well ? 

I shall not bother with the first two questions, which have 
been discussed frequently and in sufficient detail by others, except 
to remark that the author,  in discussing these first two questions, 
makes a great show of his erudition, which i s  actually r iddled with 
errors, and p rates on irrelevantly about them at great length. I 
shall move on to what he calls, with respect to the novel, "perfect
ing the art of writing." 

"It  i s  not, " says the author, "by making virtue triumph that 
we arouse interest. This i s  no wise essential in the novel. Nor is't 

1 This a rticle appeared in L e  Journal des ArtJ, des Sciences, d de la Litteraturl 
on 30 Pendimiaire, Year IX ( October 22, 1 8 00 ) ,  2° annee, No. 90, pp. 28 1-284.-Tr. 
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even the rule most likely to arouse interest on the part of the 
reader. For when virtue triumphs, the world being in jo int and 
things as they ought to be, our tears cease to flow even, as i t  were, 
before they have begun. But if ,  after severe trials and tribulations, 
we finally witness 'virtue overwhelmed by vice , '  our hearts are in
evitably rent asunder and, the work having moved us deeply, it must 
indubitably arouse the interest which alone can assure a writer of 
his laurels ." 

I s  this not tantamount to reducing into principles the plot of 
the infamous work which the author disclaims ? Do we not run 
the risk, by simply repudiating and disassoci ating ourselves from 
the notoriety connected with the execrable form of this work, do 
we not run the risk of seeming to embrace i ts basic premises, which 
in the final analysis are none other than to portray "vi rtue over
whelmed by vice" ? 

Why else would anyone paint scenes in which crime reigns 
triumphant ? Such scenes awaken evil tendencies in the wicked ; from 
the vi rtuous man, who is ever steadfast in his principles, they pro
voke cries of indignation j and in him whose heart is  willing but whose 
flesh is weak, they incite despondent tears. These horrible portraits 
of crime do not even serve the purpose of rendering crime more 
odious j therefore, they are both useless and dangerous. These calam
i tous principles are so pa tently false that even those persons who 
subscribe to them in private di sown them in public . 

In the tale entitled Eugenie de Fran'Val, the author declares : 

By leaving [crime] in the darkness it seeks, have we not as it were 
annihilated it ? Scandal noised abroad is certain scandal, and the recital 
of i t  awakens the passions of those who are inclined toward the same 
kind of crime. 

Here we see the author contradicting his own views, a not 
uncommon practice when one holds to erroneous opinions. 

I was unable to read these four volumes, full of the most re
volting atroci ties, without a feeling of indignation. Nor does the 
author's style in any wise compensate the reader for the disgust in
spired by the stories themselves. In the present work, that style 
is pit iful ,  constantly lacking in any sense of proportion , teeming 
with sentences in bad taste, filled with contradictions and trivial 
reflections. N ow and then, in a few pages, one finds a smattering of 



Villeterque's Review + 1 1 9 

reflections which are reasonable and based upon principles of justice, 
but 'tis as though they were tacked onto the work as an after
thought. One feels they do not relate at all to anything which has 
preceded or to anything that follows. 

Nor should the reader believe for a moment that a single 
crime for every story is  sufficient for the author, for such is not the 
case j he crams them in : 'tis a tissue of horrors. In one tale, a woman 
is  violated by her son, she kills him, subsequently she sends her 
own mother to the gallows and marries her father. In another, 
we observe a father who raises his daughter according to the most 
despicable principles, lives in sin with her, persuades her to poison 
her mother, etc. And these are examples of what the author i s  so 
bold as to term "perfecting the art of writing." 

You who write novels, 'tis no longer in the world around you, 
in the realm of reality whose events e ither trouble or embellish l i fe ,  
nor  is i t  any longer in the more complete and perfect understanding 
of the human heart, that  you must look for your subj ects. Rather 
must you delve into the history of  poisoning, debauchery, and mur
der, and draw therefrom. And you must portray villains as being 
happy-all for the greater glory and encouragement of virtue. 

Rousseau, Voltaire,  Marmontel, Fielding, Richardson, et a1 . ,  
you have not written novels . You have painted customs, you should 
have painted crimes. You make virtue appear attractive by proving 
to us that virtue alone is the way to happiness. You are all wrong. 
You should show us "virtue overwhelmed by vice" j 'tis thus one 
instructs and holds the reader's interest. But you were not among 
the select few whom Nature has created to paint her j you did not 
become her "lover the moment she gave you birth." Nor have you 
"opened her bosom with fear and trembling, therein to seek your 
art." You were not endowed with the "burning zeal to describe 
absolutely everything," nor were you blessed with the ability to 
know how to strike home a dozen times straight and true with 
the dagger's blade. In your insipid works, we do not observe 
mothers strangling their children or children who poison their 
mothers j nor do we find sons who rape their own mothers. Adieu, 
Rousseau, Voltaire, Marmontel, Fielding, and Richardson : you 
will be read no more. 

VILLETERQUE 





The Author 
of 

Les Crimes de l'  Amour 

To Yilleterque, 
Hack Writerl 

T have long been o f  the opinion that insults dictated by jealousy, 
.1 or by any other motive even more abject, which eventually 
reach our ears via the foul breath of a hack writer, should have 
no more effect upon a man of letters than the early morning sounds 
in the farmyard-the barking and the cackling-would have upon 
a sensible, peaceable traveler. Consequently filled with naught but 
contempt for the impertinent diatribe written by Villeterque-the
hack, I would most assuredly not bother my head about replying to 
it were it not for my desire to alert the public to the constant danger  
of  being slandered at the hands of  these gentlemen. 

From the stupid account Villeterque gave Les Crimes de 
l' Am our 'tis obvious he has not read the book. If he had, he would 
never have put words into my mouth that have never even crossed my 

1 We apply the term "journalist" to an educated man, a man capable of discussing 
a work reason ably, of analyzing and giving an account of it with sufficient clarity to 
render it familiar to the reader. But whosoever has neither the intell igence nor the 
judgment necess ary to exercise that honorable call ing, whosoever compiles, prints, 
sl anders, lies, vilifies, r ants and r aves-all of which he does to earn a living-that 
m an, I say, i. naught but a hack; and th at man is  Villeterque. ( See hi. articl e of 30 
fI.ndimiaire, Year IX. ) 
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mind ; nor would he quote out of context isolated phrases-which 
someone no doubt dictated to him-in order that, by twisting them 
to fit  his purpose, he might give them a meaning they were never 
intended to have. 

And yet, without having read the book ( as I have just shown ) , 
Villeterque begins by labeling my work DETESTABLE and by C HARI

TAB LY declaring that this DETESTAB LE work comes fro m  the hand 
of a man suspected of having penned one even m ore HORRIB LE.2 

At this point, I challenge Villeterque to do two things he 
cannot refuse me : 1 )  To publish not isolated, truncated, and mu
tilated phrases , but complete passages which prove my book to be 
DETESTAB LE, although those who have read it are in agreement that 
it i s , on the contrary, a work solidly based upon a refined and 
heightened sense of  morality. 2 )  I challenge him to prove that I 
am the author o f  that even more HORRI B L E  book. 

'Tis only a vile slanderer who thus casts wild aspersions upon 
a person's integrity without offering the slightest proof to buttress 
them. The truly honest man offers proof, cites facts, and refuses 
to deal in hearsay. Villeterque,  however, denounces without prov
ing ; he makes a most odious allegation against me but fails to 
specify what it i s .  Therefore, Villeterque is a slanderer ; what is  
more,  Villeterque is  not ashamed to reveal that  he is a slanderer even 
before he commences his dia tribe. 

B e  that a s  i t  may, I state and a ffi rm that I have never wri tten 
any immoral b o oks, and that I never shall. I repeat it again here, 
not for the sake o f  the hack writer Villeterque-'twould be seeming 
to ascribe too much weight to his opinion-but for the sake of the 
public, whose judgment I respect as  much as  I despise Villeterque's.3 

2 Here  again, of course, Sade is  referring to the  all egation that he is the  author of  
lustine.-Tr. 

3 'Tis this same contempt that compels me to remain silent with what regards that 
idiotic, sl anderous rh apsody by one Dnpau by name, who also claimed I was the 
author of that infamous book which, out of deference to our moral code, we must 
ever refrain from m entioning. Full aware th at this mischief-maker was n aught but a 
swindler spewed forth by the Garonne and, for some ridiculous reason, come to 
dispar age in Paris arts whereof he was completely ignor ant, works he h ad never 
read, and worthy persons who ought to have j oined forces and bludgeoned him to 
d eath ; perfectly aware that this obscu re individual ,  this ne'er-do-well, bad with great 
p ain given birth to a few detestable verses, 80lely with thi, perfidious object in mind, 
for wbo.e result. tbe beggar w aited as tbougb for a crust of bread, I resolved to 
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After that initial act of generosity, the sixpenny hack broaches 
the substance of the matter. Let us follow him, if we are not over
come by a feeling of disgust ; for ' tis difficult to follow Villeterque 
without experiencing a feeling of revulsion : his opinions are a 
cause for disgust, and his writings-or rather his plagiarisms
inspire it . . . .  No matter ; let us be brave. 

In my "Reflections on the Novel,"  Villeterque-the-ignoramus 
assures us that I am guilty of an infinite number of errors, despite 
all my seeming erudition. Here again should the charge not be 
backed up by proof ? But in order to recognize errors of erudition, 
one must have a smattering of erudition oneself, and Villeterque, 
who is soon going to demonstrate that he does not have even a 
nodding acquaintance with scholarly works, is far from possessing 
the erudition it would require to prove my errors. Therefore he 
limits himself to declaring that I commit them, without having the 
courage to specify what they are. To be sure ,  this kind of criticism 
is not difficult, and I am no longer surprised that there are so many 
cri tics and so few good works. This is the reason why most of the 
literary journals, Villeterque's first and foremost, would be com
pletely unknown if their publishers did not slip them furtively into 
people's pockets, like the addresses of those charlatans that are 
dropped in the streets. 

My errors clearly established, clearly proven, as we have seen, 
by the word of the scholar  Villeterque,  who none the less does not 
have the courage to cite a single one, the worthy hack then proceeds 
to an examination of my principles, and 'tis here he is profound : 'tis 
here that Villeterque rants and raves : the subtlety and sagacity of 
his reasoning drive all before them ; his words are as thunder and 
lightning, and woe unto anyone who remains unconvinced once 
Aliboron-Ville terque has spoken I 
let him l anguish shamefully in the humili ation and opprobrium into which his sorry 
scribbling had straightway cast him, fearing lest my ideas, were they to linger  for 
even a minute upon so loathsome a creature, might be defiled. But as these gentlemen 
have chosen to emulate those asses which, when they are hungry, bray in unison, I 
have been obliged to strike out indiscriminately against them all, in order to stil l  the 
racket. This, then, is what compels me to l ift them for a moment, by their ears, from 
the slough wherein they l ay expiring, so th at the public may recognize them by the 
seal of shame upon their foreheads ; after which, having rendered this service to 
humanity, I boot them both back into the foul sewer wherein their baseness and 
degradation will keep them wallowing forever. 
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Yes, learned and profound Vile s tercus, I have said before and 
I say again that the study of the great masters has proven to me 
that ' twas not through the constant triumph of virtue that a writer 
could claim to hold the public 's interest in a novel or a tragedy ; 
that  this rule , whether i t  appl ies to Nature herself or to the works 
of Aristotle or those of any of our poets, is one whereunto all men 
must conform for the common weal, without its being absolutely 
essential in a dramatic work of whatever kind. But what I am ex
pounding here are not my own principles ; I am inventing nothing 
new : read my works and you will see not only that what I am say
ing here is but the result of the impact upon me of  a close study of 
the great masters , but also that I have not even adhered to this 
maxim, however excellent or wise I deem it  to be. For,  in the final 
analysis , what are the two principal mainsprings of dramatic art ? 
Have all the authors worthy of the name not declared that they are 
terror and pity ? Now, what can provoke terror i f  not the por
trayal of  crime triumphant, and what can cause pity better than 
the depiction of virtue a prey to misfortune ? One therefore has 
e i ther to forego interest or submit to these principles. That Ville
terque i s  not widely enough read to appreciate the truth of this 
statement, so be it ,  this will be a source of surprise to no one. It 
i s  useless to be famil iar with the rules of any art when one 's  only 
ambition is to write soporific bedtime stories, or to copy some in
sipid tales out of A Thousand and One Nigh ts with a view toward 
proudly passing them off as one's own. But if Villeterque-the
plagiarist i s  unaware of these principles, for the simple reason that 
he i s  unaware of practically everything, at least he does not di spute 
them. And when, for the account of his newspaper, he manages to 
filch some tickets to a play and, ensconced in one of the seats re
served for the non-paying public, he is treated, in return for his 
pi ttance, to the masterpieces of Racine and Voltaire, let him then 
learn-when, for example, he goes to see Mahomet-that 
Palmire and Seide both die virtuous and innocent , whilst Mo
hammed triumphs ; let him also be ever mindful that in Britannicus 
the young prince and his mistress likewise die innocent and virtuous, 
whilst Nero continues to reign ; let him note the same thing in 
Polyeucte and in Phedre, and in a great many other dramatic works. 
And when he has returned home, let him open Richardson and note 
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to what degree the celebrated Englishman sustains a high degree 
of interest by portraying virtue's misfortunes. These are the truths 
whereof I should like Villeterque to be convinced, and if  indeed he 
were, then he would be less cholericly, less arrogan tly, less s tu
pidly inclined to levy criticism against those who put them into 
practice, after the example of our great writers. But the problem 
is that Villeterque, who is  not a great writer, i s  not even acquainted 
with the works of the great masters ; the problem is  that, the mo
ment the axe is removed from Villeterque-the-irascible, the dear 
man i s  completely lost. None the less, let us hearken to this eccentric 
when he speaks of the manner wherein I put these principles into 
practice. Ah ! ' tis on this point the pedan t i s  a pleasure to hear. 

I say that, in order to sustain interest, there are times when 
vice must offend virtue ; I further declare that this is a sure way to 
hold attention, and upon this axiom Villeterque launches an attack 
upon my morality. Verily, verily, I say unto you, Villeterque, that 
you are as s tupid a judge of men as you are of works. What I am 
prescribing here is perhaps the highest compliment it i s  possible 
to pay to virtue ; and indeed, were virtue not so beautiful, would 
people ever weep so over her misfortunes ? If I myself did not 
believe virtue to be man's most respected idol, would I say to 
playwrights : Whenever you wish to inspire a feeling of pity in your 
public, have the courage to assail , if only for a moment, what is 
most beautiful in heaven above or on earth below, and you will see 
what bitter tears your sacrilege will provoke. Therefore, I pay 
virtue a compliment when Villeterque accuses me of rebelling 
against its worship. But Villeterque, who is doubtless not virtuous, 
has no idea how one pays homage to virtue. Only to the votaries of 
a divinity i s  granted access to her temple ,  and Villeterque, who per
haps has no sense of the divinity or any form of worship, hasn't 
the faintest notion of what we are talking about. But when on the 
following page Villeterque makes the allegation that for me to 
think the way our great masters do, to pay homage to virtue as 
they do, constitutes proof positive that I am the author of that 
book wherein virtue suffers the worst humiliations-'tis at this 
point, the reader will have to admit, that Villeterque's logic e:l5-
plodes in all i ts blinding clarity. I prove that without bringing 
virtue into the picture, it is impossible to write any dramatic work 
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worthy o f the name ; I offer this truth, since I believe and affirm 
tha t  indignation, anger, and tears must be the result o f  the insults 
whereof virtue i s  the obj ect and the misfortunes wherewith i t  is 
ailiicted. And from this ,  if one i s  to beli eve Villeterque,  i t  follows 
that I am the author of  that execrable book wherein one finds the 
exact opposite of everything I set forth and profess ! Yes,  quite 
the exact opposite,  for the author o f  that work appears to make 
vice triumph over virtue only out of spite . . .  or  out o f  l ibertinage. 
A p erfidious scheme,  from which he has  no doubt not deemed i t  
necessary t o  derive the least  dramatic interest, whilst the models 
I cite have always taken the opposite tack, and whilst I ,  inso far as 
my poor powers have enabled m e  to emulate these masters, have 
depicted vice in  my wo rks only in those colors most likely to make 
i t  forever detested ; and if upon occasion I have allowed vice some 
modicum o f  triumph over virtue ,  i t  was never for any o ther reason 
than to make virtue appear  more interesting or more beautiful .  
My taking the opposite tack from that taken by the author o f  the 
book in  question does not mean, therefore,  that I accept or  sanction 
tha t  author's principles. Since I loathe these principles and shun 
them i n  my works, I therefore cannot have adopted them. And 
Villeterque-the-i rresponsible,  who imagines he will prove my guilt  
by in  fact c it ing the very evidence which exonerates me from it ,  
i s  i n  consequence naught but a cowa rdly slanderer, whom i t  be
hooves us to unmask. 

"But, pray tell ,  what is the purpose o f  all  these scenes o f  crime 
triumphant ?" a sks the hack. The purpose, Villeterque, i s  to have 
them act a s  a foil for the opposite scenes,  and that in itself i s  quite 
enough to prove their usefulness.  Furthermore, where preci sely 
does crime emerge triumphant in those stori es  you attacked so 
s tupidly and with such effrontery ? I trust  the reader will kindly 
allow me a brief  analysis,  in order to prove to him that Villeterque 
does not  know whereof he speaks when he claims that, in these 
tales ,  I grant the greatest a scendancy to vice over virtue . 

Where i s  virtue better rewarded than in the tale entitled 
Juliette e t  Raunai ? 

I f  virtue i s  chastised in La Double Epreuve, does crime, even 
so, triumph therein ? Assuredly not, a s  there i s  not a single crim
inal character in this enti rely sentimental story. 
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Virtue, I admit, succumbs in Miss Henrie tte Stralson, as i t  
does in Richardson's Clarissa H arlowe. But in this tale, i s  crime not 
punished by the very hand of virtue ? 

In Faxelange, is crime not even more severely punished, and 
virtue not freed from its fetters ? 

In Flor'lJilie e t  Cour'llal, does the hand of fate allow crime to 
triumph ? All the characters who involuntarily perpetrate these 
crimes are but the pawns of that fate wherewi th the Greeks en
dowed their gods. Do we not daily witness the same events as  the 
misfortunes of Oedipus and his family ? 

Where is crime more wretched, and more severely punished, 
than in R o drigue ? 

In Laurence e t  An tonio, does crime not succumb, and i s  virtue 
not crowned by the sweetest hymen imaginable ? 

In Ernestine, i s ' t  not by the hand of the heroine's virtuous 
father that the villain Oxtiern i s  punished ?  

I s  crime not brought to the gallows in Dorgeville ? 
Does the remorse which leads La Comtesse de Sancerre to the 

grave not avenge the virtue which she outraged ? 
Finally, in Eugenie de Fran'lJal, does the monster I pa inted 

not run himself through with his own sword ? 
Vllleterque . . .  Villeterque-the-hack, where in the name of 

all that is holy does crime emerge victorious in my stories ? Ah I 
the truth of the matter is that the only thing I see triumphing here 
is your own ignorance and your cowardly desire to slander. 

N ow, I ask my reprehensible censor upon what grounds he 
dares to describe such a work as  "a  compilation of revolting atroci
ties, "  when none of his reproaches proves to be well founded ? And 
once having proved that much, what remains of the criticism leveled 
by that inept phrase-maker ? Nothing but satire without a trace of 
wit ,  of criticism without the slightest discernment, and of spleen 
without provocation-all because Villeterque is a fool, and from 
fools there never stems aught but fooli sh things. I contradict my
self, the pedagogue Villeterque goes on to say, whenever I put into 
the mouth of one of my protagonists thoughts in any wise contrary 
to those enunciated in my preface. Loathsome ignoramus : have you 
not yet learned that every character in any dramatic work must em
ploy a language in keeping with his character, and that, when he 
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does, 't is the fictional personage who is speaking and not the 
author ? and that, in such an instance, ' tis  indeed common that the 
character, inspired by the role he i s  playing, says things completely 
contrary to what the author may say when he himself is speaking ? 
Imagine what a man Cn:billon would have been were he always 
to have spoken in the accents of  Atree ; or  what a person Racine, 
if his  thoughts had been only those o f  Nero. Fancy what a monster 
Richardson would have been had his principles been only those of 
Lovelace I Ah, Monsieur Villeterque,  what  a fool you are I This 
is one truth concerning which both I and my ch aracters will always 
be in complete agreement whenever we have the occasion to ex
change views regarding your prosaic existence. But what a show 
of weakness on my part I Must I then resort to reason when ' ti s  
contempt that i s  called for ? And, indeed, what more  does a lout 
deserve, one who dares to say to him who at  every turn has casti
gated vice : "Show me some villains who are happy, 'tis what i s  
required for one t o  perfect one' s  art : the author of  L e s  Crimes de 
/' A m o ur will prove it  to you I" N o , Villeterque, I neither claimed 
nor proved any such thing ; and in my defense I appeal from your 
stupidity to the enlightenment o f  the public. I said quite the con
trary,  Villeterque,  and my works are constructed upon the opposite 
b ases .  

A splendid invocation finally brings our hack scribbler 's  vile 
diatribe to an end : 

Rousseau, Voltaire, Marmontel, Fielding, Richardson, you have not writ
ten novels [he exclaims] .  You have painted customs, you should have 
painted crimes ! 

-as though crime did not constitute a part of our customs, and as  
though there were not criminal cus toms and virtuous cus toms. But 
this  i s  too much for Villeterque, whose mind i s  incapable o f  em
bracing so vast a concept. 

Actually, should such reproaches have even been leveled at me 
i n  the first  place, I who have the highest regard for all those au
thors whom Villeterque cites, and who have never ceased to extol 
their merits in  my " Reflections on the Novel" ? And, furthermore, 
have these mortals for whom I have never had anything but the 
highest regard-these same authors to whom Villeterque refers in 
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h i s  article-have they no t  described and painted crimes in their 
works ? Is Rousseau's Julie such a virtuous girl ? I s  the hero of  
Clarissa H arlo we  a man of such impeccable moral standards ? I s  
there a l l  that much virtue in Zadig and in Candide ? And these are  
but a few I could name. 

Ah I Villeterque, I have somewhere written that when one 
aspires to write without having the good fortune to be endowed 
with any talent for it , i t  would be infinitely preferable to fashion 
ladies' dancing pumps or boots ; a t  the time I wrote these words, 
I did not realize they were meant for you. Follow that advice, my 
good fellow, pray do ; you may perhaps turn out to be a tolerable 
good shoemaker, but as sure as I'm alive you will never be any
thing but a wretched writer. But, Villeterque, you may find comfort 
in the thought that Rousseau, Voltaire, Marmontel , Fielding, and 
Richardson will always be read. Your ridiculous j okes on this score 
will not convince anyone that I disparage these great writers, when 
on the contrary I have never ceased to cite them as examples. But 
one thing of which you may be quite certain, Villeterque, i s  that 
you will never be read, first because you have never written any
thing which could possibly ever survive you ; but even assuming 
that someone should one day stumble upon one of your literary 
plagiarisms, he will certainly prefer to read it in the original, in its 
pristine state rather than sull ied by a pen as coarse as yours. 

Villeterque,  you have ranted and raved, you have lied, you 
have piled stupidity upon slander, ineptitude upon chicanery-all 
in order to avenge your mirror-authors, in whose camp your boring 
anthologies so rightly place you.4 I have taught you a lesson, and 
I stand ready to teach you another, i f  ever you should happen to 
insult me again. 

D.-A.-F. DE SADE 

4 The only work we have, thank God r from this scribbler's pen is his Yeill/u, a 
work he describes as philosophic, though all it really is, is soporific. A disgusting, 
monotonous, wearisome collection of debris wherein the pedant, ever on his high horse, 
desires nothing more than to have us-stupid creature that he is-mistake his drivel 
for elegance, his turgid style for wit, his plagiarisms for imagination. But al as, upon 
reading him, all we discover are platitudes when he is himself, and bad taste when 
he plagiarizes others. 
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Florville and Courval, 
or 

The Works of Fate 

� onsieur de Courval had just turned fifty-five ; a vigorous 
U d l man, in excellent health, he could look forward to another 
twenty years of  life. Having known nothing but unpleasantness with 
a first wife, who had long ago left him to devote herself to a life of 
libertinage, and having good reason to believe, on the basis  of the 
most reliable testimony, that this creature was now in her grave, 
he was seriously considering the possibility of  remarrying, this time 
a person who, by the kindness of her character and the excellence 
of her morals, would help him to forget his earlier misfortunes. 

As unlucky with his children as with his wi fe, Monsieur de 
Courval, who had had only two-a girl who had died while still 
very young, and a boy who ,  at  the age of fifteen had, like his wife, 
abandoned him, unfortunately to follow the same principles of 
debauchery-Monsieur de Courval, I repeat,  did not believe that 
any ties could ever bind him to this monster, and planned to dis
inherit him and bequeath his possessions to the children he hoped 
to have by the new wife he wished to marry. He had an income of 
fi fteen thousand francs : formerly engaged in business, his fortune 
was the fruit  of his labors, and he had lived well within his means, 
a s  decent men will, surrounded by a handful of  friends who loved 
and esteemed him, who visited him either in a handsome apart
ment which he occupied on the rue Saint-Marc or,  more often, on a 
charming little estate near Nemours, where Monsieur de Courval 
spent two-thirds of  the year. 

133 
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This worthy man disclosed his plan to his friends, and seeing 
that they approved o f  it, he bade them make immediate inquiries 
amongst their  acquaintances to discover whether in their circle there 
were someone between the ages of  thirty and thirty-five, whether a 
widow or spinster, who might serve his purpose. 

Two days later,  one of his former colleagues came to inform 
him that he believed he  had found exactly the person Monsieur de 
Courval was seeking. 

"The young lady I am recommending to you, "  his friend said 
to him, "has two things against her which I must first reveal,  so 
that I can subsequently console you by giving an account o f  her good 
qualities. 'Tis quite certain that neither her father nor mother is 
alive, but we have no idea who they were or where she lost them. 
All we do know, " the intermediary went on, "is that she is the 
cousin of Monsieur de Saint-Prit, a man of considerable reputa
tion who acknowledges her, esteems her, and who will freely sing 
her praises to you , which is no more than she deserves. Her parents 
left her nothing, but she has an income of  four thousand francs 
from Monsieur de Saint-Prat, in whose house she was reared and 
wherein she spent her entire childhood. This  is  her first fault ," 
sa id Monsieur de Courval's friend, "let us move on to the second : 
an affair that occurred when she was sixteen years old, a child who 
died ; she has never seen the father again. So much for the debit 
s ide ; now a word about the things in her favor. 

"Mademoiselle de Flo rville is  thirty-six years old, though she 
looks but twenty-eight, if that j i t  would be difficult to conceive of  a 
more a ttractive and interesting face : her features are gentle and 
delicate, her skin has the whiteness of  a lily, and her chestnut-brown 
hair  reaches down to her ankles. Her mouth is fresh, most pleas
antly adorned, the very image of a springtime rose. She is rather 
tall ,  but she has such a lovely figure,  there i s  so much grace in her 
movements, that her height, which otherwise might make her ap
pear somewhat  hard, i s  o f  no consequence. Her arms, her neck, her 
legs,  are all pleasingly molded, and hers i s  a kind of beauty that 
will  long resist the onset o f  age. 

"As for her conduct, her extreme regularity may perhaps not 
please you. She is  not much given to mundane activi ties and leads a 
most secluded l ife.  She is extremely pious, assiduous in her devotion 
to the duties of  the convent in  which she lives, and if she i s  a 
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source o f  edification t o  all those around her by her religious 
qualities ,  she also is a source of delight to all who behold her, be
cause of her mind and the charms of her character . . . .  In a word, 
she's an angel on earth, whom Heaven has reserved for the happi
ness of your later years." 

Monsieur de Courval, delighted at  the prospect of  such an 
encounter, urged his friend to arrange for him to see the person in 
question wi thout further delay. 

"The matter of her birth concerns me not in the least," he 
said. "So long as her blood is pure, what does i t  matter to me who 
transmitted it to her ? And her affair when she was sixteen daunts 
me just as li ttle j she has made up for the lapse by many years of  
modesty and discretion. I shall marry her  as though I were marry
ing a widow. Having set my mind on a woman between thirty and 
thirty-five, ' twould have been difficult indeed for me to add to that 
demand the foolish requirement that she be a virgin. Thus, nothing 
about your proposals displeases me j all that remains i s  for me to 
urge you to let me see the object herself." 

Monsieur de Courval' s  friend was not long in satisfying his 
desire. Three days later he gave a dinner a t  his house, with the 
lady in question as one of the guests. It was difficult not to be 
captivated at first sight by this charming person : her features were 
those of Minerva herself, disguised beneath those of love. Since 
she was privy to the matter, she was even more reserved, and her 
decorum, her circumspection, and the nobility of  her bearing, to
gether with so many physical littributes and so gentle a nature, 
and with so judicious and well-developed a mind, soon had poor 
Courval so enamored that he begged his friend to hasten matters 
to their conclusion. 

They met again two or three times, once at the same house, 
another time at Monsieur de Courval ' s ,  or at Monsieur de Saint
Prat's ,  and finally, in response to his most earnest entreaties, 
Mademoiselle de Florville declared to Monsieur de Courval that 
nothing could flatter her more than the honor he was bestowing 
upon her but that, in all fairness, she could in no wise accept before 
she herself had discovered to him the adventures of her life. 

"You have not been told everything," said this charming girl, 
"and I cannot consent to be yours until you know more about me. 
Your esteem means too much to me to put myself in a position 
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whereby I might lose it, and I assuredly would not deserve it  if ,  
taking advantage of  your illusions, I were to consent to become 
your wife, without your first j udging whether I am worthy to be." 

Monsieur de Courval assured her that he was aware of every
thing, that 'twas he rather than she who should be evincing the 
concern she was showing, and that if he were fortunate enough to 
please her, then she should no longer trouble her head about i t .  
M ademoiselle de Florville was firm ; she insisted that  she would not 
give her consent to anything until Monsieur de Courval had been 
thoroughly instructed with regard to her ; and so he had to give 
in  to her. The only concessi on he was  able to wrest from her was 
that Mademoiselle de Florville would come to his estate near 
N emours, that all preparations would b e  made for the marriage 
he desired, and that, as  soon as he had heard her story, she would 
become his wife forthwith. 

" But Monsieur ," said that gracious girl, " if  all these prepara
tions come to naught, why make them ? . . .  What if  I convince you 
that I was not born to be yours ? . . .  " 

"That, Mademoiselle,  is something I defy you ever to convince 
me of ,"  said the worthy Courval. "Let us  proceed, I beg of you, 
and do not stand in the way of my plans." 

On this last point he was not to be swayed ; all the arrange
ments were made, and they left for Courval 's estate. There, how
ever, they were alone, as Mademoiselle de Florville had requested ; 
the things she had to say were only for the ears of the man who 
wished to marry her ; hence no one was admitted. The day after 
her arrival,  this beautiful and interesting girl, having asked Mon
sieur de Courval to l isten closely, related the events of her l ife in  
the  following terms : 

MADEMOI SELLE DE FLORVILLE'S STORY 

Your intentions concerning me,  Monsieur, no longer allow 
that you be kept in ignorance of certain things. You have seen 
that M onsieur de Saint-Prat, to whom you have been told I was 
related, has himself attested to this fact. And yet, on this point, 
you have been completely misled. My origins are a total mystery 
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t o  m e ,  and I have never h a d  the satisfaction of knowing who my 
parents were. When I was only a few days old, I was found in a 
green taffeta bassinet on Monsieur de Saint-Prat's doorstep ; to the 
canopy of the bassinet was a ttached an anonymous letter, which 
simply said : 

Since after ten years of marriage you have no children, and since 
your constant desire is to have one, adopt this infant; her blo od is 
pure; she is the issue of a chaste marriage and not of libertinage; her 
birth is honorable.  If the child is not to your liking, take her to an 
orphanage. Make no inquiries, they will come to naught. It is im
possible to tell you anything m ore. 

The worthy people on whose doorstep I had been left straight
way took me in, raised me, and tendered me every possible care. 
I can say that l owe them everything. As there was no indication 
of  my name, i t  pleased Madame de Saint-Prat to call me Florville. 

I had just turned fi fteen when I had the misfortune of seeing 
my protectress die.  Nothing can express the pa in I felt at  that loss. 
I had become so dear to her that on her deathbed she besought her 
husband never to abandon me and to settle on me an income of 
four thousand francs. Both requests were punctually granted, and 
to these kindnesses Monsieur de Saint-Prat added that of  acknowl
edging me as a cousin of his wife and of arranging for me,  in this 
capacity, the bequest with which you are familiar.  Yet I could no 
longer remain under his roof ; Monsieur de Saint-Prat explained 
to me why. 

"I  am a widower, and still young," thi s virtuous man said to 
me. "To live under the same roof might give rise to suspicions that  
we  do not  deserve. Your  happiness and your  reputation are dear 
to me ; I do not want to compromise e ither one. We must part 
company, Florville ; but as  long a s  I live I shall not abandon you ; 
nor do I even want you to leave the fold of my family. I have a 
sister in N ancy ; I am going to commend you to her. Her friend
ship will be no less steadfast than my own, of that I can assure 
you. And there, with her, still as  it were before my eyes ,  I can 
continue to watch over anything you may require to complete your 
education or establish your situation in the world." 

I did not learn this news without breaking down into tears. 
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This latest sorrow further intensified the grief I had felt upon the 
death of  my benefactress. None the less convinced that Monsieur 
de Saint-Prat was right, I decided to follow his advice, and I set 
off for Lorraine, in the company of a lady from that region into 
whose care I had been entrusted. She delivered me to Madame de 
Verquin, Monsieur de Saint-Prat's sister, with whom I was to live. 

Madame de Verquin' s house bespoke an orientation quite dif
ferent from that of  Monsieur de Saint-Prato I f  in the latter I had 
seen decency, religion, and morality reign supreme, in this other 
frivolity, the taste of  pleasure, and independence were ensconced as 
though ' twas their sanctuary and refuge. 

Before many days had elapsed after my arrival, M adame de 
Verquin informed me that my prudish air displeased her, saying 
that i t  was incredible for someone to arrive from Paris with such 
awkward manners . . .  with so ludicrous a strain of modesty, and 
that if I wished not to offend her I would have to adopt another 
tone. This beginning alarmed me ; I shall not attempt to make my
self out to you any better than I am, Monsieur ; but all my l ife 
I have been deeply displeased by anything which departs from the 
straight and narrow paths of  morality and religion, I have been 
the avowed enemy of whatsoever offends virtue, and the sins into 
which I have been led in spite of myself have caused me so much 
remorse that 'tis not, I assure you , doing me a service to bring 
me back into contact with the world. I am not made to live in i t ; 
and when I am forced into contact with the world, I become shy and 
unsociable .  What best befits the state of  my soul and the inclina
tions of  my mind is  the most obscure seclusion. 

These reflections, still imperfectly formulated, not fully 
ripened at such a tender age, did not protect me either from 
M adame de Verquin's poor counsel or from the evil into which her 
enticements were to plunge me. The constant company I saw, the 
boisterous pleasures with which I was surrounded, the example set 
and the conversation heard-all combined to lure me into error. I 
was told that I was pretty, and I was foolish enough to believe it .  

The Normandy regiment was at that t ime garrisoned in Nancy. 
Madame de Verquin's house was the officers' meeting place. 'Twas 
also the trysting place for all the young women in town, and there 
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all the amorous intrigues o f  the town were begun, broken off, and 
re-formed. 

It is  l ikely that Monsieur de Saint-Prat was unaware of  at 
least a part of  his sister's conduct. How, in  the l ight of his austere 
morality, could he have agreed to send me there if indeed he had 
known her well ? This  consideration made me hesitate , nay kept 
me from complaining to him. Should I be perfectly honest ? Per
haps I did not even want to complain to him. The impure a ir  I 
was breathing began to defile my heart and, like Telemachus on 
C alypso's island, perhaps I might not have l istened to Mentor's 
advice. 

The shameless M adame de  Verquin, who for a long time had 
been trying to corrupt me, asked me one day if i t  was indeed true 
that I had brought a pure heart with me to Lorraine, and whether 
I was not languishing over some lover left behind in Paris ? 

"Alas, Madame,"  I said to her, "I have never even dreamt of 
the misdeeds you impute to me, and your brother can answer to you 
concerning my conduct. . . ." 

" M isdeeds ?" Madame de V erquin broke in. "If you are guilty 
o f  any, ' ti s  to be yet so naive a t  your age. I trust you'll take steps 
to correct this." 

"Oh, M adame, i s  this the kind o f  language I should be  hear
ing from such a respectable lady ?" 

" Respectable ? • . .  Ah, not another word I I assure you, my 
dear, that o f  all the sentiments I would like to inspire,  respect is 
the one I care least about.  'Tis love I wish to inspire.  . . . But 
respect-I am not yet of an age to cultivate that sentiment. Follow 
my example, my dear, and you will be happy . . . .  By the way, 
have you noticed Senneval ?" added that siren, referring to a young 
officer of seventeen who was wont to frequent her house. 

"Not particularly, Madame, "  I replied. "I can assure you that 
I look upon them all with equal indifference." 

"That i s  precisely what you must not do, my dear young 
friend. From now on, I want us to share our conquests . . . .  You 
must have Senneval. He is  my handiwork, ' tis  I who took the 
trouble to form him. He loves you ; you must have him • . . . " 

"Oh I Madame, I would appreciate your excusing me from 
such plans. Truly, I don't care for anyone." 



1 40 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

"You must. The arrangements have already been made with 
his colonel , who, as you have seen, is my present lover." 

"I beg of you not to involve me in your designs. I am not by 
nature inclined toward the pleasures you cherish." 

"Oh, that wlll change I Someday you will love them, as I do. 
'Tis all too easy not to appreciate things whereof one is still igno
rant. But 'tis inadmissible not to want to know something which 
was meant to be adored. In a word, the plans have already been 
set : this evening, Mademoiselle , Senneval will declare his passion 
to you. You had better not keep him languishing too long or I shall 
be angry with you . . .  extremely angry." 

At five o'clock the group gathered. As it was very warm, card 
parties were arranged outside in the groves, and everything was so 
well organized that Monsieur de Senneval and I, being the only 
ones who were not playing, found ourselves obliged to engage in a 
conversa tion. 

I t  would be useless to conceal from you, Monsieur ,  that no 
sooner had this charming and witty young man revealed his love to 
me than I felt myself drawn to him as though by some irresistible 
force. And when later I tried to analyze this attraction, I found 
that it  was all very obscure. It seemed to me that this inclination 
was not the result merely of some ordinary feeling ; what distin
guished it was concealed by a veil before my eyes. On the other 
hand, at  the very moment my heart would fly out to him, an in
vincible force seemed to hold i t  back, and in this tumult, in this ebb 
and flow of incomprehensible ideas, I could not make up my mind 
whether I was doing right to love Senneval, or whether I should 
flee from him forever. 

He was given ample time to declare his love to me . . .  alas ,  
he was allowed more than enough I I had time to appear responsive, 
in his eyes, to his declaration and, taking advantage of my con
fusion, he demanded that I confess my feelings toward him. I was 
weak enough to tell him that he was far from displeasing me and, 
three days later, guilty enough to let him taste the fruits of victory. 

'Tis a truly extraordinary thing, the malicious joy of vice in its 
triumphs over virtue. Nothing could match Madame de Verquin's 
transports of pleasure as soon as she learned that I had fallen into 
the trap she had set for me. She laughed at me, poked fun at me, and 
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i n  the end assured m e  that what I had done was the simplest,  most 
reasonable thing in the world. She said I could receive my lover every 
night in her house, without fear, for she would not even be aware of 
what I did,  being too occupied for her own part to pay any attention 
to such trifles.  She added that she would still have as high a regard 
for my virtue ,  since in all likelihood I would limit myself to this one, 
whilst she, obliged to contend with three ,  was most assuredly far 
from possessing my qualities of  modesty and reserve. When I took 
the liberty of telling her that such promiscuous conduct was odious, 
that it showed a lack of sensitivity and feeling, that  i t  was demeaning 
to our sex and reduced i t  to the level of the basest of  animals,  Mad
ame de Verquin burst out laughing. 

"You Gallic heroine, "  she said. "I admire you and do not 
blame you. I am well aware that a t  your age sensitivity and feeling 
are the twin gods to whom one sacrifices pleasure. At my age, ' tis  
not quite the same. Completely disillusioned concerning these phan
toms, we accord them slightly less sway. We prefer pleasures of a 
more concrete sort than the silly things about which you wax 
ecstatic. Why, pray tell, should we be faithful to men who have 
never been faithful to u s ? Is it not bad enough to be the weaker sex, 
without being the more gullible as well ? Any woman who lets her
self be guided by the principle of sensitivity in such matters is quite 
foolish. . . •  Believe me, my dear, vary your pleasures whilst your 
age and your charms allow you to, and cast aside your chimerical 
faithfulness,  your sad, shy virtue, which is  never satisfying in itself 
and never makes any impression on others." 

These words made me shudder, but I realized that  I no longer 
had the right to dispute them. The criminal help of that immoral 
woman was now necessary to me, and I had to treat her with cir
cumspection. 'Tis a fatal disadvantage o f  vice, for it places us ,  as  
soon as  we are  in  i t s  clutches, in bondage to  people whom we would 
o therwise scorn. And so I accepted all of M a dame de Verquin's 
complaisances .  Each night Senneval gave me new proof of his  love, 
and thus six months passed in such a state of intoxication that I 
scarcely had time to reflect. 

The baleful consequences soon opened my eyes. I became preg
nant, and I thought I would die of despair upon finding myself in a 
condition which Madame de Verquin merely found amusing. 
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"Still in all," she said, "we must save appearances, and since i t  
would not be  very seemly for you to  have your child in my house, 
Senneval's colonel and I have made some arrangements. He is  go
ing to give the young man a leave. You will depart a few days ahead 
of  him for Metz, and he will follow shortly behind. There, with 
his help, you'll give birth to this illicit fruit of your tenderness. 
Afterward, you will both return here, one after the other, the same 
way you have gone." 

I had no choice but to obey. As I told you, Monsieur, once 
one has had the misfortune to commit a sin, one places oneself at  
the mercy of  al l  men and al l  situations ; the whole world has a 
claim upon us ,  we become the slaves of anything that breathes the 
moment we forget ourselves to the point of becoming a thrall to 
our passIOns. 

Everything happened just as Madame de Verquin had said.  
On the third day, Senneval and I were once again together, in Metz, 
a t  the house of a midwife whose address I had obtained before 
leaving Nancy, and there I gave birth to a boy. Senneval, who had 
never ceased to display the most tender and delicate sentiments, 
seemed to love me even more after I had, to use his own words, 
doubled his existence. He showed me every possible consideration, 
begged me to leave his son to him, swore to me that he would re
ceive every possible care throughout his l ife, and said that he would 
not return to Nancy until his debt with regard to me had been ful
filled. 

It was not until he was on the verge of leaving that I dared to 
mention how unhappy the sin he had caused me to commit was 
bound to make me, and to propose that we atone for it  by con
secrating our union at  the foot of  the altar. Senneval, who had not 
been expecting this proposal, was much disturbed by it  . . . .  

"Alas," he said to me, " am I free to do as  I like ? I am still 
not of  age ; would I not therefore requi re my father's consent ? And 
what would our marriage be without this formality ? Besides, I am 
far from a suitable match for you ; a s  M adame de Verquin's niece 
-for in Nancy I was considered as such-you can aspire to a much 
better match. Believe me, Florville, let us forget our past mistakes. 
You can count on my discretion." 

These words, which I had not at all expected, made me cruelly 
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aware of the enormity of my transgression. My pride kept me from 
responding, but as a result my sorrow was all the greater. If any
thing had been concealing the full horror of my conduct from my 
own eyes , it was, 1 confess, the hope of one day atoning for it by 
marrying my lover. 

What a credulous girl 1 was I I did not imagine-although 
Madame de Verquin's perverse ways should have opened my eyes 
-I did not believe that one could make sport of seducing a poor 
miserable girl and then abandon her. Nor did 1 realize that honor, 
this sentiment so highly respected amongst men, was so empty and 
ineffective with regard to us, and that our weakness could justify an 
insult which men would never dare subj ect one another to except at 
the risk of their lives. Thus 1 saw myself at once the victim and 
the dupe of the man for whom 1 gladly would have laid down my 
life. This frightful realization came very close to sending me to my 
grave. Senneval did not leave me. The cares he proffered me were 
the same as ever, but never again did he allude to my proposal, and 
1 was far too proud to reveal to him a second time the reason for 
my despair .  He disappeared as soon as I was fully recovered. 

My mind made up never to return to Nancy, and knowing full 
well that 1 was seeing my lover for the last time in my life, 1 felt 
all my oId wounds reopening when 1 bade him farewell. None the 
less , 1 had the strength to endure this final blow . . . .  What  a heart
less creature ! He l e ft, tore himself from my breast, which was wet 
with tears, without shedding a single tear himself ! 

Such then is the consequence of those vows of  love we are 
foolish enough to believe ! The more sensitive we are ,  the more our 
seducers forsake and abandon us . . . •  Perfidious creatures ! The 
greater the means we employ to hold them, the greater their ten
dency to leave us .  

Senneval had taken his chi ld and had placed him somewhere in 
the country where it was impossible for me to find him . . . .  He 
wanted to deprive me of the joy of loving and raising this tender 
fruit of our union. One would have thought that he wanted me to 
forget everything which might still bind us to each other, and so 1 
did ; or, rather, I thought I did. 

1 determined to leave Metz immediately and not return to 
N aney. Yet 1 did not want to quarrel or break off relations with 
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M adame de Verquin. In spite of her failings, it was enough that she 
was  such a close relative of my benefactor to make me treat her 
with consideration throughout my l i fe .  I wrote her a most courteous 
letter, using as an excuse for not returning to Nancy that my shame 
over the sin I had committed there was too great, and requesting her 
permission to return to her brother's house in Paris. She answered 
me straightway that  I was mistress of  my own destiny and free to 
do as I pleased, and said that  I could always count on her friend
ship. She added that Senneval had not yet come back to Nancy, that  
no one  knew whither he had gone, and that I was  a foolish girl to 
worry my head over all these trifles .  

After I had received this  letter, I returned to Paris  and 
hastened to cast myself a t  Monsieur de Saint-Pdt's knees .  My 
silence and my tears soon revealed my wretchedness to him ; but I 
was careful to blame no one but myself and never to mention the 
role his sister had played in my seduction. Monsieur de Saint-Pra.t, 
like all souls in whom good predominates, in no wise suspected his 
relative's dissolute ways ; he judged her the most worthy of women. 
I did nothing to dissuade him or  destroy his illusions ; Madame 
de Verquin was aware of  thi s  act of  loyalty, because of which her 
friendship for me did not wither. 

Monsieur de Saint-pra.t felt sorry for me . . .  made me truly 
feel the wrong I had done, and eventually forgave me. 

"Ah, my child," he sa id to me with that  gentle gravity of  a 
worthy soul, so different from the odious frenzy of crime, "oh, my 
beloved daughter, now you see the price one must pay for straying 
from the path of  virtue. 'Tis so  necessary to follow that path, virtue 
i s  so intimately bound up with our existence that,  the moment we 
abandon it ,  nothing but misfortune awaits us.  Contrast the tran
quilli ty of your state of  innocence when you departed this house 
with the frightful anxiety wherewith you are affiicted upon your 
return. Do the meager pleasures you may have experienced in your 
fall from virtue compensate for the torments which now assail your 
heart ? Happiness, therefore, i s  to be found solely in the exercise of 
vi rtue, my child, and all  the sophistries of  its detractors wil l  never 
bring a single one of its enjoyments or  rewards. Ah I Florville, those 
who deny or  combat  these sweet enjoyments do so out of jealousy 
and nothing more, of  that you can be certain, or from the barbarous 
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pleasure of  making others as  guilty and as wretched as they. They 
blind themselves, and seek to blind everyone else ; they have lost 
their way, and seek to lead everyone else astray as well. But were 
you able to read deep into their hearts, you would discover naught 
but sorrow and remorse. All these apostles of crime are but miser
able, desperate creatures. There's not a single one of them who, 
were he sincere , would not avow, assuming he were capable of tell
ing the truth, that his foul words and dangerous writings were in 
fact motivated solely by his passions. And indeed, what man can 
seriously maintain that the foundations of morality can be under
mined without risk ? Who would dare to claim that to do good, and 
to desire good, must not perforce be the veritable goal of  man in 
l ife ? And how can the man who does naught but evil expect to be 
happy in a society whose most vital interest is  to see good multiply 
and flourish ? But will this apologist for crime not tremble con
stantly himself when he has uprooted from every heart the very 
thing to which of necessity he owes his preservation ? What will pre
vent his servants from bringing about his ruin i f  they have ceased 
to be virtuous ? What will keep his wife from dishonoring him if he 
has convinced her that virtue is worthless ? Who will restrain the 
hands of his children if he has dared to destroy the seeds of good 
implanted in their hearts ? How will his freedom, and his posses
sions, be respected if he has said to the high and mighty : Act with 
impunity, virtue is naught but a fan tasy ? Therefore, no matter 
what this poor wretch' s  condition, be he rich or poor, father or 
husband, master or slave, on all sides dangers will spring up for 
him, from all  directions daggers wil l  be poised at his heart. Let 
there be no mistake : i f  he has dared destroy in man the only duties 
which offset man's perversity ,  then sooner or later the unfortunate 
creature will perish, a victim of his own frightful systems.l 

"Let us leave religion aside for the moment, i f  you like, and 
consider only man. Who would ever be foolish enough to believe 

1 "II. h, my friend, never try to corrupt the person you love, the situation may get out 
of hand," a sensitive woman once said to the friend who was bent upon seducing 
her. Adorable woman, allow me to quote thine own words, they describe so aptly the 
soul of the woman who, a short while later, saved this same man's life, that I should 
like to engrave these touching words in the temple of memory, wherein thy virtues 
assure thee a pi ace. 
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that, were a person to break every law society has formulated, this 
society which he outrages will allow him to go unpunished ? Is  i t  not 
in the interest of man, and of  the laws he makes for his safety, 
always to try and destroy whatsoever obstructs it or is harmful to 
i t ? Influence of some kind, or wealth, may provide the evildoer 
with a fleeting glimmer of prosperity. But how brief will be i ts 
reign ! Recognized for what he is ,  unmasked, and soon turned into 
a hated obj ect of  public scorn, will he then find any apologists for 
his conduct ? will any partisans appear to comfort or console him ? 
No one will admit to knowing him ; as he no longer has anything 
to offer them, all will cast him aside as they would a burden. Mis
fortune will beset him on every side ; he will languish in shame and 
adversity, and, no longer having even his own heart as a refuge, he 
soon will die of despair. What, then, is this absurd reasoning on the 
part of  our adversaries ? What is  this impotent effort to attenuate 
virtue,  to dare say that whatsoever i s  not universal is therefore 
chimerical, and that, virtues always being local, none of them can 
be said to have any absolute validity ? What ! there is no virtue be
cause each people has had to forge its own ? because different climes 
and temperatures have necessitated different kinds of  restraints, be
cause, in one word, virtue has multiplied in a thousand guises
because of all this there is no virtue on the face of the earth ? One 
might as well doubt of the existence of a river because i t  forks off 
into a thousand different tributaries and branches. Well, what better 
proof both of the existence and necessity of virtue is  there than 
man' s need to adapt i t  to his various moral codes and to use it  as  
the basis  for them all ? Show me a single people that l ives without 
virtue, a single one for whom benevolence and human kindness are 
not the fundamental bonds-I shall go even further : show me a 
band of  villains which is not bound together by some principles of 
virtue, and I shall  cease defending its  cause. But if, on the contrary, 
virtue i s  demonstrated to be useful everywhere, if there is  no na
tion, no state, no society, no individual that can do without it, if ,  in 
one word, man cannot live happily or securely without it ,  would I 
then be wrong, my child, to exhort you never to stray from it ? 

"You see, Florville ,"  my benefactor went on, enfolding me in 
his arms, "you see where your initial deviation from virtue has 
brought you. And i f  error should beckon to you again, i f  seduction 
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or your own weakness should lay new snares for you, dwell then 
upon the unhappiness this first lapse has caused you, think of  the man 
who loves you as h e  would his own daughter . . .  whose heart is 
broken by your lapses from righteousness, and in these reflections 
you will find all the strength required for a devotion to virtue, 
which I would inculcate in your heart forever." 

Monsieur de Saint-Prat, in keeping with these same principles, 
did not offer me the hospitality of  his own house. Rather, he sug
gested I go and live with one of  his relatives, a woman as  renowned 
for the great  piety of her ways as  M adame de Verquin was for her 
faults.  I was delighted by this arrangement. M adame de Lerince 
accepted me gladly and graciously, and within a week a fter my re
turn to Paris, I was installed in her house.  

Ah, Monsieur,  what a difference between this woman and the 
one I had l ately left ! I f  vice and depravity had established their 
reign in  M adame de Verquin's,  i t  was a s  though Madame de 
Lerince' s  heart was the sanctuary o f  every virtue.  As much as  I had 
been frightened by the former's depravity, so I was equally con
soled by the edifying principles which governed the latter. In heark
ening to M adame de Verquin, I had found only bitterness and 
remorse ; in abandoning myself to M a dame de Lerince, I found 
naught but kindness and comfort. 

Ah, Monsieur, allow me to describe for you this adorable 
woman, whom I shall cherish always. 'Tis a tribute my heart owes 
to her virtues,  and I am powerless to resist it .  

M a dame de Lerince, who was about forty years of age, was 
still possessed o f  a freshness o f  youth ; an a ir  o f  candor and mod
esty embellished her features even more than did the divine p ropor
tions wherewith Nature had endowed them. A trifle  too much noble
ness and majesty rendered her, in  the eyes of some, awesome at first 
glance, but what they might have mistaken for pride softened the 
moment she opened her mouth to speak. Hers was a soul so pure 
and beautiful, she was so gracious and of a candor so entire that 
one gradually felt an increasing tenderness for her, in spite o f  one
self and in addition to the veneration she inspired upon first meet
ing her.  There was nothing strained or superstitious about Madame 
de Lerince's  religion. The principles of  her faith were dictated by 
an extreme sensibility. The notion o f  the existence of God, the wor-
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ship due this Supreme Being : such were this loving soul 's  most 
lively pleasures. She confessed openly that she would be the most 
miserable crea ture alive i f  any perfidious enlightenment should ever 
force her mind to destroy in her the respect and love she reserved 
for her worship. Even more strongly attached-if such were pos
sible-to the sublime morality o f  that religion than to its cere
monies and practices, she made this excellent morality the guide for 
her every act. Never had slander sull ied her lips j she did not in
dulge in even the slightest j est which might afflict or offend another 
human being. Brimful of tenderness and sensibility for her fellow 
man, finding them interesting even unto their failings, Madame de 
Lerince's  sole concern was either carefully to conceal their faults or 
gently to reprove them. Were they unhappy, she found no greater 
pleasure than in succoring them j nor did she wait for the poor to 
come and implore her help : she sought them out . . . she sensed 
them, and her face could be  seen to l ight up with j oy whenever she 
had brought comfort to a widow or provided for an orphan, when
ever she had arranged materially to help a destitute family, or, 
with her own hands, had broken the chains of  adversity. There was 
nothing harsh, nothing austere in all this : i f  the pleasures proposed 
were chaste, she partook of them with great delight, indeed she in
vented some of her own, for fear that people might find her com
pany boring. Wise . . .  enlightened with the moralist . . .  profound 
with the theologian, she inspired the novel ist and smiled upon the 
poet,  she astonished the lawmaker and politician, and directed the 
games of the child. Her mind was brilli ant in  a number of  ways, but 
the facet that shone brightest in  her was the special  care she took, 
the charming effort she made, to bring out the intelligence in others, 
or to show her appreciation o f  tha t  quality in them. By inclination 
living withdrawn from society, cultivating her friends out o f  choice 
rather than necessity, Madame de Lerince was, in one word, a 
model for either sex, endowing everything around her with this 
tranquil happiness . . .  this celestial delight promised to the honest, 
decent man by the Holy God of  Whom she was the living image. 

I shall not weary you, Monsieur, with the monotonous details 
of my life during the seventeen years I had the good fortune to 
live with this adorable creature, Discussions concerning morality 
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and piety, as many charitable acts as ' twas possible for us to per
form : such were the duties that occupied our days. 

"Men are frightened away from religion, my dear Florville ,"  
M a dame de Lerince used to  say to me,  "solely because clumsy, un
skillful guides have made them aware of naught save religion' s  re
strictions, without offering them its sweet  rewards. Can there exist 
a man so absurd that,  when first his eyes open and view the uni
verse, he still refuses to admit that  so many wonders can only be 
the handiwork of  an omnipotent God ? Once this prime truth has 
been admitted-and what more i s  required for his heart to be con
vinced of i t-what kind of cruel and barbarous creature would he 
have to be still to refuse to p ay homage to the benevolent God by 
Whom he was created ? 

"The diversity of  religions is also cited as an embarrassment : 
one thinks to prove them false by their very multiplicity. What 
sophistry ! I s  not the existence of  this Supreme God proved by this 
very unanimity of  all peoples to recogniz e  and serve Him in some 
guise ,  i s  this tacit avowal which is engraved in the hearts of  all 
men not a proof even more irrevocable-if indeed such be possible 
-than the sublimities  of  Nature ? What  I man cannot live without 
a God, he  cannot question himself without finding proofs within him
self, he  cannot open his eyes without discovering traces of this God 
everywhere, and still he dares to doubt ! No, Florville, there are no 
sincere atheists ; pride, obstinacy,  passion : these are the destructive 
weapons of  this God Who ceaselessly revivifies himself in  the heart 
and mind of  man. And when every beat of  this heart ,  every lumi
nous trait of this mind and reason offers me this indub itable Being, 
shall I refuse to pay Him my homage ? Shall I not humble myself 
before His grace, tha t  I might endure the miseries of  l ife,  and 
someday p artake of  His glory ? Should I not aspire to the favor of 
spending eternity in  His bosom, or should I rather run the risk of 
spending this eternity in a frightful abyss of  torture,  for having 
refused to accept the indubitable proofs this mighty Being has 
vouchsafed me with what regards the certitude of  His existence ! 
My child, does this awful choice allow for even a moment's reflec
tion ? 0 you who stubbornly refuse to recognize the fiery letters 
this God has traced even in the very depths of your hearts, at least 
be just  for a moment and, i f  only out of pity for yourselves ,  yield 



to Pasca l ' s  invim ih,c c' :-U, W ll , L C . ' j f i l l ,h � ed  t h e r e  i s  no God,  \\h a t  
d o e s  i t  m a t ter  whether  YOll b e l i eve  in H i m ,  w h a t  h a rm i s  there  i n  
t h i s  a l l e g i a nc,, ? ,\nd i f  , I I l T c' : , " G o u ,  \\ h a t  d anger s u o  you n o t  r lln  
by r e fus ing H i m  YUl i r  bidl  ; '  

"You say ,  unbel i e v e r s ,  th a t  y o u  a re at  a l o s s  to know wh a t  
h o m a g e  to p a y  t o  th i s  G o d ,  t h e  mul t i tu,le  o f  re l i g i on s bec loud s you r 
j u d gm en t . Very well then ,  exami l l e  th em a l l ,  I h a ve n o  obj ect ion 
whatsoev-er ,  anu  a fte r ward  (orne anu s ay i n  good fa i th i n  which of  
them you fi n d  m o r e  gr a n ck ur and more m a j e s ty .  Deny,  i f  you can ,  
o Chris!i a n s ,  th :l t  ,h e r e l i gi on  into \\-h i ch rOll were fortun a t e  
enough to b e  born,  appear�  to he  the  one whose  c h a r a cter i s t i c s  a r e  
hol ie s t  and mo:, t 5 \1  01 i c Il e .  Stck e l s e w h e r e  s u c h  g r e a t  mysteri e s ,  
dogm a s  a s  p u r e ,  :I �](J L ,d i tv  " s  :o m fo r t ing . Find in som e o t h e r  reo  
l ig ion  the  i nehal-l c '; :t c r i ri c t  o f  a G o d  f o r  H i s  creatures ; find in an
other  p ro m i s es m o r e  b C :J u t i iuL a fu t u r e  mo r e  p l e a s ing . a God 
greater  a n d  morc  s u b i i r l1 1.' ! '\l 0, \ O U cannot ,  eph e me ra l p h i l o s o p h e r ; 
you ca nnot ,  l J ca s [j l- , � ' s  t h r a l l ,  \ OU ,,-h o s e  f a i th c h an ges wi th  t h e  
phys ica l  statc o f  Y U l l r  Ilc, r\C : , : bl a sp hemous a t  the  he ight  of  your  
p a s s i o n ,  a b el i c H' 1"  a s  s o o n  a s  you r li r e s  h a v e  cool e d ,  YOll c a nn o t ,  I 
s ay .  Sent iment  co n s tan tly acknowledges  th i s  God \Vhom your  mind 
r e s i s t s ,  He a lw ay s  ex ;s t s  bes i d e  y O U ,  even in  the m i d s t  o f  your  
errors .  B re ak the ch a i n s  wherewi th you are  bound to cr ime ,  a n d  
n e v e r  wi l l  th i s  Holy ,  Almighty God desert  the temp l e H e  h a s  e rected 
in your heart .  'Ti s i n  the  f a r t h e s t  depths  o f  your heart ,  my de a r  
Florvil l e ,  e v e n  m o r e  than i n  y o u r  r e a son ,  t h a t  t h e  n e c e s s i ty must  b e  
d iscovered f o r  th i s  (Jo d \Vhom ev e ry th ing reve a l s  a n d  p r o v e s  t o  
u s ; ' t i s  i n  t h i s  s :une h e a r t  w c  m u s t  a l s o  d i scover  t h e  n e c e s s i ty f o r  
t h e  worsh ip w e  dev < l t c  to I hn ,  and ' t i s  t h i s  h e a rt which will  s o o n  
p e r s u a d e  you ,  my dea r  f r i en d ,  th a t the  noblest  and purest  o f  a l l  
rel igions  i s  t h e  on e i l l �o W!i ; cll I n  .. h a ve been  born .  Let  u s  the r e fo r e  
p r a c t i c e  t h i s  sweet  re l ig ion w i th j oy a n d  exact i tude ,  l e t  i t  fil l  o u r  
m o s t  beautiful m o tTl c n t s  h er e  bc l o\v a n d ,  c h e r i s h ing i t  t h e  whi le ,  a s  
s t e p  b y  s tep w e  1TI 0 \' C  to",- a rJ  th e term o f ou r d ays ,  l e t  i t  be  b y  t h e  
p a th o f  l o v e  a n d  dt k; h t  th:, t  W e  go t o  offer  up  u n t o  the bosom o f  
the eternal F a t h e r  t h i s  soul  w h i c h em a na ted  f r o m  H i m , w a s  formed 
solely to  know Him,  and w h ich  we h a ve enj oyed a n d  del ighted in 
only in s o fa r as we h ave be l i eved  in  and wors h i p e d  Him."  

' Tw a s  i n  th i s  wise  l\ ! <\dame  de  Lcr ince  u s e d  t o spe ak to m e ,  
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and from her counsel my mind drew strength, and my soul was 
purified beneath her s aintly wing. But, as  I have said before,  I 
shall spare you the minor details of my daily l i fe in this house and 
rather concentrate upon what i s  essential.  'Tis my sins I must re
veal to you, generous and sensitive man, and as  for those times 
when Heaven has  vouchsafe d  to let  me dwell in peace on the path 
of virtue,  I shall simply offer up a prayer of thanks and pass  them 
over in  silence. 

I had not ceased writing to M a dame de Verquin ; twice a 
month I likewise  received letters from her. And although I doubt
less should not have continued this correspondence, and although 
the fact that my reformed ways and improved principles incited 
me to break it off,  still  my debt to Monsieur de Saint-Prat, the 
hope that  I might someday receive word of  my son, and above all 
-let m e  confess i t-a secret feeling which yet drew me ineluctably 
toward the site of so many past pleasures-all these things led me 
to  keep up a correspondence which Madame de Verquin, on  her  
end, was good enough to maintain on a regular basis .  

I trie d  to convert her,  I lauded the l ife I was presently lead
ing and wrote her o f  i ts sweet solace, which she dismissed a s  a fig
ment o f  my imagination j she constantly l aughed at o r  combated my 
resolutions and, ever firm in her own, assured me that nothing in 
the world would ever be able to weaken them. She wrote me of the 
new girls whom she had, for her own amusement, won over to her 
cause, and claimed they were far more docile than I had been. 
This  toppling of so many virtues  was,  the perverse woman claimed, 
but a small triumph,  s o  many l i ttle victories she always enjoyed 
winning, and the pleasure of  luring these young hearts into evil 
console d  her for being unable to real ize all that her imagination 
incited her to undertake. 

I was wont to ask Madame de Lerince to lend me her eloquent 
pen in order to unsettle my opponent, and she was happy to oblige. 
Madame de  Verquin answered us ,  and her sophisms, oftentimes 
extremely convincing, obliged us  to resort to even more com
pelling arguments of a sensitive soul, wherein, so Madame de 
Lerince rightly maintained, was everything necessary to destroy 
vice and confound incredulity. 

From time to time I asked M adame de Verquin for news of 
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the man I still loved, but either she could not or would not deign 
to give me any. 

The time has come, Monsieur ; I must tell you of the second 
catastrophe of my l i fe ,  a tale so cruel and bitter i t  breaks my heart 
each time I call i t  to mind. Hearing it, you will learn of the terrible 
crime of which I am guilty and will no doubt abandon the flattering 
plans you have regarding me. 

Madame de Lerince' s  house, however orderly I may have 
portrayed it to you, was none the less accessible to a handful of 
friends : Madame de Dulfort, a woman well  along in years who was 
formerly attached to the household of the Princesse de Piemont, 
and who came very often to see us, one day asked Madame de 
Lerince for permission to introduce to her a young man who came to 
her most h ighly recommended, and whom she would be pleased to 
bring into a house wherein the examples of virtue to which he would 
constantly be exposed could only contribute to mold his heart. My 
benefactress apologized, saying that she never received young men, 
but later, hard pressed by her friend' s urgent entreaties, she con
sented to meet the Chevalier de Saint-Ange. 

He made his appearance. Whether out of presentiment . . .  
or whatever you care to name it, Monsieur, when first I la id eyes 
upon this young man, I was seized with a trembling that shook 
me from head to foot, the cause of which 'twas impossible to con
ceal. . . .  I almost fainted . . . .  As I did not search for the reason 
for this strange reaction, I imputed i t  to some strange disposition, 
and Monsieur de Saint-Ange ceased to preoccupy me. But i f  thi s  
young man had ,  at first  sight, been such a source of agitation to 
me, he too had been the victim of a similar disturbance ; he later 
admitted this to me himself. Saint-Ange was filled with so great an 
admiration for the house into which he had been granted access 
that he did not dare forget himself so far as to reveal what flame 
was inwardly consuming him. Thus three months went by before 
he found the courage to say anything to me ; but I noted such a vivid 
expression in his eyes that i t  soon became impossible for me not to 
understand what they were saying. My mind firmly made up not to 
fall prey again to the kind of error which had been the cause of all 
my suffering, and strengthened now by better principles, I was upon 
twenty different occasions on the verge of informing Madame de 
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Lerince of  the feelings I thought I discerned in the young man. 
Subsequently restrained by the fears I thought I might arouse in 
her, I chose to remain silent. A baleful resolution, i t  would appear,  
s ince i t  resulted in the frightful calamity whereof I shall  shortly 
apprise  you. 

We were wont to spend six months each year on a lovely 
country estate Madame de Lerince owned ten leagues from Paris. 
Monsieur de Saint-Pdt often used to come and visit us  there. Un
fortunately for me, this particular  year he was down with a siege 
of gout, which prevented him from j oining us .  I say unfortunately 
for me, Monsieur, because, quite naturally having a greater con
fidence in him than in his relative, I would have confessed to him 
certain things I could never bring myself to discover to others, the 
avowal of which would no doubt have warded off the fatal accident 
which befell me.  

Saint-Ange requested permission to jo in us  on our j ourney, 
and as  Madame de Dulfort also interceded in his behalf, his re
quest was granted. 

All of  us  in our l ittle group were concerned to know who this 
young man really was. Nothing very precise or substantial seemed 
to be known of  his  background or origins ; Madame de Dulfort 
passed him off as  the son of a provincial gentleman to whom she 
was related, whilst he ,  now and again forgetting what Madame de 
Dulfort had said, referred to himself as  a native of  Piedmont, a 
claim further reinforced by the manner in which he spoke I talian. 
He was of  an age to embark upon a career, but thus far had not 
done so ,  nor did he seem so inclined. He had, moreover, a very 
pretty face, full worthy of being portrayed by an artist's brush, 
had excellent manners, a conversation which was exceeding decent, 
and also appeared to be very well educated ; but behind all this 
there lurked a prodigious vitality, a kind of impetuosity of char
acter which at times frightened us .  

No sooner had we arrived at  M adame de Lerince 's  country 
estate than Monsieur de Saint-Ange, whose feelings had only grown 
more intense because of his efforts to curb them, found it  impossible 
to conceal them any longer from me. I trembled . . .  and yet 
managed to maintain sufficient composure to show him naught but 
p ity. 
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"In truth, Monsieur ,"  I said to him, "you must have a false 
opinion of  your own worth, or  else time must weigh heavy indeed 
upon your hands i f  you have enough to devote to someone twice 
your age. But even assuming I were foolish enough to hear you 
out, what foolish plans might you dare entertain regarding me ?" 

"Plans to bind mysel f to you by the holiest of ties,  Mademoi
selle. How little esteem you must have for me, i f  you could even 
suspect I had any others ! "  

"To be quite candid with you, Monsieur, I do n o t  intend to 
offer the public the odd spectacle of a woman thirty-four marrying 
a child of  seventeen."  

"Ah ! cruel woman, could you even conceive of  such insignifi
cant differences if in your heart there was a flame even one-thou
sandth as strong as the one that consumes mine ?" 

" 'Tis certain indeed, Monsieur, that, for my part, I am quite 
calm . . . .  I have been so for many a year, and I trust I shall so re
main for as long as  God sees fit  to prolong my days here on earth."  

"You deprive me even of  the hope that  I might one day move 
your heart to p i ty. " 

"I shall go even further : I dare forbid you to speak to me any 
further of your mad proj ects ."  

"Ah ! Florville, beauti ful Florville,  so you wish to  make my 
li fe miserable ?" 

"I  wish i t  to be peaceful and happy." 
"It  can be so only with you. "  
"Yes . . .  as  long as  you fail t o  r i d  yourself of the foolish 

sentiments you should never have conceived in the first place. Try 
to vanquish them, try to control yourself, and your tranquill ity and 
composure will return." 

"I cannot." 
"You don' t  want to ; to succeed in the effort, we must separate. 

Let two years go by without seeing me, this agitation will disappear,  
you will  forget me, and you will  be happy." 

"Ah, never, never . . .  For me there will never be any happi-
ness save at your feet . . . .  " 

And as the other guests rejoined us at this moment, our first 
conversation concluded on this note. 

Three days later,  Saint-Ange, having again contrived to see 
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me alone, attempted to renew the conversation in the same vein as 
tha t  of the earlier evening. This time, I was so stern in admonish
ing him to remain silent that tears rushed to his eyes. He turned 
from me abruptly, declaring that I was driving him to despair  and 
that, if I continued to treat him in this manner, he would soon put 
an end to his l ife . . . .  Then, retracing his steps like a man pos
sessed : 

" Mademoiselle," he said to me, "you do not know the soul 
you are outraging . . . .  No, truly you do not. You must know that 
I am capable of resorting to the most extreme measures . . .  meas
ures which you perhaps cannot even imagine . . . .  Yes, I shall resort 
to them a thousand times over rather than forgo the h appiness of 
being yours." 

And he withdrew in a state of  dreadful agitation. 
I had never been more tempted than I was a t  that  moment to 

confide in Madame de Lerince, but,  I repeat,  I was restrained by 
the fear o f  compromising this young man, and I sa id nothing. 

Saint-Ange spent the following week fleeing my presence ; 
he scarcely addressed a word to me,  and avoided me a t  table . . .  
in the salon . . .  during our walks, probably in order to see whether 
this change in his conduct would make any impression upon me. 
Had I shared his feelings, this strategem would surely have worked, 
but this was so far from the case that I scarcely seemed to be aware 
of his tactics. 

At last he accosted me in a remote corner of the garden . . . .  
" Mademoiselle ," he said,  his words ill concealing the violence 

o f  the feelings behind them, "I have finally managed to regain my 
self-composure . . .  your counsels have had upon me the effect you 
desired and expected . . . .  As you can see, I am again in complete 
control o f  myself . . . .  My only purpose in getting you alone is  to 
b id you my final adieu . . . .  Yes, I 'm going to leave you forever, 
M ademoiselle . . . .  I'm going to flee from you . • .  never again will 
you set eyes upon the man you loathe . . .  oh ! no,  no, you will  never 
see him again ! "  

"I  am pleased t o  hear o f  your plan, M onsieur, and would like 
to believe that you have at  last come to your senses again. But," I 
added, smiling, "your conversion appears to me as yet far from 
accomplished. " 
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"Well, how would you have me be then, Mademoiselle, In 
order for me to convince you of my indifference ?" 

"Quite different from the way I see you now." 
"But at least after I have left . . .  when my presence is no 

longer a painful burden to you , then wil l  you perhaps believe in 
my return to that reason toward which all your efforts have been 
urging me ?" 

"It i s  true that ' tis  only your departure which will persuade me 
of your return to reason, and I shall never cease counseling you to 
adopt that course . "  

"Am I then such a frightful obj ect for you ?" 
"You, Sir, are a most amiable man, who ought to be devoting 

his time to conquests of another sort, and to leave in peace a woman 
for whom it is impossible to hear your pleas ." 

"And yet you will hear me , "  he then said, in an absolute rage ,  
"yes, cruel woman, no  matter what you may say, you shall hear the 
sentiments of my inflamed heart, and you may rest assured that 
there i s  nothing in the world I shall not do, e i ther to deserve you or 
to obtain you . . . .  Nor should you believe in my departure ," he 
went on in great heat, "or my pretended departure. I dreamt that 
up merely to test you . . . .  Me, leave you I Do you for one moment 
believe I could tear myself away from this place where you dwell ? 
. . .  Hate me, falsehearted creature, hate me, since such is my un
happy fate, but never hope to vanquish the love for you which 
burns within me . . . .  " 

And as he spoke these last words, Saint-Ange was in such a 
state that, by some turn of fate I have never been able to under
stand, he succeeded in touching my heart, and I was obliged to turn 
away my head to hide my tears. I left him there in the thicket 
where he had managed to corner me. He made no effort to follow 
me j I heard him throw himsel f to the ground and give way to a fit 
of sobbing both frightful and completely uncontrolled . . . .  And 
Monsieur, I must admit that, although I was quite certain that I did 
not entertain any feelings of love for this young man, I could not 
contain myself, and I in turn burst out sobbing, whether out of 
co�miseration for him or from the memory of my own earlier ex
pertences. 

"Alas ," I said to myself, yielding to my sorrow, "those were 
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the same words Senneval used. 'Twas in these very terms that he 
expressed his burning love for me . . .  a lso in a garden . . .  in a 
garden just  like this one . . .  did he not tell me he would love me 
forever . . .  and did he not deceive me cruelly ? M erciful Heaven I 
he was even the same age . . . .  Ah ! Senneval . . .  Senneval . . .  i s ' t  
you who are trying once again to destroy my peace o f  mind ? Have 
you reappeared in this seductive guise only to drag me down again 
into the abyss ? . . .  Away, you coward I . . .  away . . .  I now loathe 
even your memory I "  

I wiped away m y  tears,  and went t o  lock myself in m y  room 
till dinner time. Then I went downstairs . . .  but Saint-Ange did 
not appear ,  but sent word that he was ill. The following day he 
was clever enough to reveal to me a face which seemed completely 
untroubled. I was taken in by appearances ; I really believed that he 
had mustered sufficient strength to overcome his  passion. I was mis
taken ; the treacherous scoundrel I . . .  Alas ,  what am I saying, 
M onsieur ? l owe him no more invectives . . . .  All l owe him are 
my tears, and my remorse. 

Saint-Ange appeared so calm because he had laid his plans. 
Two days pa ssed, and toward the evening o f  the third he publicly 
announced his departure. With Madame de DuHort, his benefac
tress, he made arrangements concerning their common affairs in 
Paris. 

We all went to bed . . . .  Forgive me,  Monsieur, for the com
motion this frightful tale arouses within me even before I have 
finished relating i t : I can never call i t  to mind without trembling 
with horror. 

As it was exceeding warm, I had gone to bed almost naked. 
My maid had just left the room, and I had snuffed out the candle . 
. . . Unfortunately, a sewing basket had remained open on my bed, 
for I had just cut some material I was going to need the following 
day. Scarcely had my eyes begun to close than I heard a noise . . . .  
I quickly sat  up . . . I felt myself seized by a hand . . . .  

"This  time you'll not escape me, Florville ,"  said Saint-Ange, 
for 'twas he ; " forgive the immoderation of  my passion, but make 
no effort to elude it : I must make you mine I "  

"Vile seducer ! "  I cried out, "leave this room immediately, o r  
suffer the effects of  m y  wrath . . . .  " 
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"The only thing which will make me suffer is not to have you, 
cruel girl , "  the ardent young man went on, throwing himself upon 
me so skillfully and with such fury that before I knew what he was 
about the damage was done . . . .  

Incensed by his  excessive audacity, and determined to resort 
to any measures rather than submit to i t  any longer, I threw him 
off me and seized a pair of  scissors I had at  the foot of  the bed. 
My anger notwithstanding, I maintained control of  myself and 
sought to wound him in the arm, much more in order to frighten 
him by this display of resolution on my part than to punish him a s  
h e  deserved to  be ; feeling my movement, h i s  own became redoubled 
in intensity .  

"Out,  traitor ! "  I cr ied,  thinking to strike him in the arm, "get 
out this minute, and blush at  the crime you have committed I . . .  " 

Oh ! Monsieur, a fatal hand had guided my blows . . . .  The 
poor young man uttered a piercing cry and fell to the floor. . . .  I 
straightway lighted my candle and bent over him . . . .  Merciful 
Heaven ! I had struck him in the heart ! He was dying ! I threw 
myself on the bloody body . . .  I pressed him to my troubled breast 
. . .  my lips,  pressed against his ,  tried to breathe l ife back into the 
expiring soul .  I washed his  wound with my tears . . . .  

"0 you ! whose only crime was to love me overmuch,"  I said ,  
despa ir  having driven me to a state of  frenzy, "did you deserve 
such punishment ? Should you have lost your l i fe a t  the hand of 
her for whom you would have sacrificed i t  gladly ? Oh, poor, poor 
young man . . .  the image of  him whom I adored, if to love you 
would undo what  I have done and restore you to l i fe ,  know then, 
at this cruel moment, when unhappily you can no longer hear me,  
know, i f  there i s  st i l l  a breath of  l ife left in your soul ,  tha t  I would 
gladly sacrifice my own l i fe if ' twould suffice to bring back yours . 
. . . Know that I was never indifferent to you . . .  that  I never saw 
you without a feeling o f  intense emotion, and that  my feelings for 
you were perhaps far superior to those of  the tender love which 
burned in your heart ." 

With these words,  I collapsed upon the body of this un
fortunate young man, and fell unconscious. My maid, having heard 
the commotion, entered the room, and revived me,  then j oined me 
in my efforts to bring Sa int-Ange back to l ife.  But i t  was all to no 



avai l ,  a las ! \Ve l e ft th i s  fatal  room, careful l y  locked the door be
hind us,  we took the key with u s  and s t ra igh tway fled to Paris ,  to 
fyf onsi e u r  de S a i n t-Pr � t ' s  . . . .  I h a d  h i m  <1 \nkened ,  ha nded h i m  the 
key o f  th is  b a l e ful  room,  and reco u n te d  to h im my borribl e ad
venture .  He offered me symp a thy,  comfo rted me,  and,  despite h i s  
i l lness ,  imme d i ately set  o u t  f o r  :Yl a d a me d e  Lcrince '�  h ou s e .  A s  i t  
w a s  b u t  a short  d is tance from P a r i s  t o  h e r  country estate ,  a l l  t h i s  
transp i r e d  before t h e  n i g h t  was  out .  \fy p rotector  ;'eaehed h i s  re la
t ive ' s  estate  just  a s  everyon e  was  gett ing up ,  and before anyone 
kn ew w h a t  h a d  happened dur ing  the  n ight .  :\ ever have any fr iends,  
or  any relat ives ,  conducted them sel n: 'i  more nobly than in  th i s  c ir-

. . 

cum stance : f a r  from imitat ing those stup i d  o r  feroc io ll s  p e rsons 
who,  i n  such crucial  moment s ,  fi n d  p l e a s u r e  o n l y  m m aking known 
whatever can damage or render unh a p py those a ro u n d  them as well 
as themselve s ,  in  this instance  the servants sc <w:ely knew what h a d  
happened.  

"\Vell , now, ;\lonsic u r , "  s a i d  \ I a d " l11o isel le  de Florville,  
breaking off her tale a t  this point b ec a u se o f  the tears which were 
choking her,  "will  you now ma rry a gi rl capabl e of such a mur d e r ? 
Will you suffer in your  arms a creature who deserves the full 
punishment o f  the  l aw, a s o r ry cre a tu r e  who i s  constantly tor
mented by her crime and who , s i nce thc  c rud momen t ,,:hen she  
commi tted i t ,  h a s  not  spent  a s ingl e  pc ; t cefu!  n igh t ?  N o ,  :\Ions ieur ,  
n o t  a s ingle  n ight  h a s  gone by that my poor  ,- (tim has not appeared 
to m e  covered  with the  b lood I caused to How from h i s  heart ."  

" Don't  be  so upset ,  M a demo i s e l l e ,  I beg ot you , "  quoth M on
s ieur  d e  Courva! , m ingling h i s  tears  wi th  those o f  t h a t  charming 
girl .  " Given the sens i t ive soul wherewith N a tnre  has endowed you,  
I understand your remorse .  But  there  i s  not even the sha dow o f  a 
cr ime i n  this  fata l  adventure.  'Tis  witb ' JU t  ( ilicst i o n  a m o s t  terrible 
misfortune ,  but  nothing more.  There ;s  nothing premeditated ,  noth
ing atrocious about i t ; s imply the des ire  to w a rd off a most  odious  
assault  . . .  i n  a word,  a murder  committed qu i te hy chance,  in  self-
defense . . . .  Dismiss  it from your mind,  M a demoisel l e ,  th is  I b e g  
o f  y o u ,  n ay ,  I d e m a n d  it .  T h �  most  r igorous tribunal ,v o u l d  h ave 
done naught  but \vipe away your te ars .  Oh ! how mi staken you 
were i f  you feared  for a moment t h a t  an event such a s  this ,yould 
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deprive you of the rights to my heart which your qualities have 
assured you. No, fair Florville , no indeed : far from dishonoring 
you ,  this whole affair tends but to accentuate your virtues all the 
more brilliantly, it renders you ever more worthy of finding a com
forting hand to help you forget your sorrows." 

"The kind words you have just offered me," Mademoiselle de 
Florville went on, "are the same as those Monsieur de Saint-Pd.t 
has expressed. But the great goodness both of you have shown 
me can in no wise stifle the pangs of my own conscience. No matter, 
Monsieur j let us proceed with our story j you must be anxious to 
learn how all this turns out." 

Madame de Dulfort was no doubt deeply grieved : not only 
was this young man a most attractive person, he had come to her 
too highly recommended for her not to deplore his loss. None the 
less, she understood the wisdom of silence, she saw that scandal , 
though i t  would mean my ruin, would not bring her protege back 
to l i fe j and she said not a word. 

Despite the severity of her principles and the extreme probity 
of her morals , Madame de Lerince behaved even more admirably, 
if such were possible, for prudence and humanity are the distinc
tive characteristics of true piety. First she informed the household 
that during the night I had been foolish enough to wish to ride 
up to Paris, in order to take advantage of the pleasant weather ; 
she added that she had been privy to thi s  innocent caprice, that 
she had in fact approved of my act ,  as she herself had planned to 
drive to Paris to dine that same evening. Using thi s  as a pretense, 
she sent all her servants up to Paris. Once she was alone with 
Monsieur de Saint-Pdt and her friend Madame de Dulfort, she 
sent for the priest. Madame de Lerince's spiritual guide must have 
been as wise and enlightened as she : without further ado, he gave 
Madame de Dulfort an official certificate and, with the help of two 
of his servants, secretly and humanely interred the poor victim of 
my rage. 

Once this had been taken care of, everyone reappeared and 
was sworn to secrecy. Monsieur de Saint-Pdt came to comfort me ,  
revealing to me al l  that had just  been done to bury my misdeed 
in  the most profound oblivion. He seemed to want me to resume 
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my l i fe with Madame de Lerince a s  though nothing had happened . 
. . . She was fully disposed to receive me . . . . I could not bring 
myself to do it .  Then he counseled me to seek distraction and amuse 
myself.  

M adame de Verquin, with whom, as  I have mentioned before, 
I had never stopped corresponding, was still u rging me to come 
and spend a few months with her. I mentioned this plan to her 
brother,  he approved it ,  and a week later I set out for Lorraine. 
But  the memory o f  my crime pursued me everywhere ; nothing suc
ceeded in restoring my peace of mind. 

I used to awake from a deep sleep and fancy I could still hear 
the moans and cries  o f  poor Saint-Ange. I would see him lying at  
my feet covered with blood, he  would reproach me for being cruel 
and assure me that the memory of  this frightful act would haunt 
me to my dying day, and that I did not know the heart I had 
destroyed. 

One night, among many, I dreamt of Senneval, that wretched 
lover I had never forgotten, since he alone was still enticing me 
back to Nancy . . . .  In my dream, Senneval showed me two corpses 
at  the same time, the body of  Saint-Ange and that  o f  a woman un
known to me.2 He shed bounti ful tears upon both of them, and 
showed me nearby a coffin, bristling with thorns, which seemed to 
open for me. I awoke in a state of terrible agitation, my soul be
sieged by a thousand unclear and conflicting sentiments , and a secret 
voice seemed to say to me : "Yes, so long as  thou shalt live, this 
wretched victim will wring tears of  blood from thine eyes, tears 
more burning and bitter every day ; and thy remorse ,  like the knife' s  
edge, shall n o t  be dulled but grow increasingly sharper." 

Such, then, was my state upon arriving a t  N ancy, Monsieur, 
and there a thousand new sorrows awaited me : once the heavy 
hand o f  fate descends upon us ,  the blows rain down with renewed 
fury until they have crushed us .  

I alighted at Madame de Verquin's.  In her last letter  she had 
invited me to come and stay with her ; i t  would be a great  pleasure 
for her,  so she wrote,  to see me again. But, Merciful Heaven, 

2 Let the reader keep in mind the phrase : a woman unknown to  m e, in order to 
avoid any confusion. Florvil le  still has further losses to endure before the veil is  l ifted 
and discovers to her the wom an she saw in her dream. 



1 62 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

under what conditions were we to share this j oy ! I arrived to find 
her on her deathbed. Were i t  possible ,  Good Lord ! She had wri tten 
me no more than a fortnight before . . .  telling me of her present 
pleasures and her plans for those yet to come. Thus is ' t ,  then, with 
mortal man's plans : 'tis at the very moment they are being la id 
that pitiless death comes, in the midst of his amusements, and cuts 
the thread of all his days ; whilst he, living without the least con
cern for that fatal moment, acting as though he would l ive for
ever, then vanishes into the dark cloud of immortality, uncertain of 
the fate which awaits him there. 

Allow me, Monsieur, to interrupt my story for a moment to 
speak of  her death and to picture the appalling stoicism that ac
companied this woman to the grave. 

Madame de Verquin, who was no longer young-she was then 
fifty-two-after some escapade quite mad for her age, jumped into 
a pond to cool off. She straightway felt indisposed, was borne home 
in a terrible state, and the following day pneumonia set in. On the 
sixth day she was informed she had no more than twenty-four hours 
left to live. This news did not daunt her ; she knew I was en route 
to see her, and she instructed her servants to receive me. I arrived 
the same evening which, according to the doctor's prognosis, was 
to be her last here on earth. She had had herself taken into a room 
furnished with all possible elegance and taste. She was lying there, 
casually attired, on a voluptuous bed whose heavy lilac-colored cur
tains contrasted pleasantly with garlands of freshly cut flowers : 
bunches of roses, carnations, j asmine, and tuberoses embell ished 
every corner of her room. She was plucking the petals of the flowers 
and putting them into a basket, then covering her bed and the rest 
of the room with them. The moment she saw me, she extended her 
hand in greeting. 

"Come over here, Florville ,"  she said to me, "embrace me on 
my bed of flowers . . . .  How tall and lovely you have grown . . . . 
Ah, by my faith ! virtue indeed agrees with you . . . .  They've in
formed you of my condition, I'm sure they have, Florville . . . .  I 'm 
full aware of  i t  myself . . . .  In a few hours I ' ll be gone . . . .  I did not 
expect our reunion would be so brief . . . .  " And as she saw my eyes 
fill ing with tears : "Come, now, my silly chit," she went on, "don't 
be a child . . . •  Do you then think me so wretched ? Have I not 
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enjoyed myself as much as any woman on the face of this earth ? 
I lose naught save those years when I would have had to give up 
all my pleasures, and how would I have managed without them ? 
In truth, I in no wise regret not having lived any longer ; in a short 
while, no man would have deigned to give me a second look, and 
I have never aspired to live to an age when I would inspire naught 
but feelings of repulsion and disgust. Death, my child, is an object 
of  fear only to those who believe. Constantly torn between the 
images of heaven and hell, never certain which of the two will open 
to receive them, they are ravaged by anxiety, whilst I, who expect 
nothing, who am certain of being no more miserable after my death 
than I was before I was born, shall go peacefully to sleep, with 
no regrets and, l ikewise, with no sentiments of pain or sorrow, 
with no remorse and no misgivings. I have asked that I be laid to 
rest beneath my bower of jasmine, they have already prepared me 
a grave there, Florville, and there shall I lie. And the atoms emanat
ing from this decaying body will help to nourish and sustain this 
flower which, of  all flowers, I most loved. Think," she went on, 
stroking my cheeks with a bouquet of j asmine, "next year when you 
smell these flowers, you will be breathing the soul of your former 
friend ; and as the scent rises to the fibers of your brain, it will 
implant in your mind some pleasant thoughts and force you to 
think of me." 

Again tears welled up in my eyes .  . . . I pressed this poor 
woman's hands tightly in mine, and I searched for a way to per
suade her to give up these dreadful, materialistic ideas for some 
less impious philosophy. But scarcely had I begun to give voice to 
this thought than she pushed me away in alarm . . . .  

"Oh, Florville ," she cried, "I  beg of you, do not poison my 
final moments with your false beliefs, and let me die in peace. 
I did not loathe them my whole l ife through only to embrace them 
on my deathbed . . . .  " 

I fell silent. What effect would my feeble eloquence have had, 
pitted as it was against such steadfastness of purpose ? I would 
only have grieved Madame de Verquin without converting her ; out 
of humanity, I desisted. 

She rang ; straightway I heard a sweet, melodious music which 
seemed to emanate from a neighboring room. 
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"This i s  how I intend to die, Florvill e ," said that Epicurean. 
"Is't not preferable to being surrounded by a bevy of  black-robed 
priests, who would only fill my last moments with confusion, threats, 
and despair ?  . . .  No, I wish to teach your pious souls that one 
can, without emulating them, die in peace j I wish to persuade them 
that 't is not rel igion that's needed for one to die with an untroubled 
soul ,  but simply courage and reason." 

The hour was growing late. A notary, whom she had sent for, 
entered the room. The music ended, she dictated a few final wishes : 
childless, a widow for many years, and, consequently, mistress of 
many things, she made bequests to her friends and to her servants. 
Then she took a small coffer from a secretary near the bed. 

"This is all I now have left," she said. "A l ittle cash and a 
few j ewels. Let us enjoy ourselves the rest of the evening. There 
are six of you here in the room, I shall divide all this into six parts, 
and we shall hold a lottery. We'll have a draw, and each of you 
shall keep whatever he wins . "  

I marveled at the woman's self-possession. It seemed to  me 
incredible that one  could have so many things wherewith to  re
proach oneself and yet arrive at  one' s  final moments in a state of 
utter calm-'twas the baleful result of  her lack of bel ief. If  the hor
rible deaths of some evil people cause us to shudder, how much 
more frightened ought we to be by such steadfast obduracy I 

N one the less, her desires were carried out. A magnificent 
meal was served, in conformance with her orders. She ate heartily 
several courses, drank a number of Spanish wines and quaffed sev
eral different l iqueurs, the doctor having told her that, in her con
dition, it made no difference. 

The lottery was held, each of us won about a hundred louis, 
either in gold or in j ewels. No sooner was this l i ttle game over 
than she was seized with a violent attack. 

"Well, Doctor, is this the end ?" she said, maintaining her 
perfect calm. 

" Madame, I fear i t  i s ."  
" Come hither then, Florville ," she said to me, stretching out 

her arms, "come receive my last farewell, I wish to expire on the 
bosom of virtue . . . .  " 
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She clasped me in a tight embrace, and her lovely eyes closed 
forever. 

A stranger in that  house,  no longer having any reason to re-
main there, I straightway departed . . . .  I leave it to your imagina-
tion to fancy the state I was in . . .  and how much this spectacle 
had darkened my thoughts even further. 

M a dame de Verquin's manner of thinking and mine were too 
utterly opposed for me ever to love her sincerely. Had she not, 
in fact, been the prime cause of  my disgrace, and all  the mis
fortunes resulting therefrom ? Yet this woman,  the s ister of the 
only man who had really ever cared for me, had always treated 
me with consideration and kindness, even unto her dying breath. 
My tears, therefore, were quite sincere, and became all  the more 
bitter a s  I reflected that ,  with all her excellent qualities,  that poor 
creature had been the unwi11ing cause of her own perdition and 
that, already cast forth from the bosom of the Almighty, she was 
doubtless even now suffering the punishments exacted for a l ife so 
depraved. God in His infinite wisdom and goodness vouchsafed to 
comfort me and help me banish these troubling thoughts from my 
heart. I fe11 to my knees and dared pray to Him that He might 
forgive that unfortunate soul. I, who so sorely needed Heaven's  
grace,  dared to implore i t  for others ,  and to move i t  a s  much as 
' twere in my power I added ten louis of my own to what I had won 
at  M a dame de Verquin's ,  and straightway had it distributed among 
the poor of  her parish. 

Moreover, thi s  unfortunate woman's wishes were scrupulously 
carried out ; the arrangements she had made were too meticulous for 
them not to be.  She was buried in her bower of j asmine,  and on her 
tombstone was engraved the one word : VIXIT. 

Thuswise did the sister of my dearest friend meet her end : a 
fountain o f  inte11igence and knowledge, possessed of great  grace 
and talent, Madame de Verquin,  had she chosen to live a different 
life, would have been deserving of the love and esteem of  a11 who 
knew her ; a11 she garnered was contempt. Her licentious habits in
creased with a ge-one i s  never more dangerous, when one has no 
principles ,  than at  the age when one has ceased to blush. Depravity 
sits like gangrene upon the heart, one hones one's  initial misdeeds 
to a finer edge and, imperceptibly, one begins to commit the most 
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heinous crimes, still fancying they are but harmless misdemeanors. 
I was amazed by the incredible blindness of Madame de 

Verquin's brother. 'Tis the distinctive characteristic of candor and 
goodness ; decent people never suspect the evil whereof they them
selves are incapable ,  and this explains why they are so easily duped 
by the first  rogue who chances along to take advantage of them, and 
why 't is so easy, and so inglorious, to deceive them. The insolent 
rogue who attempts i t  i s  working only to debase himself and, with
out even proving his talent for vice, merely manages to make virtue 
seem all the more brilliant. 

In losing Madame de Verquin, I had lost all hope of  ever 
learning any news of my son and my lover-you can imagine that,  
given the frightful condition in which I had found her, I had not 
dared to broach the subj ect. 

Completely crushed by this catastrophe, utterly exhausted by 
a voyage made in a most painful state of mind, I resolved to rest 
for a while in Nancy-at an inn where I had previously put up
seeing absolutely no one, since Monsieur de Saint-Pd.t had seem
ingly wished that I conceal my real name. 'Twas from there I wrote 
my dear protector,  determined not to leave until I had received 
his reply. 

A miserable girl, who is n o thing to you, Monsieur, I wrote to 
him, whose only claim upo n  you is for your pity, endlessly upsets 
your life; instead of wri ting to you of the grief you must be feeling 
over the loss you have just suffered, she dares speak to you of her
self, ask you what you would have her do, and awai ts your orders, 
e tc .  

But i t  was ordained that  misfortune would stalk me whereso
ever I went, and that I would be either the eternal victim of or wit
ness to its sinister effects. 

One evening I was returning to the inn rather late, having 
ventured out for a breath of fresh air ,  accompanied by my chamber
maid and a footman I had hired upon my arrival in Nancy. Every
one else had already reti red for the night. 

As I was about to go up to my room, a tall and still very 
handsome woman about fifty years of age, whom I recognized from 
having seen her since I had moved into the inn-this woman, I say, 
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suddenly emerged from her room, which was adjacent to mine, and, 
a rmed with a dagger, burst into a room across the corridor. My 
natural reaction was to see . . . .  I hastened forward, with my 
maid and footman trailing close behind. In the twinkling of  an eye, 
before we even had time to call to her or come to her aid, we saw 
the poor creature throw herself upon another woman and, twenty 
times over, drive the dagger into her heart,  then cross back over 
to her own room, so completely distraught that she even failed to 
notice our presence. Our first thought was that the poor creature 
had gone stark raving mad. We coul d not understand a crime for 
which we could detect no motive. My maid and footman were on 
the verge of  crying out. For reasons I was unable to fathom, some 
pressing urgency caused me to command them to remain silent. 
Taking them both by the arm, I herded them with me into my 
room and immediately closed the door behind us. 

A frightful commotion was soon heard. The woman who had 
just been stabbed somehow managed to stagger out onto the stairs, 
screaming horribly, and, before she breathed her last,  named her 
assailant. And as  we were known to be the last to enter the inn 
before the murder was committed, we were arrested a t  the same 
time as the culprit. 

N one the less, the dying woman's accusation freed us from 
any taint of  suspicion, and the authorities merely ordered us not to 
leave the inn until a fter the trial .  

Cast  into prison,  the murderess refused to admit her guilt, 
and steadfastly maintained tha t  she was innocent. There were no 
other witnesses save me  and my servants. We were summoned to 
testify ; I had great  difficulty concealing the uneasiness wherewith 
I was being devoured . . .  I who deserved death fully as  much a s  
this woman whom my forced testimony would surely send to the 
gallows, for, although the circumstances were somewhat different, 
I was guilty of the same crime. I have no idea to what l engths I 
would have gone to avoid making this cruel deposition. I t  was as  
though each word I uttered in testimony were another drop o f  
blood wrung from m y  heart. Still , there was no way a round i t ,  the 
testimony had to be given : we confessed to what we had seen. 

However convinced were the authorities, moreover, that ' twas 
this woman who had committed the crime-her motive, apparently, 
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was to rid herself of a rival-however convinced they were, I say, 
that she was the guilty party, we later learned beyond any shadow 
of a doubt that without our testimony it would have been impossi
ble to convict her. There was, i t  seems, a man somehow implicated 
in the affair ,  who had fled following the murder and who might 
otherwise have been a likely suspect. But our testimony, and espe
cially that o f  my footman-who was attached to the inn where the 
crime had taken place-these cruel depositions which we had no 
choice but to m ake or run the risk of implicating ourselves, sealed 
the poor woman's doom. 

The last time I confronted her, this woman examined me In 
considerable amazement and asked how old I was. 

"Thi rty-four," I told her. 
"Thirty-four ?  . . .  And you're a native of this region ? . . .  " 
"No, M a dame." 
"Your name is  Florville ?" 
"Yes, ' t is  thus I am called." 
"I do not know you, " she went on, "but you a r e  highly es

teemed in this town and considered a most respectable young lady. 
That, unfortunately for me,  is quite enough." 

Then , in a state of considerable agitation, she continued : 
" M a demoiselle, in the depths of this frightful si tua tion wherein 

I find myself, you appeared to me in a dream. You were there with 
my SOI1 • • •  for I am a mother and, as you see,  a most unhappy 
one . . .  your face was the same . . .  you were wearing the same 
dress . . .  and the scaffold loomed before my eyes . . . .  " 

"A dream," I cried, "a dream, Madame 1 "  immediately re
calling my own dream j I was struck by this woman's features, I 
recognized her as the woman who had appeared with Senneval in 
my own dream, near the coffin bristling with thorns . . . .  Tears 
flowed from my eyes . . .  the more I examined this  woman, the more 
I was tempted to retract my testimony . . . . I wanted to request 
that I be put to death in her place . . . .  I wanted to flee,  but could 
not tear myself away . . . .  

When the authori ties saw the terrible state this confronta
tion h a d  put me in,  they confined themselves-since they were per
suaded of my innocence-to separating us .  I returned home in a 
state of complete despair ,  prey to a whole host of confused senti-
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ments the cause o f  which I was unable to discover. The following 
day, that poor woman was put to death. 

That same day, I received the reply from Monsieur de Saint
Prat. He urged me to return to Paris .  As Nancy was anything but 
a pleasant place for me after the baleful scenes I had witnessed 
there, I left i t  without a moment's delay and headed for the capital, 
pursued by the fresh ghost of  that woman, who seemed with every 
passing moment to be crying out to me : 

' Tis tho u, wretched girl, 'tis thou  who hast sent me to my death, 
and tho u  knowest not whom thy hand has brought low, even unto the 
grave. 

Overwhelmed by such an accumulation of calamities ,  perse
cuted by as many sorrows, I besought Monsieur de Sa int-Prat to 
find me some retreat where I might finish out my days in the most 
complete solitude, and in the strictest observance of my religious 
duties .  He suggested the one wherein you discovered me, Monsieur ; 
I entered it that same week and did not leave i t  save twice a month 
to visit my dear protector, and to spend a few moments with 
M adame de Lerince. But Heaven, which seemed intent upon rain
ing down ever new afflictions upon me, denied me the pleasure of 
l ong enj oying my friend's company : I had the misfortune to lose her 
last  year .  Because of  her tender feelings for me, she claimed my 
presence during those cruel moments, and ' twas also in my arms 
that she breathed her last. 

But-and who would have believed it ,  Monsieur ?-her death 
was not as  peaceful as that of  Madame de Verquin. The latter, 
expecting nothing, had no fear of  losing everything ; the former 
seemed to tremble at the thought of  seeing the certain obj ect of her 
hope disappear.  In the woman who should have been beset by re
morse from all quarters, there was none, so far as I could see ; 
M adame de Lerince, who had never had any cause for remorse, was 
filled with i t. In dying, Madame de Verquin had but one regret, 
and that was that she had been unable to do enough evil. Madame 
de Lerince died lamenting the good she had left undone. The 
former, deploring naught save the loss of  her pleasure, covered 
herself with flowers ; the latter wished to die upon a cross of  ashes, 
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full of regret at the memory of those many hours she had not de
voted to virtue.  

This contrast made a profound impression upon me ; my con
science weakened. "And why ?" I asked myself, "why should the 
practice of virtue not result in a feeling of peace at such moments, 
when i t  seems granted to the partisans of evil ?" But just then, 
strengthened by a heavenly voice which seemed to thunder forth 
from the depths of my heart, I cried out : "Is ' t  for me to try and 
fa thom the will of the Almighty ? What I saw only assures me all 
the more of  the value of  righteousness : Madame de Lerince's fears 
a re virtue 's  anxiety and concern ; whilst Madame de Verquin' s 
cruel apathy is but the final aberration of crime. Ah, i f  't is given 
to me to choose at my final moments, may God grant me the grace 
rather to be afraid like Madame de Lerince than benumbed like 
Madame de Verquin." 

Such, then, is  the last of  my adventures, Monsieur. For the 
past two years I have been living in the Convent of the Assumption, 
where my benefactor placed me. Yes, Monsieur, for two years now 
I have lived there, without having known a single moment's repose ,  
without having spent a single night without the image of poor Saint
Ange and that of the unfortunate woman who, by my testimony, 
was condemned in Nancy, appearing to me. 'Twas thus you found 
me ; these are the secrets I had to reveal to you. Was i t  not my 
bounden duty to relate them to you before yielding to the senti
ments wherewith you are deluded ? Will you now consider whether 
' ti s  possible for me to be worthy of  you ? . . .  Ponder whether she 
whose soul i s  so overcome with affliction can ever bring into your 
l i fe any moments of  j oy. Oh I Monsieur, rid yourself of  your illu
sions ; let me return to the harsh retreat which alone befits me. 
Were you to wrench me from it ,  you would only have before you 
the constant spectacle of remorse, pain, and misfortune.  

Mademoiselle de Florville could not help finishing her story 
in a state of considerable agitation. By nature quick-witted, sensi
tive, and delicate, she could not avoid being deeply affected by 
the recital of  her woes. 

Monsieur de Courval, who saw no more plausible reason in 
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the later events described than i n  the former which might alter his 
plans, did all in his power to reassure the woman he loved. 

"I repeat to you , Mademoiselle ,"  he said to her, "there are 
indeed some singular and fateful things in wha t  you have just told 
me. But I fail to see a single one which should trouble your con
science or harm your reputation . . . .  An affair  when you were 
sixteen . . .  so be  it ,  but think how excusable i t  was : your age ; the 
blandishments of  Madame de Verquin ; a young man, perhaps quite 
charming, whom you have never laid eyes on again, isn't that so, 
Mademoiselle ?" Monsieur de Courval added with a trace of con
cern in his voice, " and whom you may reasonably expect never to 
see again ?"  

"Oh,  never, most  assuredly never I " Florville replied, suspect
ing the reasons for Monsieur de Courval's anxiety. 

"Well , then, Mademoiselle, let  us conclude our arrangements," 
Monsieur de Courval resumed. "Let us  complete them, I beg of 
you,  and let  me persuade you , without wasting another moment, 
that there i s  nothing in your story which can ever diminish in the 
heart of an honest man either the extreme consideration due to such 
a paragon of  virtue or the homage demanded by so many charming 
quali ti e s . " 

M ademoiselle de Florville asked permission to return again 
to Paris to consult with her protector one last time, firmly promising 
that, so far as  she were concerned, no further obstacle would be 
raised in view of  the proposed match. Monsieur de Courval could 
not very well refuse her permission to fulfill this worthy obligation. 

She departed, and a week later returned with Monsieur de 
Saint-Prato Monsieur de C ourval showered him with courteous a t
tentions ; he made him full aware how fl a ttered he was to ally 
himsel f with the p erson to whom Monsieur de Saint-Prat had 
vouchsafed his love and protection, and he urged him to continue 
to acknowledge that charming creature as his relative and ward. 
Saint-Prat replied to Monsieur de Courval 's  a ttentive remarks in 
the manner expected o f  such a gentleman, and went on to add even 
further encomiums to h is  assessment of Mademoiselle de Florville's  
character. 

At last the day that Monsieur de  Courval had so desired 
arrived ; the ceremony was performed, and when the marriage con-
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tract was read, he was amazed to learn that Monsieur de Saint
Pdt, without having told a soul, had added, in consideration of 
this  marriage, four thousand pounds' income to the pension of like 
amount which Mademoiselle de Florville was already receiving 
from him, and a legacy of a hundred thousand francs payable to her 
a fter his death. 

Upon seeing these newest proofs o f  her protector's  generosity, 
this interesting girl could not restrain her tears, which flowed abun
dantly, and, in  her heart of hearts,  was delighted to be able to offer 
the man who had deigned to marry her, a fortune a t  least  the 
equal of  his own. 

Sentiments of cordial i ty and unfettered j oy, and assurances 
o f  mutual esteem and attachment marked the celebration of this  
marriage . . .  this  fateful marriage whose torches the Furies 
secretly extinguished. 

Monsieur de Saint-Pdt, a s  well as  the bridegroom's  friends, 
spent a week with Courval, but the newlyweds did not return to 
Paris with them. They decided to remain in the country until the 
onset of winter, to put some necessary order into their affairs and 
thus start off on the right foot when they set up housekeeping in 
Paris. Monsieur de Sa int-Pdt was entrusted with the task of find
ing them a pleasant house not far from his own, in order that they 
might see each other often. 

With the pleasing prospect of these arrangements before them, 
M onsieur and Madame de Courval had already been at their coun
try residence for three months,  and had already good reason to 
believe a child was on the way-a piece of news they lost no time 
in communicating to kindly Monsieur de Saint-Priit-when an un
expected event cruelly occurred to dash the couple's  happiness, 
turning the tender roses of hymen into the frightful cypresses of 
mourmng. 

Here my pen pauses . . . . I should spare the reader, ask him 
to proceed no further . . . .  Yes, let him break off the story a t  this 
point, i f  he prefers not to shudder with horror . . . .  Sad condition 
of man here on earth . . .  cruel twists of unpredictable fate . . • .  

Why must  Florville ,  the most virtuous,  charming, and sensitive 
crea ture alive, find herself, through a most incredible chain of cir-
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cumstances, the most abominable monster Nature has ever con
ceived ? 

One evening, this tender and loving wife was s itting next to 
her husband reading an unbelievably gloomy English novel which 
at the time was being much discussed. 

"I  must confess," she said, dropping her book, "here is a 
creature almost as miserable as 1." 

"As miserable as you, "  quoth Monsieur de Courval, clasping 
his beloved wife in his arms, "0 Florville, I thought I had helped 
you to put all your tribulations behind you . . . .  I see now I was 
mistaken . . . .  But did you have to tell me in such brutal terms ? . . .  " 

But Madame de Courval seemed oblivious to his entreaties ; 
nor did she respond to his caresses with a single word, but me
chanically pushed him away from her in terror and threw herself 
down upon the sofa on the far side of the room, where she burst 
into tears. In vain did her worthy husband come and cast himself 
at her feet, in vain did he beg this woman whom he adored to calm 
herself, or at least apprise him of the cause of such a fit of despair. 
Madame de Courval continued to push him away, to turn aside 
when he essayed to dry her tears , to such a degree that Monsieur 
de Courval, by then being thoroughly persuaded tha t  some dis
tressing memory of Florville's earlier passion had returned to in
flame her heart anew, could not refrain from chiding her about i t .  

Madame de Courval l istened to his reproaches, but when he 
was finished she rose to her feet. 

"No, Monsieur," she said to her husband, "you are wrong 
in judging in this way the fit of depression wherewith I have just 
been overwhelmed. 'Tis not memory that alarms me, but forebod-
ings which terrify me . . . .  I see myself happy with you, Monsieur 
. . .  yes, very happy . . .  and I was not born to be happy. 'Tis im-
possible tha t  I remain so very long, for it is ordained that the dawn 
of my happiness will never be aught but the l ightning which pre
cedes the thunderbolt. 'Tis this thought which caused me to tremble : 
I fear we are not destined to live together. Today your wife, per
haps tomorrow I shall no longer be. Deep in my heart, a secret 
voice cries out, saying that for me all this happiness i s  but a shadow, 
which will vanish like the flower which blooms and withers in the 
space of a single day. Therefore, do not accuse me of being ca-
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pricious, nor say that I am growing cold or indifferent, Monsieur. 
My own guilt i s  an  excess of sensibility, an unfortunate tendency 
to see things in the most sinister light possible, the cruel result of  
my reverses o f  fortune . . . .  " 

Monsieur de Courval was still a t  his wife 's  feet, trying un
successfully by his words and caresses to allay her fears,  when sud
denly-it was just before seven o'clock of an October evening-a 
servant entered to say that a man he had never seen before most 
urgently requested to have a word with Monsieur de Courval. . . .  
Florville shuddered . . .  in spite of  herself, tears streamed down her 
cheeks, she stumbled and almost fell ; she tried to say something, 
but the words died on her lips. 

More concerned about his wife 's  condition than with what he 
had just l earned, Monsieur de Courval repl ied somewhat testily 
that the stranger should wait,  and turned back to aid his  wife. But 
M a dame de Courval, fearing to succumb to the secret emotion 
wherewith she was gripped, and desiring to conceal her deepest 
feelings in the presence of the stranger who had just been an
nounced,  found the strength to struggle to her feet, and said : 

" 'Tis nothing, Monsieur, nothing. Show the gentleman in." 
The servant l eft, to return a moment later with a man about 

thirty-seven or thirty-e ight, whose charming countenance bore the 
telltale signs of some deep-rooted sorrow. 

"Father I . . . " cried the stranger, casting himself at Monsieur 
de C ourval' s  feet. "Will you recognize a miserable son who has 
been separated from you for twenty-two years, a son more than 
punished for his cruel sins by the reverses of fortune he has suf
fered constantly since then ?" 

"What I You, my son I . . .  Great  God ! . . .  What ci rcumstance 
. . .  thankless creature . . .  caused you to recall my existence ?" 

" My heart . . .  this heart which, though guilty, has none the 
less never ceased to love you . . . .  Listen to me, Father . . .  pray do. 
I have greater misfortunes than my own to discover to you ; please 
s i t  down and hear me out. Pray forgive me, Madame," continued 
young Courval, turning to his father 's  wife, "if  I am obliged, 
though 'tis the first time in my life I have had the opportunity to 
pay you my respects, to reveal in your presence some terrible family 
misfortunes,  which I can no longer conceal from my father. " 



F/oTville and CouTval + 1 7 5 

"Speak then, Monsieur, speak, " Madame de Courval managed 
to stammer, casting a wild glance at  this young man. "Misfortune's  
language i s  not new to me ; I have known i t  since childhood." 

Then our traveler, in a state o f  uncontrollable uneasiness, 
stared fixedly at  Madame de Cou rval, and said to her : 

"You, unhappy, Madame ! . . .  Oh, Merciful Heaven, can 
you be as  unhappy as we ?" 

They sat down. M adame de Courval's state would be diffi
cult to describe . . . .  She glanced at  the visitor . . .  quickly she 
lowered her eyes to the floor . . . .  She gave a deep, racking sigh. 
Monsieur de Courval was weeping, and his son tried to calm him, 
beseeching him to listen closely to what he had to say. Finally 
the conversation became somewhat more orderly. 

"I have so many things to tell you , Monsieur," said young 
Courval, "that I trust you will allow me to gloss over the details 
and go straight  to the heart of the matter. And I ask that both 
you and Madame give your word not to interrupt me before I have 
reached the end of  my tale. 

"I left you when I was fifteen, Monsieu r ; my first  impulse 
was to follow my mother, whom I was blind enough to prefer 
to you . You and she had been separated for many years. I rej oined 
her in Lyon, where her riotous living so frightened me that I found 
myself obliged to leave her,  were I to preserve whatever sentiments 
I had left for her. I went to Strasbourg, where the Normandy 
regiment was stationed . . . .  " 

Madame de Courval gave a start, but kept control o f  herself. 
"The colonel seemed interested in me," young C ourval went 

on. "I made myself known to him, and he  gave me a commission as 
a second l ieutenant. The following year, I accompanied the regi
ment to Nancy, where it was transferred, and there I fell in love 
with a young relative o f  Madame de Verquin. I seduced this young 
girl, had a son by her,  and cruelly abandoned her." 

At these words, M adame de Courval trembled,  a low sigh 
welled from her breast,  but she otherwise managed to maintain her 
composure. 

"This unhappy affair was the cause o f  all my misfortunes. I 
placed the poor girl 's  child with a woman near Metz,  who promised 
to take ca re of  him, and a short while later rej oined my regiment. 
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I was condemned for my conduct : since the girl had not been able 
to return to Nancy, I was accused of having been the cause of her 
ruin. Too charming and likable a creature not to have caught the 
fancy of  the entire town, she did not lack for defenders, who were 
bent upon avenging her honor. I fought a duel and killed my op
ponent. I then fled to Torino with my son, whom I had returned 
to fetch near Metz.  

"For twelve years I served the King of Sardinia .  I shall spare 
you the detailed description of my tribulations during this period. 
Suffice i t  to say they were infinite. 'Tis upon leaving France that one 
learns to miss it .  Still, my son was growing into manhood, and a 
most promising young man he was too. In Torino I had met a 
French woman who had accompanied that Princess of France who 
had married into the Court of  Sardinia ,  and that worthy person 
having taken a sympathetic interest in my misfortunes, I dared ask 
her to take my son with her to France, in order to complete his 
education. I promised to put my affairs sufficiently in order that I 
would be able to come and reclaim the boy from her care within six 
years. She consented, took my poor child to Paris with her, spared 
no effort to bring him up properly, and kept me fully and regularly 
informed of his progress. 

"I  appeared a year earlier than I had promised. I arrived at 
the lady's house, full of  the sweet expectation of embracing my son, 
of  clasping in my arms this token of a love betrayed . . .  but which 
still burned in my heart. 'Your son is  dead,' quoth the worthy 
friend, her eyes overbrimming with tears. 'He was the victim of the 
same passion which was the cause of his father's  misfortunes. We 
had taken him to the country with us ; there he fell in love with a 
charming girl whose name I have promised not to divulge. Carried 
away by the violence of his passion, he tried to ravish by force 
what had been denied him by virtue . . . .  A blow, struck solely with 
the intention of frightening him off, went straight into his heart, 
and killed him outright. '  " 

At this point, Madame de Courval fell into a sort of trance, 
which for a moment made them fear she had suddenly been struck 
dead : her eyes were wide and staring fixedly ; the blood had frozen 
in her veins. Monsieur de Courval, who had realized all too clearly 
the fatal connections binding together these adventures, interrupted 
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his son and hastened to his wife's side. She came back to her senses 
and, with an heroic display of  courage, managed to say : 

"Let your son continue ,  M onsieur. Perhaps I have not yet 
reached the end of  my trials." 

All the while, young Courval, though he failed to understand 
why this l ady was so disturbed about events which seemed to relate 
to her but indirectly, but discerning something incomprehensible for 
him in the features o f  his father's wife, looked a t  her intently, 
deeply moved. 

Monsieur de Courval took his son's hand and, distracting his 
a ttention from Florville , commanded him to continue ,  but to con
centrate on essentials and eliminate the details ,  because his tales 
were the repository of  mysterious circumstances which were of  the 
gravest import. 

"In a state of  utter despair  over the death of  my son,"  the 
traveler continued,  "and having no further reason to remain in 
France-save for you, Father, whom I did not dare to face and 
whose wrath I greatly feared-I resolved to travel in Germany . . . .  
Ill-starred author of  my days, I now come to the cruelest part of 
my story," said young Courval, bathing his father's hands with his  
tears .  "Summon your courage, I beseech you. 

"When I arrived at  Nancy, I learned that a Madame Des
barres-that  was the name which my mother, as soon as she had led 
you to believe she was dead, had assumed in her disorderly l ife-I 
learned, I say, that this same M adame Desbarres had just been 
cast into prison for having stabbed her rival ,  and that she was 
perhaps going to be executed the following day." 

"Oh, Monsieur ," poor Florville cried out at  this point, burying 
herself in her husband's breast, her body racked with sobs, "Oh, 
Monsieur, do you now see the full measure of  my miseries ?" 

"Yes, Madame, I do indeed," said M onsieur de Courval. "I 
see everything, M adame, but I beg you to let my son finish."  

Florville contained herself, but she  was  scarcely breathing, her 
every feeling was impaired, her nerves were stretched to the break
ing point. 

"Go on, my son, go on," quoth the unhappy father. "In a 

moment I shall explain everything to you."  
"Very well, M onsieur ,"  young Courval went on .  "I inquired 
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whether there were not some mistake in names, but unfortunately 
it was only too true that the criminal was my mother. I asked per
mission to see her, the request was granted. I threw myself in her 
arms . . . .  'I am guilty of the crime for which I am going to die , '  
this  unhappy creature said to me, 'but  there is a terrible quirk o f  
fate i n  t h e  affair  which i s  responsible for m y  death. There was 
another person under suspicion ; all evidence pointed to him.  But a 
woman and her two servants who, as chance would have it ,  were 
residing in the inn, witnessed my crime, though I was so distraught 
that  I failed to notice them. Their testimony alone is  responsible 
for my death .  No matter, let us not waste our last moments to
gether in useless regrets. I have some secrets of great  consequence 
to divulge : now listen closely to what  I have to say, my boy. 

" 'The moment my eyes have closed forever, go and seek out 
my husband. Tell him that, amongst my many crimes, is one whereof 
h e  is  ignorant and which I must finally confess. You have a sister, 
Courval.  . . .  She was born a year after you . . . •  I doted on you ,  
and was afraid this girl might be a menace to  you, that her  father, 
at the time of her marriage, might settle a dowry upon her, using 
part of the inheritance which should have been yours alone. In 
order to keep your legacy intact,  I resolved both to get rid of this 
girl and to make certain that in the future my husband would cull 
no further fruits from our marital bonds. My disorders led me into 
other sins, and prevented me from feeling the effects of these new 
crimes by causing me to commit even more terrible ones. But as for 
my daughter, I determined absolutely to murder her. I was about 
to put this infamous plan into effect, in concert with the wet nurse,  
whom I had amply compensated, when this woman told me that 
she knew a man who, married for years, was childless, though he 
wanted nothing more than to have children. Why didn't I kill two 
birds with one stone, she said to me : get rid of  my daughter and 
p erhaps make the man happy ? 

" 'I straightway accepted her suggestion. That same evening, 
my daughter was placed on this rr..an's doorstep, with a letter in her 
cradle.  

" 'The minute I am dead, fly to Paris and ask your father's 
forgiveness for me,  beg him not to curse my memory and to go 
fetch that child and bring her back home into his  own house . '  
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"With these words, my mother embraced me . . .  and tried to 
calm the frightful agitation into which I had been plunged by all 
she had revealed to me . . . .  Oh, Father, the following day she was 
executed. I was felled by a terrible illness, which reduced me to the 
edge of the grave, where I hovered for two years between l ife and 
death, with neither the strength nor the courage to write you. 

"Upon recovering my health, my initial act was to come and 
cast myself a t  your feet, to beg forgiveness for your poor, un
fortunate wife, and to discover to you the name of  the person who 
can give you news of  my sister : Monsieur de Saint-Prat." 

Monsieur de Courval faltered, h is  senses began to fail him and 
grow benumbed, he was nigh unto unconscious . . .  h is  condition be
came truly alarming. 

As for Florville ,  who had been suffering the tortures of  hell 
for the past quarter hour, she arose with the tranquillity of someone 
who has just come to a decision. 

"Very well, Monsieur," she said to Courval, "do you now be
lieve there exists somewhere in the world a criminal more atrocious 
than poor Florville ?  . . .  Let me tell you then who I am, Senneval : 
at once your sister, the girl you seduced in Nancy, the murderer of  
your son ,  and the  loathsome creature who dispatched your mother 
to the gallows . . . .  Yes, gentlemen, these are my crimes : no matter 
which of  you I cast my eyes upon, I see only an object of  horror. 
Either I see my lover as  my brother, or I see my husband as  the 
author of  my days. And i f  I look at  myself, I see naught but the 
execrable monster who stabbed her own son and was the instrument 
of her mother's death. Do you think Heaven can have a sufficient 
store of torments for me ? Do you think, given the tortures where
with my heart i s  l aden, that I can go on living a moment longer ? 
No, there remains but one further crime to commit, a crime which 
w111 avenge all the others." 

And so saying, the poor girl leapt forward, snatched up one 
of  Senneval 's  p istols ,  and blew out her brains before either of them 
had time to realize what she was about. She died without uttering 
another word. 

M onsieur de Courval fainted. His son, stunned by the scenes 
he had just witnessed, called for help as  best he could. Florville 
was beyond all help : already the shadows of death were over-
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spreading her bloodstained face, whose features were now con
vulsed not only because of her violent end but also because of the 
sentiments of despair which filled her heart at the moment of her 
death. 

Monsieur de Courval was transported to his bed, where for 
two months he lingered close to the grave . His son, in an equally 
cruel state, none the less was fortunate enough to see his tenderness 
and loving care rewarded by his father's recovery. 

Both of them, however, after having suffered such cruel and 
manifold blows of misfortune, resolved to withdraw from the 
world. A rigorous, self-imposed solitude has removed them forever 
from the eyes of their friends, and there, in the bosom of piety and 
virtue, they are peacefully living out the thread of their sad and 
painful days, of  their lives which were given them only to convince 
both them and all who read this unhappy tale that 'tis only in the 
darkness of the grave that man can find the peace which the 
wickedness of his fellow men, the disorder of his passions, and 
above all the fate decreed unto him, will deny him eternally here 
upon this earth. 
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en the 22nd of October, 1 785, Donatien-Alpho nse
Fran(ois de Sade, for more than seven years a prisoner of 
the Royal dungeons, and since February of 1 784 confined 
in the Bas tille, began the final revision of his firs t major 
work, which he en titled The 1 20 Days of  Sodom. There are 
those who consider it his masterpiece; there can be no doubt 
that i t  is the foundation upon which the res t of his achieve
ment  reposes .  

If this was the first major work, it  was also the deci
sive step : three years earlier Sade had written the Dialogue 
between a Priest and a Dying Man in which the ferocity of 
his atheism and the rigor of his visio n  were eviden t, but 
with The 1 20 Days he  moved further, much further, into 
a realm of philosophic absolu tism from which there could 
be no  retreat. Sade was here declaring all-ou t  war on the 
society that had judged and imprisoned him, and on  that 
virtue which i t  preached as the ultimate good. If, up to 
this time, he had been drawn instinctively to the twin poles 
of pleasure and vice, now the full power of his in tellect 
en tered into the fray . Henceforth he would do all he could 
to "ou trage the laws of both Nature and religion ."  Sa de 
was out  to shock, as no  wri ter had ever tried to shock his 
readers before in the his tory of li terature. He was fully 
aware of what he was about.  After describing his main 
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characters and his plan of action in the opening pages of 
The 1 2 0 Days, the author warns : 

I advise the o'lJermodes t to lay my book aside a t  o nce 
if he would n o t  be scandalized, for ' tis already clear 
there's n o t  much of the chaste in our plan, and we dare 
hold oursel<ves answerable in advance that there'll be 
s till less in the execu tion . . . .  And now, friend-reader, 
you must prepare your heart and your mind for the 
most impure tale that has ever been told since our 
world began, a book the likes of which are met with 
neither amongs t the ancients nor amongs t us mod
erns . . . .  

If Sade was cognizant of the importance of the work 
he was undertaking, he was also aware of the dangers of 
s eizure to which such a manuscript was constan tly subject, 
given the conditions and place of its composition .  He there
fore devised a method which, he though t, would at leas t 
minimize the chances of having the manuscript lost or taken 
fro m  him. Using sheets of thin paper twelve centimeters 
wide, he pas ted them together into a kind of scroll jus t 
over twelve meters long, which he though t would be rela
tively easy to conceal. From the 22nd of October on, he 
worked for twenty consecu tive evenings, from seven till 
ten, at the end of which time he had covered one side of the 
scroll with a microscopic writing; he then con tinued on  the 
o ther side, un til he  had completed the manuscriptl by the 
28th of November. But all his precautions were in vain : 
when the Bas tille was s tormed, most of the manuscrip ts 
Sade had left behind were lost or destroyed, and neither the 
no tes nor the roll itself ever came into the author's hands 
again. It must have been especially to the scroll of The 1 20 
Days that  Sade was referring when he wrote to his s teward, 
Gaufridy, in May, 1790, that i ts loss had caused him to 
shed " tears of blood" : 

1 Prior to transferring the final draft to the scroll, S ade h ad prepared 
copious notes ; this doubtless exp l ains the speed with which he tr anscribed 
the m aterial onto the roll of paper. 
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There are moments when I am moved by a wish to join 
the Trappists, and I canno t  say but what I may go off 
some fine day and vanish altogether from the scene. 
Never was I such a misan thrope as since I have re
turned in to the midst of men;  and if in their eyes I 
now have the look of a s tranger, they m ay be very 
sure they produce the same effect upo n  me. I was no t  
idle during my  deten tion ;  consider, my  dear lawyer, I 
had readied fifteen volumes for the printer; n o w  that 
I am at  large, hardly a quarter of those manuscripts 
remains to me. Through unpardonable thoughtless
ness, Madame de Sade let some of them become lost, 
let o thers be seized; thirteen years of toil gone for 
naugh t!  The bulk of those writings had remained 
behind in my roo m  at the Bas tille when, on the fourth 
of July, I was removed from there to Charenton; on  
the fourteen th the Bas tille i s  s tormed, overrun ,  and 
my manuscrip ts, six hundred books I owned, two thou
sand pounds worth of furniture, precious portraits, 
the lo t is lacerated, burned, carried off, pillaged: a 
clean sweep, n o t  a s traw left : and all that o wing to the 
sheer negligence of Madame de Sade. She had had ten 
whole days to retrieve my possessions;  she could no t  
but have known that the  Bas tille, which they had  been 
cramming with guns, powder, so ldiers, was being pre
pared either for an a ttack or for a defense. Why then 
did she not hasten to get my belongings out  of harm's 
way ? my manuscrip ts ?-my manuscripts over whose 
loss I shed tears of blood! Other beds, tables, chests 
of drawers can be found, but ideas once gone are no t  
found again . . . .  No, my  friend, no,  I shall never be  
able to figure to  you my  despair at  their loss, for me  
it i s  irreparable . . . .  2 

Justine, Juliette, Philosophy in the Bedroom, and La 
Nouvelle Justine all represent  a ttempts by Sade to recan-

2 The Marquis de Sade : The Complete Justine, Philosophy in the Bed
room, and Other Writings. New York, Grove Press, 1965, p. 144. 
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s titu te, in one  form or ano ther, the elements he had ex
pounded in The 1 20 Days of Sodom, which he assumed los t  
forever. But, though Sade would never know it, the  precious 
roll had n o t  been destroyed. It was found, in the same cell 
of the Bas tille where Sade had been kept prisoner, by one  
Arnoux de Sain t-Maximin, and thence came into  the  posses
sion of the Pilleneuve- Trans family, in whose care i t  re
mained for three generations.  At the turn of the present 
cen tury, i t  was sold to a German collector, and in 1904 it 
was published by the German psychiatris t, Dr. Iwan Bloch, 
under the pseudonym of Eugene Diihren .  Bloch jus tified his 
publishing the work by its "scien tific importance . . .  to 
doctors, juris ts, and an thropologis ts," pointing out in his 
n o tes the "amazing analogies" between cases cited by Sade 
and those recorded a century later by KrafJt-Ebing. Bloch's 
text, however, as Lely n o tes, is replete with " thousands of 
errors" which hopelessly denature and distort it. 

A fter Bloch's dea th, the manuscrip t remained in Ger
many until 1929, when Maurice Heine, a t  the behest of the 
Piscount  Charles de * * * ,  went to Berlin to acquire it .  From 
1931 to 1935, Heine's masterful and authoritative text of 
the work appeared in three quarto volumes, in what must 
be considered the original edition of the work.3 This is what 
Heine had to say of The 1 2 0 Days : 

It is a document  of singular value, as well as the firs t 
positive efJort ( aside from that  of  the  fa ther-confes
sors ) to classify sexual anomalies . The man responsi
ble for having undertaken this methodical observation, 
a cen tury before KrafJt-Ebing and Freud, fully deserves 
the honor bestowed upo n  him by scholars of having 
the gravest of these psychopathic conditions known by 
the term "sadism. ' "  

And Lely, o n  The 1 20 Days : 

3 Les 120 Journies de Sodo m, au l'Ecole du Lib ertina;e, par Ie marquis 

de Sade. Edition critique hablie sur Ie manuscrit original autographe par 
Maurice H nne, A Paris, par S et C, au", dipens des bibliophiles so uscrip
teurs, 1 9 3 1-1935 .  

4 Ibid. 
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Despite the reservations one  has to make,5 The 1 20 
Days contains some of the most  admirable pages the 
Marquis de Sade ever wro te. The texture, the breadth, 
the sweep of the sentences, all seem more allied to his 
correspondence • • •  than to his o ther works. The In
troduction, wherein we see deployed to full advantage 
the resources of his art, in i ts newest and most  spon
taneous form, is without doubt Sade's masterpiece . . . . 6 

There are o ther works more finished, of greater li ter-
ary merit and with a philosophic content more developed, 
but  Messrs. Heine and LeZy are correct :  The 1 20 Days of 
Sodom is the seminal work in all Sade's writing. It is per
haps his masterpiece; a t  the very least, i t  is the cornerstone 
on  which the massive edifice he constructed was founded. 

5 Lely's reservations center around the exaggerated emphasis Sade pl aced, 
in The 120 Days, upon the coprophilic aberration. 

G Lely, oj. cit., Vol. II, p. 334. 
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INTRODUCTION 

� he extensive wars wherewith Louis XIV was burdened dur-
1 ing his reign, while draining the State's treasury and exhaust

ing the substance of the people ,  none the less contained the secret 
that led to the prosperity of a swarm of those bloodsuckers who are 
always on the watch for public calamities, which, instead of appeas
ing, they promote or invent so as, precisely, to be able  to profit from 
them the more advantageously. The end of this so very sublime 
reign was perhaps one of the periods in the history of the French 
Empire when one saw the emergence of the greatest number of 
these mysterious fortunes whose origins are as obscure as the lust 
and debauchery that accompany them. It  was toward the close of 
this  period, and not long before the Regent sought, by means of the 
famous tribunal which goes under the name of the Chambre de 
Justice, to flush this multitude of traffickers, that four of them con
ceived the idea for the singular revels whereof we are going to give 
an account. One must not suppose that it was exclusively the low
born and vulgar sort which did this swindling ; gentlemen of the 
highest note led the pack. The Duc de Blangis and his brother the 
Bishop of X***, each of whom had thuswise amassed immense for
tunes, are in themselves solid proof that, like the others, the no
bil ity neglected no opportunities to take this road to wealth. These 
two illustrious figures, through their pleasures and business closely 
associated with the celebrated Durcet and the President de Curval , 
were the first to hit upon the debauch we propose to chronicle ,  and 
having communicated the scheme to their two friends, all four 
agreed to assume the major roles in these unusual orgies. 

191 
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For above six years these four libertines, kindred through their 
wealth and tastes, had thought to strengthen their ties by means of 
alliances in which debauchery had by far a heavier part than any of 
the other motives that ordinarily serve as a basis for such bonds. 
What they arranged was as follows : the Duc de Blangis, thrice a 
widower and sire of two daughters one wife had given him, having 
noticed that the President de Curval appeared interested in marry
ing the elder of these gi rls , despite the familiarities he knew per
fectly well her father had indulged in with her, the Due, I say, 
suddenly conceived the idea of a triple alliance . 

"You want Julie  for your wife ," said he to Curval, "I give her 
to you unhesitatingly and put but one condi tion to the match : that 
you'll not be j ealous when, although your wife, she continues to 
show me the same complaisance she always has in the past ; what is 
more, I 'd  have you lend your voice to mine in persuading our good 
Durcet to give me his daughter Constance, for whom, I must con
fess, I have developed roughly the same feelings you have formed 
for Jul ie ." 

"But," said Curval, "you are surely aware that Durcet, just as 
libertine as you . . .  " 

"I know all that's to be known," the Due rej oined. "In this 
age, and with our manner of thinking, is one halted by such things ? 
do you think I seek a wife in order to have a mistress ? I want a 
wife that my whims may be served, I want her to veil, to cover 
an infinite number of li ttle secret debauches the cloak of marriage 
wonderfully conceals. In a word, I want her for the reasons you 
want my daughter-do you fancy I am ignorant of your obj ect and 
desires ? We libertines wed women to hold slaves ; as wives they are 
rendered more submissive than mistresses, and you know the value 
we set upon despotism in the joys we pursue." 

I t  was at  this point Durcet entered. His two friends related 
thei r  conversation and, delighted by an overture which promptly 
induced him to avow the sentiments he too had conceived for 
Adelaide, the President' s daughter, Durcet accepted the Due as his 
son-in-law, provided he might become Curval's. The three marriages 
were speedily concluded, the dowries were immense ,  the wedding 
contracts identical. 

No less culpable than his two colleagues, the President had 
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a dmitted to Durcet, who betrayed no displeasure upon learning it, 
that he maintained a little clandestine commerce with his own 
daughter; the three fathers, each wishing not only to preserve his 
rights, but noticing here the possibility of extending them, com
monly agreed that the three young ladies, bound to their husbands 
by goods and homes only, would not in body belong more to one 
than to any of them, and the severest punishments were prescribed 
for her who should take it into her head not to comply with any of 
the conditions whereunto she was subj ect. 

They were on the eve of realizing their plan when the Bishop 
of X***, already closebound through pleasure shared with his 
brother's two friends, proposed contributing a fourth element to 
the alliance should the other three gentlemen consent to his partici
pation in the a ffair. This element, the Due's second daughter and 
hence the Bishop's niece, was already more thoroughly his property 
than was generally imagined. He had effected connections with his 
sister-in-law and the two brothers knew beyond all shadow of doubt 
that the existence of this maiden, who was called Aline, was far 
more accurately to be ascribed to the Bishop than to the Duc; the 
former who, from the time she left the cradle ,  had taken the girl 
into his keeping, had not, as one may well suppose, stood idle as the 
years brought her charms to flower. And so, upon this head, he was 
his colleagues'  equal, and the article he offered to put on the market 
was in an equal degree damaged or degraded; but as Aline's attrac
tions and tender youth outshone even those of her three com
panions, she was unhesitatingly made a part of the bargain. As had 
the other three,  the Bishop yielded her up, but retained the rights 
to her use j and so each of our four characters thus found himself 
husband to four wives. Thus there resulted an arrangement which, 
for the reader's convenience, we shall recapitulate: 

The Due, Julie's father, became the husband of Constance, 
Durcet's daughter; 

Durcet, Constance' s  father, became the husband of Adelaide, 
the President's daughter; 

The President, Adelaide's  father, became the husband of Julie,  
the Duc's elder daughter ; 

And the Bishop, Aline's  uncle and father, became the husband 
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of the other three females by ceding this same Aline to his friends, 
the while retaining the same rights over her. 

It was at a sup!!rb estate of the Due, situated in the Bourbon
nais, that these happy matches were made, and I leave to the reader 
to fancy how they were consummated and in what orgies j obliged 
as  we are to describe others, we shall forego the pleasure of pictur
ing these. 

Upon their return to Paris, our four friends' association be
came only the fi rmer j and as our next task i s  to make the reader 
familiar with them, before proceeding to individual and more 
searching developments, a few details of their lubricious arrange
ments will serve, it seems to me, to shed a preliminary light upon 
the character of these debauchees. 

The society had created a common fund, which each of its 
members took his turn administering for six months j the sums, allo
cated for nothing but expenses in the interests of  pleasure, were 
vast. Their excessive wealth put the most unusual things within 
their reach, and the reader ought not be surprised to hear that two 
million were annually disbursed to obtain good cheer and lust's 
satisfaction. 

Four accompli shed procuresses to recruit women, and a similar  
number of  pimps to scout out  men, had the  sole duty to range both 
the capital and the p rovinces and bring back everything, in the one 
gender and in the other, that could best satisfy their sensuality's 
demands. Four supper parties were held regularly every week in 
four different country houses located at four different extremities of 
Paris. At the fi rst of these gatherings, the one exclusively given 
over to the pleasures of sodomy, only men were present j there 
would always be at hand sixteen young men, ranging in age from 
twenty to thirty, whose immense faculties permitted our four 
heroes, in feminine gui se, to taste the most agreeable delights. The 
youths were selected solely upon the basis of the size of their 
member, and it almost became necessary that this superb limb be of 
such magnificence that it could never have penetrated any woman j 
this was an essential clause, and as naught was spared by way of  
expense, only very rarely would it fail to be fulfilled. But simul
taneously to sample every pleasure, to these sixteen husbands was 
joined the same quantity of boys, much younger, whose purpose was 
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to assume the office of women. These lads were from twelve to 
eighteen years old, and to be chosen for service each had to possess 
a freshness, a face, graces, charms, an air, an innocence, a candor 
which are far beyond what our brush could possibly paint. No 
woman was admitted to these masculine orgies, in the course of 
which everything of the lewdest invented in Sodom and Gomorrah 
was executed. 

At the second supper were girls of superior class who, upon 
these occasions forced to give up their proud ostentation and the 
customary insolence of their bearing, were constrained, in return for 
their hire, to abandon themselves to the most irregular  caprices, 
and often even to the outrages our libertines were pleased to inflict 
upon them. Twelve of these girls would appear, and as Paris could 
not have furnished a fresh supply of them as often as would have 
been necessary, these evenings were interspersed with others at which 
were admitted, only in the same number as the well-bred ladies, 
women ranging from procuresses up through the class of officers' 
wives. There are above four or five thousand women in Paris who 
belong to one or the other of the two latter classes and whom need 
or lust obliges' to attend soirees of this kind j one has but to have 
good agents to find them, and our libertines, who were splendidly 
represented, would frequently come across miraculous specimens. 
But it was in vain one was honest or a decent woman, one had to 
submit to everything : our Lordships' libertinage, of a variety that 
never brooks limits, would overwhelm with horrors and infamies 
whatever, whether by Nature or social convention, ought to have 
been exempt from such ordeals. Once one was there, one had to be 
ready for anything, and as our four villains had every taste that  
accompanies the lowest, most crapulous debauch, this fundamental 
acquiescence to their desires was not by any means a matter of in
consequence. 

The guests at the third supper were the vilest, foulest creatures 
that can possibly be met with. To him who has some acquaintance 
with debauchery's extravagances, this refinement will appear wholly 
understandable j ' tis most voluptuous to wallow, so to speak, in filth 
with persons of this category ; these exercises offer the completest 
abandon, the most monstrous intemperance, the most total abase
ment, and these pleasures, compared with those tasted the evening 
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before, or with the distinguished individuals in whose company we 
have tasted them, have a way of lending a sharp spice to earlier 
activities. At these third suppers, debauch being more thorough, 
nothing was omitted that might render it complex and piquant. A 
hundred whores would appear in the course of six hours, and only 
too often something less than the full hundred would leave the 
games. But there is nothing to be gained by hurrying our story or 
by broaching subjects which can only receive adequate treatment in 
the sequel. 

As for the fourth supper, it was reserved for young maids; 
only those between the ages of seven and fifteen were permitted. 
Their condition in life was of no importance, what counted was 
their looks: they had to be charming; as for their virginity, authen
tic evidence was required. Oh, incredible refinement of libertinage! 
It was not, assuredly, that they wished to pluck all those roses, and 
how indeed could they have done so? for those untouched flowers 
were always a score in number, and of our four libertines only two 
were capable of proceeding to the act, one of the remaining two, 
the financier, being absolutely incapable of an erection, and the 
Bishop being absolutely unable to take his pleasure save in a fashion 
which, yes, I agree, may dishonor a virgin but which, however, al
ways leaves her perfectly intact. No matter; the twenty maiden
heads had to be there, and those which were not impaired by our 
quartet of masters became, before their eyes, the prey of certain of 
their valets just as depraved as they, whom they kept constantly at 
beck and call for more than one reason. 

Apart from these four supper parties there was another, a 
secret and private one held every Friday, involving many fewer 
persons but surely costing a great deal more. The participants were 
restricted to four young and high-born damsels who, by means of 
strategy and money, had been abducted from their parents' homes. 
Our libertines' wives nearly always had a share in this debauch, and 
their extreme submissiveness, their docile attentions, their services 
made it more of a success each time. As for the genial atmosphere 
at these suppers, it goes without saying that even greater profusion 
than delicacy reigned there; not one of these meals cost less than 
ten thousand francs, and neighboring countries as well as all France 
were ransacked so that what was of the rarest and most exquisite 
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might be assembled together .  Fine and abundant wines and liqueurs 
were there, and even during the winter they had fruits of every 
season ; in a word, one may be certain that the table of the world's 
greatest monarch was not dressed with as much luxury nor served 
with equal magnificence. 

But now let us retrace our steps and do our best to portray one 
by one each of our four heroes-to describe each not in terms of 
the beautiful, not in a manner that would seduce or  captivate the 
reader, but simply with the brush strokes of Nature which, despite 
all her disorder, is often sublime, indeed even when she is at  her 
most depraved. For-and why not say so in passing-if crime lacks 
the kind of delicacy one finds in virtue ,  is not the former always 
more sublime, does it not unfailingly have a character of grandeur 
and sublimity which surpasses, and will always make i t  preferable 
to, the monotonous and lackluster charms of virtue ? Will you pro
test the greater usefulness of this or of that, is it for us to scan 
Nature's laws, ours to determine whether, vice being just as neces
sary to Nature as  i s  virtue, she perhaps does not implant in us, in 
equal quantity, the penchant for one or the other, depending upon 
her respective needs ? But let us proceed. 

The Due de Blangis, at eighteen the master of an already 
colossal fortune which his later speculations much increased, experi
enced all the difficulties which descend like a cloud of locusts upon a 
rich and influential young man who need not deny himself anything ; 
i t  almost always happens in such cases that the extent of one's assets 
turns into that of one ' s  vices, and one stints oneself that much less 
the more one has the means to procure oneself everything. Had the 
Duc received a few elementary qualities from Nature, they might 
possibly have counterbalanced the dangers which beset him in his 
position, but this curious mother, who sometimes seems to collab
orate with chance in order that the latter may favor every vice she 
gives to those certain beings of whom she expects attentions very 
different from those virtue supposes, and this because she has just 
as  much need of the one a s  of the other, Nature, I say, in destining 
Blangis for immense wealth, had meticulously endowed him with 
every impulse, every inspiration required for its abuse. Together 
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with a tenebrous and very evil mind, she had accorded him a heart 
o f  flint and an utterly criminal soul,  and these were accompanied by 
the disorders in tastes and irregularity of whim whence were born 
the dreadful libertinage to which the Duc was in no common meas
ure addicted. Born treacherous, ha rsh, imperious, barbaric,  selfish, 
as lavish in the pursuit of  pleasure as  miserly when i t  were a ques
tion of useful spending, a l iar ,  a gourmand, a drunk, a dastard, a 
sodomite, fond of incest, given to murdering, to a rson, to theft, no, 
not a single virtue compensated that host of vices. Why, what am I 
saying I not only did he never so much as dream of a single virtue, 
he beheld them all with horror, and he was frequently heard to say 
that to be truly happy in  this world a man ought not merely fling 
himself into every vice, but should never permit himself one virtue, 
and that i t  was not simply a matter of always doing evi l ,  but also 
and above all of  never doing good.  

"Oh, there are plenty of people ,"  the Duc used to observe, 
"who never misbehave save when passion spu rs them to ill; later, the 
fire gone out of them, their now calm spirit peacefully returns to the 
path of virtue and, thus passing the ir  l ife going from stri fe to error 
and from error to remorse,  they end thei r days in such a way there i s  
no telling just  what roles they have enacted on earth. Such persons," 
he would continue ,  "must surely be miserable: forever dri fting, con
tinually undecided, their  entire l ife is spent detesting in the morning 
what they did the evening before.  Certain to repent of  the ple asures 
they taste, they take their delight in quaking, in such sort they be
come a t  once virtuous in  crime and criminal in virtue. However ,"  
our hero would add,  "my more  sol id  character i s  a stranger to  these 
contradictions; I do my choosing without hesitation, and as I am 
always sure to find pleasure in the choice I make, never does regret 
arise to dull i ts charm. Firm in my principles because those I formed 
are sound and were formed very early, I always act in acco rdance 
with them; they have made me understand the emptiness and nullity 
o f  virtue; I hate virtue, and never will I be seen resorting to it. 
They have persuaded me that through vice alone is man capable of 
experiencing thi s moral and physical vibration which i s  the source 
of the most delicious voluptuousness; so I give myself over to vice. 
I was still very young when I learned to hold religion' s fantasies in 
contempt, being perfectly convinced that the existence of  a creator 
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is a revolting absurdity in which not even children continue to be
lieve. I have no need to thwart my inclinations in order to flatter 
some god; these instincts were given me by Nature,  and it would be 
to irritate her were I to resist them ; if she gave me bad ones, that i s  
because they were necessary t o  h e r  designs. I am in h e r  hands but a 
machine which she runs as she likes, and not one of my crimes does 
not serve her : the more she urges me to commit them, the more of 
them she needs ; I should be a fool to disobey her. Thus, nothing 
but the law stands in my way, but I defy the law, my gold and my 
prestige keep me well beyond reach of those vulgar instruments of 
repression which should be employed only upon the common sort." 

I f one were to raise the objection that, nevertheless, all men 
possess ideas of  the just and the unjust which can only be the prod
uct of Nature, since these notions are found in every people and 
even amongst the uncivilized, the Duc would reply affirmatively, 
saying that yes, those ideas have never been anything if not relative ,  
that  the stronger has always considered exceedingly just what the 
weaker regarded as  flagrantly unjust, and that it takes no more 
than the mere reversal of their positions for each to be able to 
change his way of thinking too ; whence the Duc would conclude that 
nothing is really just but what makes for pleasure, and what is un
just is the cause of pain; that in taking a hundred louis from a 
man's pocket, he was doing something very just  for himself, al
though the victim of the robbery might have to regard the action 
with another eye; that all these notions therefore being very arbi
trary, a fool he who would allow himself to become their thrall. I t  
w a s  b y  means o f  arguments i n  this kind the Duc used t o  justify his 
transgressions,  and as he was a man of greatest possible wit, his 
arguments had a decisive ring. And so, modeling his conduct upon 
his philosophy, the Duc had, from his most tender youth, abandoned 
himself unrestrainedly to the most shameful extravagances,  and to 
the most extraordinary ones. His father,  having died young and, as 
I indicated, left him in control o f  a huge fortune ,  had however 
stipulated in his will that  the young man's mother should, while she 
lived, be allowed to enj oy a large share of  this legacy. Such a condi
tion was not long in displeasing Bl angis : poison appearing to be the 
only way to avoid having to subscribe to this article ,  the knave 
straightway decided to make use of it. But this was the period 
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when he was only making his first steps in a vicious career ; not dar
ing to act himself, he brought one of his sisters,  with whom he was 
carrying on a criminal intrigue ,  to take charge of  the execution, 
assuring her that if she were to succeed, he would see to it that she 
would be the beneficiary of  that part of the fortune whereof death 
would deprive their mother. However,  the young lady was horrified 
by this proposal, and the Due, observing that this ill-confided secret 
was perhaps going to betray him, decided on the spot to extend his 
plans to include the sister he had hoped to have for an accomplice ; 
he conducted both women to one of his properties  whence the two 
unfortunate ones never returned. Nothing quite encourages as does 
one's first unpunished crime. This hurdle once cleared, an open field 
seemed to beckon to the Due. Immediately any person whomsoever 
showed opposition to his desires, poison was employed forthwith. 
From necessary murders he soon passed to those of pure pleasure ; 
he was captivated by that regrettable folly which causes us to find 
delight in the sufferings of others ; he noticed that a violent commo
tion inflicted upon any kind of an adversary is answered by a vibrant 
thrill in our own nervous system ; the effect of this vibration , arous
ing the animal spirits which flow within these nerves'  concavities, 
obliges them to exert pressure on the erector nerves and to produce 
in accordance with this perturbation what is termed a lubricious sen
sation. Consequently, he  set about committing thefts and murders 
in the name o f  debauchery and libertinage, just as  someone else 
would be content, in order to inflame these same passions, to chase 
a whore or  two. At the age of twenty-three, he and three of his 
companions in vice,  whom he had indoctrinated with his philosophy, 
made up a party whose aim was to go out and stop a public coach 
on the highway, to rape the men among the travelers along with the 
women, to assa ssinate them afterward, to make off with their vic
tims'  money (the conspirators certainly had no need of this), and 
to be back that same night, all three of them, at  the Opera Ball in 
order to have a sound alibi. This crime took place, ah, yes : two 
charming maids were violated and massacred in their mother's  
a rms ; to this was j oined an endless list of other horrors, and no one 
dared suspect the Due. Weary of the delightful wife his father had 
bestowed upon him before dying, the young Blangis wasted no time 
uniting her shade to his mother's, to his sister's, and to those of all 
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his other victims. Why all this? to be able to marry a girl, wealthy, 
to be sure, but publicly dishonored and whom he knew full well was 
her brother's mistress. The person in question was the mother of 
Aline, one of the figures in our novel we mentioned above. This 
second wife, soon sacrificed like the first, gave way to a third, who 
followed hard on the heels of the second. It was rumored abroad 
that the Duc's huge construction was responsible for the undoing of 
all his wives, and as this gigantic tale corresponded in every point 
to its gigantic inspiration, the Duc let the opinion take root and veil 
the truth. That dreadful colossus did indeed make one think of a 
Hercules or a centaur: Blangis stood five feet eleven inches tall, had 
limbs of great strength and energy, powerful sinews, elastic nerves, 
in addition to that a proud and masculine visage, great dark eyes, 
handsome black eyelashes, an aquiline nose, fine teeth, a quality 
of health and exuberance, broad shoulders, a heavy chest but a 
well-proportioned figure withal, splendid hips, superb buttocks, the 
handsomest leg in the world, an iron temperament, the strength 
of a horse, the member of a veritable mule, wondrously hirsute, 
blessed with the ability to eject its sperm any number of times 
within a given day and at will, even at the age of fifty, which was 
his age at the time, a virtually constant erection in this member 
whose dimensions were an exact eight inches for circumference and 
twelve for length over-all, and there you have the portrait of the 
Duc de Blangis, drawn as accurately as if you'd wielded the pencil 
yourself. But if this masterpiece of Nature was violent in its de
sires, what was it like, Great God! when crowned by drunken volup
tuousness? 'Twas a man no longer, 'twas a raging tiger. Woe unto 
him who happened then to be serving its passions; frightful cries, 
atrocious blasphemies sprang from the Due's swollen breast, flames 
seemed to dart from his eyes, he foamed at the mouth, he whinnied 
like a stallion, you'd have taken him for the very god of lust. What
ever then was his manner of having his pleasure, his hands neces
sarily strayed, roamed continually, and he had been more than once 
seen to strangle a woman to death at the instant of his perfidious 
discharge. His presence of mind once restored, his frenzy was im
mediately replaced by the most complete indifference to the infamies 
wherewith he had just indulged himself, and of this indifference, of 
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this kind of apathy, further sp arks of lechery would be born al
most at once .  

In his youth, the  Duc  had been known to  discharge as often as 
eighteen times a day, and that  without appearing one jot  more 
fatigued after the final than after the initial ej aculation. Seven or 
eight crises within the same interval still  held no terrors for him, 
his half a century of years notwithstanding. For roughly twenty-five 
years he had accustomed himself to passive sodomy, and he with
stood its assaults with the identical vigor that characterized his 
manner of delivering them actively when, the very next moment, it  
pleased him to exchange roles.  He had once wagered he could sus
tain fifty-five attacks in a day, and so he had. Furnished, as  we have 
pointed out, with prodigious strength, he needed only one hand to 
violate a girl, and he had proved it upon several occasions. One day 
he boasted he could squeeze the life out of a horse with his legs; he 
mounted the beast, it collapsed at the instant he had predicted. His 
prowess at the table outshone ,  if that is possible,  what he demon
strated upon the bed. There's no imagining what had come to be 
the quantity of  the food he consumed. He regularly ate three meals 
a day, and they were all three exceedingly prolonged and exceed
ingly copious, and it was as nothing to him to toss down his usual 
ten bottles of Burgundy ; he had drunk up to thirty, and needed but 
to be challenged and he  would set out for the mark of fifty ; but his 
intoxication taking on the tinge of his passions, and liqueurs or 
wines having heated  his brain, he would wax furious, and they 
would be obliged to tie him down. And despite all that, would you 
believe it ? a steadfast child might have hurled this giant into a 
panic; true indeed it is that the spirit often poorly corresponds with 
the fleshly sheath enveloping i t : as soon as Blangis discovered he 
could no longer use his treachery or his deceit to make away with 
his enemy, he would become timid and cowardly, and the mere 
thought of even the mildest combat, but fought on equal terms, 
would have sent him fleeing to the ends of the earth. He had never
theless, in keeping with custom, been in one or two campaigns, but 
had acquitted himself so disgracefully he had retired from the service 
at once. Justifying his turpitude with equal amounts of cleverness 
and effrontery, he loudly proclaimed that his poltroonery being Doth-
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ing other than the desire to preserve himself, it were perfectly impos
sible for anyone in his right senses to condemn i t  for a fault. 

Keep in mind the identical moral traits ; next, adapt them to 
an entity from the physical point of view infinitely inferior to the 
one we have just described ; there you have the portrait of the 
Bishop of X***, the Duc de Blangis' brother. The same black soul, 
the same penchant for crime, the same contempt for religion, the 
same atheism, the same deception and cunning, a yet more supple 
and adroit mind, however, and more art in guiding his victims to 
their doom, but a slender figure, not heavy, no, a little  thin body, 
wavering health, very delicate nerves, a greater fastidiousness in 
the pursuit of pleasure, mediocre prowess, a most ordinary member, 
even small, but deft, profoundly skilled in management, each time 
yielding so l ittle that his incessantly inflamed imagination would 
render him capable of tasting delight qui te as frequently as his 
brother ; his sensations were of a remarkable acuteness, he would 
experience an i rr itation so prodigious he would often fall into a 
deep swoon upon discharging, and he almost always temporarily 
lost consciousness when doing so. 

He was forty-five, had delicate features, rather attractive eyes 
but a foul mouth and ugly teeth, a hairless pallid body, a small but 
well-shaped ass, and a prick five inches around and six in length. An 
idolater of active and passive sodomy, but eminently of the latter, 
he spent his l ife having himself buggered, and this pleasure, which 
never requires much expense of energy, was best suited to the mod
esty of his means. We will speak of his other tastes in good time. 
With what regards those of  the table, he carried them nearly as 
far as the Duc, but went about the matter with somewhat more 
sensuality. Monseigneur, no less a criminal than his elder brother, 
possessed characteristics which had doubtless permitted him to 
match the celebrated feats of the hero we painted a moment ago ; we 
will content ourselves with citing one of them, ' twill be enough to 
make the reader see of what such a man may be capable, and what he 
was prepared and disposed to do, having done the following :  

One of his friends, a man powerful and rich, had formerly had 
an intrigue with a young noblewoman who had borne him two chil-



204 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

dren, a girl and a boy. He had, however, never been able to wed 
her, and the maiden had become another's wife. The unlucky girl's 
lover died while still young, but the owner howbeit of a tremendous 
fortune; having no kin to provide for, it occurred to him to be
queath all he had to the two ill-fated children his affair had pro
duced. 

On his deathbed, he made the Bishop privy to his intentions 
and entrusted him with these two immense endowments: he divided 
the sum, put them in two purses, and gave them to the Bishop, 
confiding the two orphans' education to this man of God and enlist
ing him to pass on to each what was to be his when they attained 
their majority. At the same time he enjoined the prelate to invest 
his wards' funds, so that in the meantime they would double in size. 
He also affirmed that it was his design to leave his offsprings' 
mother in eternal ignorance of what he was doing for them, and 
he absolutely insisted that none of this should ever be mentioned to 
her. These arrangements concluded, the dying man closed his eyes, 
and Monseigneur found himself master of about a million in bank
notes, and of two children. The scoundrel was not long deliberating 
his next step: the dying man had spoken to no one but him, the 
mother was to know nothing, the children were only four or five 
years old. He circulated the intelligence that his friend, upon expir
ing, had left his fortune to the poor; the rascal acquired it the same 
day. But to ruin those wretched children did not suffice; furnished 
with authority by their father, the Bishop-who never committed 
one crime without instantly conceiving another-had the children 
removed from the remote pension in which they were being brought 
up, and placed them under the roof of certain people in his hire, 
from the outset having resolved soon to make them serve his per
fidious lust. He waited until they were thirteen; the little boy was 
the first to arrive at that age: the Bishop put him to use, bent him to 
all his debauches, and as he was extremely pretty, sported with him 
for a week. But the little girl fared less well: she reached the 
prescribed age, but was very ugly, a fact which had no mitigating 
effect upon the good Bishop's lubricious fury. His desires appeased, 
he feared lest these children, left alive, would someday discover 
something of the secret of their interests. Therefore, he conducted 
them to an estate belonging to his brother and, sure of recapturing, 
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by means of a new crime, the sparks of lechery enjoyment had just 
caused him to lose, he immolated both of them to his ferocious 
passions, and accompanied their death with episodes so piquant and 
so cruel that his voluptuousness was reborn in the midst of the tor
ments wherewith he beset them. The thing is, unhappily, only too 
well known: there is no libertine at least a little steeped in vice who 
is not aware of the great sway murder exerts over the senses, and 
how voluptuously it determines a discharge. And that is a general 
truth whereof it were well the reader be early advised before under
taking the perusal of a work which will surely attempt an ample 
development of this system. 

Henceforth at ease in the face of whatever might transpire, 
Monseigneur returned to Paris to enjoy the fruit of his misdeeds, 
and without the least qualms about having counteracted the inten
tions of a man who, in his present situation, was in no state to 
derive either pain or pleasure therefrom. 

The President de Curval was a pillar of society; almost sixty 
years of age, and worn by debauchery to a singular degree, he of
fered the eye not much more than a skeleton. He was tall, he was 
dry, thin, had two blue lusterless eyes, a livid and unwholesome 
mouth, a prominent chin, a long nose. Hairy as a satyr, flat-backed, 
with slack, drooping buttocks that rather resembled a pair of dirty 
rags flapping upon his upper thighs; the skin of those buttocks was, 
thanks to whipstrokes, so deadened and toughened that you could 
seize up a handful and knead it without his feeling a thing. In the 
center of it all there was displayed-no need to spread those cheeks 
-an immense orifice whose enormous diameter, odor, and color 
bore a closer resemblance to the depths of a well-freighted privy 
than to an asshole; and, crowning touch to these allurements, there 
was numbered among this sodomizing pig's little idiosyncrasies that 
of always leaving this particular part of himself in such a state of 
uncleanliness that one was at all times able to observe there a rim 
or pad a good two inches thick. Below a belly as wrinkled as it was 
livid and gummy, one perceived, within a forest of hairs, a tool 
which, in its erectile condition, might have been about eight inches 
long and seven around; but this condition had come to be most rare 
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and to procure it a furious sequence of things was the necessary 
preliminary. Nevertheless, the event occurred at least two or three 
times each week, and upon these occasions the President would 
glide into every hole to be found, indiscriminately, although that of 
a young lad's behind was infinitely the most precious to him. The 
head of the President's device was now at all times exposed, for he 
had had himself circumcised, a ceremony which largely facil itates 
enj oyment and to which all pleasure-loving persons ought to sub
mit. But one of the purposes of the same operation is to keep this 
privity cleaner ; nothing of the sort in Curval ' s  case : this part of 
him was just as filthy as the other : this uncapped head, naturally 
quite thick to begin with, was thus made at least an inch ampler in 
circumference. Similarly untidy about all the rest of his person, the 
President, who furthermore had tastes at the very least as nasty as 
his appearance, had become a figure whose ra ther malodorous 
vicinity might not have succeeded in pleasing everyone. However, 
his colleagues were not at all of the sort to be scandalized by such 
trifles , and they simply avoided discussing the matter with him. 
Few mortals had been as free in their behavior or as debauched as 
the President ; but, entirely j aded, absolutely besotted, all that 
remained to him was the depravation and lewd profligacy of l iber
tinage. Above three hours of excess, and of the most outrageous 
excess, were needed before one could hope to inspire a voluptuous 
reaction in him. As for his emission ,  although in Curval the phe
nomenon was far more frequent than erection, and could be ob
served once every day, it was, all the same, so difficult to obtain, or 
it never occurred save as an aftermath to things so strange and 
often so cruel or so unclean, that the agents of his pleasures not 
uncommonly renounced the struggle, fainting by the wayside, the 
which would give birth in him to a kind of lubricious anger and 
this, through its effects , would now and again triumph where his 
efforts had failed. Curval was to such a point mired down in the 
morass of vice and libertinage that it had become virtually impos
sible for him to think or speak of anything else. He unendingly had 
the most appalling expressions in his mouth, just as he had the vilest 
designs in his heart, and these with surpassing energy he mingled 
with blasphemies and imprecations supplied him by his true horror, 
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a sentiment he shared with his companions, for everything that 
smacked of  religion. This disorder of  mind, yet further augmented 
by the almost continual intoxication in which he was fond of  keep
ing himself, had during the past few years given him an air of 
imbecility and prostration which, he would declare ,  made for his  
most cherished delight. 

Born as great a gourmand as a drunk, he alone was fit to keep 
abreast of the Due, and in the course of this tale we will behold him 
to perform wonders which will no doubt astonish the most veteran 
eaters. 

It had been ten years since Curval had ceased to discharge his 
judicial duties ; i t  was not simply that he  was no longer fit to carry 
them out, but I even believe that while he had been, he may have 
been asked to leave these matters alone for the rest of his l ife . 

Curval had led a very libertine l i fe ,  every sort of perversion 
was famil iar to him, and those who knew him personally had the 
strong suspicion he owed his vast fortune to nothing other than two 
or three execrable murders. However that may be, it is, in the l ight 
of the following story, highly probable that this variety o f  extrava
gance had the power to stir him deeply, and it is this adventure, 
which attracted some unfortunate publicity, that was responsible 
for his exclusion from the Court. We are going to relate the episode 
in order to give the reader an idea of  his character. 

There dwelled in the neighborhood of Curval' s  town house a 
miserable street porter who, the father of a charming l ittle girl, was 
ridiculous enough to be a person of  sensibility. Twenty messages of 
every kind had already arrived containing proposals relating to the 
poor fellow's daughte r ; he and his wife had remained unshaken 
despite this barrage aimed at their corruption, and Curval, the 
source of  these embassies, only i rritated by the growing number of 
refusals they had evoked, knew not what tack to take in order to 
get his hands upon the girl and to subj ect her to his libidinous 
caprices, until i t  struck him that by simply having the father broken 
he would lead the daughter to his bed. The thing was as nicely con
ceived as executed. Two or three bullies in the President's pay inter
vened in the suit, and before the month was out, the wretched 
porter was enmeshed in an imaginary crime which seemed to have 
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been committed a t  his door and which got him speedily lodged in 
one of the Conciergerie 's dungeons. The President, as one would 
expect, soon took charge of the case, and, having no desire to permit 
it to drag on, arranged in the space of three days, thanks to his 
knavery and his gold, to have the unlucky porter condemned to be 
broken on the wheel, without the culprit ever having committed any 
crime but that of wishing to preserve his honor and safeguard his 
daughter's .  

Meanwhile, the solicitations were renewed. The mother was 
brought in, it was explained to her that she alone had i t  in her 
power to save her husband, that i f  she were to satisfy the President, 
what could be clearer than that  he would thereupon snatch her 
husband from the dreadful fate awaiting him. Further hesitation 
was impossible ; the woman made inquiries ; Curval knew perfectly 
well to whom she addressed hersel f, the counsels were his creatures , 
and they gave her unambiguous replies : she ought not waste a mo
ment. The poor woman herself brought her daughter weeping to 
her judge's feet ; the latter could not have been more liberal with 
his promises, nor have been less eager to keep his word. Not only 
did he fear lest , were he to deal honorably and spare the husband, 
the man might go and raise an uproar upon discovering the price 
that had been paid to save his l ife, but the scoundrel even found a 

further delight, a yet keener one, in arranging to have himself given 
what he wished without being obliged to make any return. 

Thi s  thought led to others ; numerous criminal possibilities 
entered his head, and their effect was to increase his perfidious 
lubricity. And this i s  how he set about the matter so as  to put the 
maximum of  infamy and piquancy into the scene : 

His mansion stood facing a spot where criminals are some
times executed in Paris, and as this particular  offense had been com
mitted in that quarter of the city, he won a ssurance the punishment 
would be meted out on this particula r  square. The wretch's wife and 
daughter a rrived at the President's home at the appointed hour ; all 
windows overlooking the square were well shuttered, so that, from 
the apartments where he amused himself with his victims, nothing 
at all could be seen of what was going on outside. Apprised of  the 
exact minute of  the execution, the rascal selected it for the deflower-



The 120 Days of Sodom + 209 

ing of the little girl who was held in her mother's a rms, and every
thing was so happily arranged that Curval discharged into the 
child's  ass the moment her father expired. Instantly he'd completed 
his business, " Come have a look," quoth he ,  opening a window 
looking upon the square,  "come see how well I've kept my bargain," 
and one of his two princesses saw her father, the other her husband, 
delivering up his soul to the headsman's steel. 

Both collapsed in a faint, but Curval had p rovided for every
thing : this swoon was their agony, they'd both been poisoned, and 
nevermore opened their eyes. Notwithstanding the precautions he 
had taken to swathe the whole of this exploit in the most profound 
mystery, something did indeed transpire : nothing was known of the 
women's death, but there existed a lively suspicion he had been 
untruthful in connection with the husband's case. His motive was 
half-known, and his eventual retirement from the bench was the 
outcome.  As of this moment, no longer having to maintain appear
ances, Curval flung himself into a new ocean of errors and crimes. 
He sent everywhere for victims to sacrifice to the perversity of  his 
tastes. Through an atrocious refinement of cruelty, but one, how
ever, very easily understood, the downtrodden classes were those 
upon which he most enj oyed hurling the effects of  his raging perfidy. 
He had several minions who were abroad night and day, scouring 
attics and hovels ,  tracking down whatever of the most destitute 
misery might be able to provide, and under the p retext of dis
pensing aid, either he envenomed his catch-to give poison was one 
of his most delectable pastimes-or he lured it to his house and 
slew it upon the altar of  his perverse preferences.  Men, women, 
children : anything was fuel to his rage, and at  its bidding he per
formed excesses which would have got his head between block and 
blade a thousand times over were it not for the silver he distributed 
and the esteem he enjoyed, factors whereby he was a thousand 
times protected. One may well imagine such a being had no more 
religion than his two confreres ; he without doubt detested i t  as 
sovereignly as  they, but in years past  had done more to wither it  in 
others, for, in the days when his mind had been sound, i t  had also 
been clever, and he  had put i t  to good use writing against religion ; 
he was the author of several works whose influence had been pro-
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digious, and these successes, always present in his  memory, still con
stituted one of his dearest delights. 

The more we multiply the obj ects of our enjoyments . . . 1 

(a) . . .  the years of a sickly childhood. 

(b) Durcet is fifty-three ; he is small, short, broad, thickset ; 
an agreeable, hea rty face ; a very white skin ; his entire body, and 
principally his hips and buttocks, absolutely like a woman' s ; his ass 
i s  cool and fresh,  chubby, firm, and dimpled, but excessively agape ,  
owing to  the  habit  of  sodomy ; his prick is  extraordinarily small, 'ti s 
scarcely two inches around, no more than four inches long ; it has 
entirely ceased to stiffen ; h is  discharges a re rare and uneasy, far 
from abundant and always preceded by spasms which hurl him into 
a kind of furor which, in turn, conducts him to crime ; he has a chest 
like a woman's ,  a sweet, pleasant voice and, when in society, the 
best-bred manners, although his mind is  without question as  de
praved as his  colleagues' ; a schoolmate of the Due,  they still sport 
together every day, and one o f  Durcet's loftiest  pleasures i s  to have 
his anus tickled by the Due's enormous member. 

And such, dear reader,  are  the four villains in whose company 
I am going to have you pass a few months. I have done my best to 
describe them ; if, as I have wished, I have made you familiar with 
even their most secret depths,  nothing in the tale of their various 
foll ies will astonish you. I have not been able to enter into minute 
detail with what regards their  tastes-to have done so now would 
have been to impair  the value and to harm the main scheme of this 
work. But as we move p rogressively along, you will have but to 
keep an attentive eye upon our heroes, and you'll have no trouble 
discerning their characteristic peccadillos and the particular type of 
voluptuous mania which best suits  each o f  them. Roughly all we 
can say a t  the present t ime i s  tha t  they were generally susceptible 

1 Place here the portrait of Durcet as it i. in notebook 18, the one that's bound in 
pink, then, after having concluded this portrait with the word. under (a) in the 
notebooks, continue with (b). 
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of an enthusiasm for sodomy, that  the four of them had themselves 
buggered regularly, and that they all  four worshiped behinds. 

The Due, however, relative to the immensity of his weapon 
and, doubtless,  more through cruelty than from taste , still fucked 
cunts with the greatest pleasure. 

So also did the President, but less frequently. 
As for the Bishop, such was his supreme loathing for them the 

mere sight of  one might have kept him limp for six months. He had 
never in all his l ife fucked but one, that  belonging to his sister-in
law, and expressly to beget a child wherewith some day to procure 
himself the pleasures of incest ; we have seen how well he succeeded. 

As regards Durcet, he certainly idolized the ass with as much 
fervor as the Bishop , but his enjoyment of it was more accessory ; 
his favorite attacks were directed toward a third sanctuary-this  
mystery will be  unveiled in the  sequel. But on with the  portraits 
essential to the intelligence of  this work, and let us  now give our 
reader an idea of these worthy husbands' four wives. 

Wha t  a contrast 1 Constance, the Due's wife and the daughter 
of Durcet ,  was a tall woman, slender, lovely as  a picture,  and mod
eled as if the Graces had taken pleasure in embellishing her,  but the 
elegance of her figure in no way detracted from her freshness, she 
was not for that the less plumply fleshed, and the most delicious 
forms graced by a skin fairer than the lily, often induced one to sup
pose that, no, it had been Love itself who had undertaken her 
formation. Her face was a trifle long, her features wonderfully 
noble, more maj esty than gentleness was in her look, more grandeur 
than subtlety. Her eyes were large, black, and full of  fire ; her mouth 
extremely small and ornamented by the finest teeth imaginable, she 
had a narrow, supple tongue ,  of the loveliest pink, and her breath 
was sweeter still than the scent of a rose. She was full-breasted, her 
bosom was most buxom, fair as  alabaster and as firm. Her back was 
turned in an extraordinary way, its lines sweeping deliciously down 
to the most a rtistically and the most precisely cleft ass N ature has 
produced in a long time .  Nothing could have been more perfectly 
round, not very large,  but firm, white, dimpled ; and when i t  was 
opened, what used to peep out but the cleanest, most winsome,  most 
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delicate hole .  A nuance of tenderest pink had shaded this ass,  
charming asylum of lubricity's sweetest pleasures,  but, great God ! 
i t  was not for long to preserve so many charms I Four or five at
tacks, and the Duc had spoiled all those graces, how quickly had 
they gone ,  and soon a fter her marriage Constance was become no 
more than the image of a beauti ful lily wherefrom the tempest has 
of late stripped the petals away. Two round and perfectly molded 
thighs supported another temple,  in all likelihood less delicious, but, 
to him inclined to worship there, offering so many allurements i t  
would b e  in vain were my pen t o  strive t o  describe them. Constance 
was almost a virgin when the Duc married her, and her father, the 
only man who had known her, had, as they say, left that side of her 
perfectly intact. The most beauti ful black hair-falling in natural 
curls to below her shoulders and, when one wished it thus, reaching 
down to the pretty fur ,  of  the same color, which shaded that volup
tuous little cunt-made for a further adornment I might have been 
guilty of  omitting, and lent this angelic creature, aged about twenty
two, all the charms Nature is able to lavish upon a woman. To all 

these amenities Constance joined a fair and agreeable wit, a spirit 
somewhat  more elevated than it ought to have been, considering 
the melancholy situation fate had awarded her, for thereby she was 
enabled to sense all i ts horror and, doubtless,  she would have been 
happier if furnished with less delicate perceptions. 

Durcet, who had raised her more as i f  she were a courtesan 
than his daughter, and who had been much more concerned to give 
her talents than manners, had all the same never been able totally 
to destroy the p rinciples of rectitude and of virtue it seemed Nature 
had been pleased to engrave in her  heart. She had no fo rmal re
ligion, no one had ever mentioned such a thing to her, the exercise 
of a belief was not to be tolerated in her father 's  household, but all 
that had not blotted out this modesty, this natural humility which 
has nothing to do with theological chimeras, and which, when it 
dwells in an upright, decent, and sensitive soul , i s  very difficult to 
obliterate. Never had she stepped out of her father's  house, and 
the scoundrel had forced her, beginning at the age of twelve, to 
serve his crapulous pleasures. She found a world of difference in 
those the Duc imbibed with her, her body was noticeably altered 
by those formidable dimensions,  and the day after the Duc had de-
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spoiled her o f  her maidenhead, sodomistically speaking, she had 
fallen dangerously ill. They believed her rectum had been irrep
arably damaged ; but her youth, her health, and some salutary local 
remedies soon restored the use of that forbidden avenue to the 
Due, and the luckless Constance, forced to accustom herself to this 
daily torture, and i t  was but one amongst others, entirely recovered 
and became adjusted to everything. 

Adelaide, Durcet's wife and the daughter of the President, 
had a beauty which was perhaps superior to C onstance's ,  but of an 
entirely different sort. She was twenty, small and slender, of  an 
extremely slight and delicate build, of classic loveliness, had the 
finest blond hair to be seen. An interesting air, a look of  sensibility 
distributed everywhere about her, and above all in her features,  
gave her the quality o f  a heroine in a romance. Her exceptionally 
large eyes were blue,  they expressed at once tenderness and de
cency ; two long but narrow and remarkably drawn eyebrows 
adorned a forehead not very high but of such noble charm one 
might h ave thought this were modesty's very temple. Her nose, 
thin, a l ittle pinched at the top ,  descended to assume a semi-aquiline 
contour ; her lips inclined toward the thin, were of  a bright, ripe 
red ; a li ttle large, her mouth was the unique flaw in this celestial 
physiognomy, but when i t  opened, there shone thirty-two pearls  
Nature seemed to  have sown amidst roses. Her  neck was a shade 
long, attached in  a singular way and, through what one judged a 
natural habit, her head was ever so faintly bent toward her right 
shoulder, especially when she was listening ; but with what grace 
did not this  interesting attitude endow her I Her breasts were small, 
very round, very firm, well-elevated, but there was barely enough 
there to fill the hand. They were like two little apples a frolicking 
Cupid had fetched hither from his mother's  garden. Her chest was 
a bit narrow, it was also a very delicate chest, her belly was satin 
smooth, a little blond mound not much garnished with hair served 
as  peristyle to the temple in which Venus seemed to call out for 
an homage. This temple was narrow to such a point you could not 
insert a finger therein without eliciting a cry from Adelaide ; never
theless, two lustrums had revolved since the time when, thanks to 
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the President, the poor child had ceased to be a virgin, either in 
that place or in the delicious part it remains for us  to sketch. Oh, 
what were the attractions this second sanctuary possessed, what a 
flow in the line of her back, how magnificently were those buttocks 
cut, what whiteness there, and what dazzling rose blush ! But all in 
all ,  it was on the small s ide.  Delicate in all her l ines,  she was rather 
the sketch than the model of beauty, i t  seemed a s  though Nature 
h ad only wished to indicate in  Adelaide what she had so maj es
tically articulated in Constance. Peer into that appetizing behind, 
and lo ! a rosebud would offer itself to your gaze,  and it was in all 
i ts  bloom and in the most tender pink Nature wished you to behold 
i t ; but narrow ? tiny ? it had only been a t  the price of infinite labors 
the President had navigated through those straits, and he had only 
renewed these assaults successfully two or three times. 

Durcet, less exacting, gave her little afHiction in this point, but, 
since becoming his wife, in exchange for how many other cruel 
complaisances, with what a quanti ty of other perilous submissions 
had she not been obliged to purchase this l i ttle kindness ? And, 
furthermore ,  turned over to the four libertines, as  by their mutual 
consent she was ,  how many other cruel ordeals had she not to un
dergo, both of the species Durcet spared her, and of every other.  

Adelaide had the mind her  face suggested, that i s  to say, an 
extremely romantic mind, solitary places were the ones she p re
ferred, and once there, she would shed involuntary tears-tears to 
which we do not pay sufficient heed-tears apparently torn from 
N ature by foreboding. She was recently bereft of a friend, a girl 
she idolized, and this frightful loss constantly haunted her imagina
tion. As she was thoroughly acquainted with her father, as  she knew 
to what extents he  carried his wild behavior, she was persuaded 
her young friend had fallen prey to the President's villainies, for 
he had never managed to induce the missing person to accord him 
certain privileges.  The thing was not unlikely. Adelaide imagined 
the same would someday befall her ; nor was that  improbable. The 
President, in her regard, had not paid the same attention to the 
p roblem of religion Durcet had in the interests of Constance, no, he 
had allowed all  that nonsense to be born, to be fomented, sup
posing that his writings and his discourses would easily destroy it .  



The 120 Days of Sadam + 2 1 5  

H e  was mistaken : religion i s  the nourishment upon which a soul 
such a s  Adelaide's feeds. In vain the President had preached, in 
vain he had made her read books, the young lady had remained a 
believer, and all these extravagances, which she did not share, 
which she hated, of  which she was the victim, fell far short of 
disabusing her about illusions which continued to make for her l ife ' s  
happiness. She would go and hide herself to pray to God,  she'd 
perform Christian duties on the sly, and was unfailingly and very 
severely punished, either by her father or by her husband, when 
surprised in the act by the one o r  the other. 

Adelaide patiently endured it  all, fully convinced Heaven would 
someday reward her. Her character was as  gentle as  her spirit, and 
her benevolence,  one of  the virtues for which her father most de
tested her, went to the point of extreme. Curval, whom that vile 
class of the poverty-stricken irritated, sought only to humili ate it ,  
to further depress it ,  or  to wring victims from i t ; his  generous 
daughter, on the other hand, would have foregone her own necessi
ties to procure them for the poor, and she had often been espied 
stealing off to take to the needy sums which were intended for her 
pleasures. Durcet and the President finally succeeded in scolding 
and pounding good manners into her, and in ridding her of this 
corrupt practice by withholding absolutely all the means whereby 
she could resume it. Adelaide,  having nothing left but her tears to 
bestow upon the poor, went none the less to sprinkle them upon 
their woes, and her powerless howbeit  staunchly sensitive spirit was 
incapable of ceasing to be virtuous.  One day she learned that some 
poor woman was to come to prostitute her daughter to the Presi
dent because extreme need bade her do so ; the enchanted old rake 
was already preparing himself for the kind of  pleasure-taking he 
liked best. Adelaide had one of her dresses sold and immediately 
got the money put in the mother's hands ; by means of  this small 
assistance and some sort of  a sermon, she diverted the woman from 
the crime she was about to commit. Hearing of what she had done,  
the President proceeded to such violences with her-his  daughter 
was not yet married at  the time-that she was a fortnight abed ; 
but all that was to no avail : nothing could put a stop to this gentle 
soul' s  tender impulses.  
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lulie, the President's wife, the Due's elder daughter, would 
have eclipsed the two preceding women were it  not for something 
which many behold a s  a capital defect, but which had perhaps in 
itself aroused Curval' s  passion for her, so true i s  it that the effects 
of passions are unpredictable, nay, inconceivable, and that their 
disorder, the outcome of di sgust and satiety, can only be  matched 
by their irregular flights. Julie was tall, well made although quite 
fat and fleshy, had the most lovely brown eyes in the world, a 
charming nose, striking and gracious features, the most beautiful 
chestnut brown hair, a fair body of the most appetizing fullness, 
an ass which might easily have served as a model to the one 
Praxiteles sculpted, her cunt was hot, strait, and yielded as agree
able a sensation as such a locale ever may ; her legs were handsome, 
her feet charming, but she had the worst-decked mouth, the foulest 
teeth, and was by habit so dirty in every other part of  her body, 
and principally at the two temples of  lubricity, that no other being, 
let me repeat it ,  no other being but the President, himself subj ect 
to the same shortcomings and unquestionably fond of them, nay, 
no one else, despite her allurements, could have put up with Julie. 
Curval, however, was mad about her ; his most divine pleasures 
were gathered upon that  stinking mouth, to kiss i t  plunged him into 
delirium, and as for her natural uncleanliness, far from rebuking 
her for it, to the contrary he encouraged her in it, and had finally 
got her accustomed to a perfect divorce from water. To these 
faults Jul ie added a few others, but they were surely less disagree
able : she was a vast eater, she had a leaning toward drunkenness, 
l i ttle virtue ,  and I beli eve that had she dared try it ,  whoredom 
would have held l ittle by way of terror for her. Brought up by the 
Due in a total abandon of principles and manners, she adopted a 
whore's philosophy, and she wat; probably an apt student of all its 
tenets ; but, through yet another very curious effect of libertinage, 
i t  often happens that a woman who shares our faults pleases us a 
great deal less in our pleasures than one who i s  full of naught but 
virtues : the first resembles us , we scandal ize her not ; the other is 
terrified, and there i s  one very certain charm the more. 

Despite his proportions, the Due had sported with his daugh
ter, but he had had to wait until she was fifteen, and even so had 
not been able to prevent Julie from being considerably damaged by 
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the a dventure,  indeed, so much s o  that, eager to marry her off, he 
had  been forced to put a term to pleasure-taking of this variety 
and to be content with delights less dangerous for her, but at least 
a s  fatiguing. Jul i e  gained l ittle by gaining the President, whose 
p rick, as  we know, was exceedingly thick and, furthermore, how
ever much she was dirty from neglect of herself, she could not in 
any wise keep up with a filthiness in debauch such as  the one that 
distinguished the President, her beloved spouse. 

Aline, Julie's  younger sister and really the daughter of the 
Bishop, possessed habits and defects and a character very unlike 
her sister's.  

She was the most youthful of  the four, she had just become 
eighteen ; she had a fetching, exuberantly healthy, and almost pert 
li ttle countenance ; a l ittle turned-up nose ; brown eyes full of  ex
pression and vivacity ; a delicious mouth ; a most shapely though 
somewhat  tall figure, well-fleshed ; the skin a bit dark but soft and 
fine ; the ass rather on the ample side but well-molded, a pair  of the 
most voluptuous buttocks that ever a l ibertine eye may behold, the 
love mound brown-haired and pretty, the cunt a trifle low or, as 
they say, a I' anglaise, but as  tight as one might wish, . and when she 
was presented to the assembly she was thoroughly a maid. And 
she s till was at the time the p arty we are to chronicle got under 
way, and we shall see in what manner her  maidenhead was an
nihilated. As for the first fruits of her ass ,  the B ishop had been 
peacefully plucking them every day for the past eight years, but 
without, however, arousing in his dea r  daughter much of  a taste 
for these exercises : she, despite her mischievous and randy air, only 
cooperated out of obedience and had never hinted that she shared 
the slightest pleasure in the infamies whose daily victim she was. 
The Bishop had left her in the most profound ignorance, scarcely 
did she know how to read or write, and she had absolutely no idea 
of religion's existence ; her mind was natural, it  was that of a child, 
she would give droll replies ,  she liked to play, she loved her sister 
a great deal, detested the Bishop out of all measure, and fea red the 
Duc as she dreaded fire. On the wedding day, when she discovered 
herself naked and surrounded by the four men, she wept, and more-
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over did all that was asked of her, acting without pleasure as with
out ill-temper. She was sober, very clean, and having no other fault 
but that of  laz iness, nonchalance reigned in all her movements and 
doings and everywhere about her person, despite the liveliness an
nounced by her bright eyes. She abhorred the President almost as 
much as  she hated her uncle ,  and Durcet, who treated her with no 
excess of  consideration, nevertheless seemed to be the only one for 
whom she appeared to have no repugnance. 

These then were the eight principal characters in whose com
pany we are going to enable you to live, good reader. It is now 
time to divulge the obj ect of the s ingula r  pleasures that were pro
posed. 

I t  i s  commonly accepted amongst authentic l ibertines that 
the sensations communicated by the organs of hearing are the most 
flattering and those whose impressions are the liveliest ;  as a con
sequence , our four villains, who were of a mind to have voluptuous
ness implant i tself in the very core of their beings as deeply and as 
overwhelmingly as  ever it could penetrate, had, to this end, devised 
something quite clever indeed. 

I t  was this : after having immured themselves within every
thing that was best able to satisfy the senses through lust, after 
having established this situation, the plan was to have described 
to them, in the greatest detail and in due order, every one of de
bauchery' s extravagances ,  all its divagations, all its ramifications, all 
i ts contingencies, all of what i s  termed in libertine l anguage i ts 
passions. There i s  simply no conceiving the degree to which man 
varies them when his imagination grows inflamed ; excessive may 
be the differences between men that i s  created by all their other 
manias , by all their other tastes, but in this case it i s  even more so, 
and he who should succeed in isolating and categorizing and de
tailing these foll ies would perhaps perform one of the most splendid 
labors which might be undertaken in the study of manners, and per
haps one of the most interesting. It would thus be a question of 
finding some individuals capable of providing an account of all these 
excesses, then of analyzing them, of extending them, of itemizing 
them, of graduating them, and of running a story through it all, to 
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provide coherence and amusement. Such was the decision adopted. 
After innumerable inquiries and investigations, they located four 
women who had attained their prime-that was necessary, experi
ence was the fundamental thing here-four women, I say, who, 
having spent their lives in the most furious debauchery, had reached 
the state where they could provide an exact account of all these 
matters ; and, as care had been taken to select four endowed with 
a certain eloquence and a fitting turn of mind, after much dis
cussion, recording, and arranging, all four were ready to insert, 
each into the adventures of her life, all the most extraordinary 
vagaries of debauch, and to do so in such an order and at such a 
pace that the first, for example, would work into the tale o f  her life ' s  
activities  the  one hundred and fifty simple passions and the least 
esoteric or most ordinary deviations ; the second, within the same 
framework, an equal number of  more unusual passions involving 
one or more men with one or several women ; the third was also 
to introduce into her narration one hundred and fifty of the most 
criminal whimsies and those which most outrage the laws of both 
Nature and religion ; and as all these excesses lead to murder and 
as  these murders committed through libertinage are infinitely vari
ous and are just as  numerous as the occasions upon which the 
libertine's inflamed imagination adopts different tortures, the fourth 
was to adorn the events of her life with a meticulous report upon 
one hundred and fifty assorted examples of them. In the meantime, 
our libertines, surrounded, as a t  the outset I indicated, by their 
wives and also by other obj ects in every kind, were to pay close 
heed, were to be mentally heated, and were to end by extinguishing, 
by means of either their wives or those various objects, the con
flagration the storytellers were to have lit. There i s  surely nothing 
more voluptuous in this proj ect than the luxurious manner whereby 
it was carried out, and they are both this manner and these several 
reci ta tions which are to compose this work ; wherewith, having said 
this much, I advise the overmodest to lay my book aside at once if 
he would not be scandalized, for 'tis already clear there's not much 
of the chaste in our plan, and we dare hold ourselves answerable 
in  advance that there'll be still less in  its execution. Insomuch as 
the four actresses we have been speaking of play a most essential 
role in these memoirs, we believe, even were we to have to beg the 



220 .. T H E  MARQUIS DE SADE 

reader's  forgiveness therefor, we should still feel obliged to de
scribe them ; they will narrate,  they wi ll act : such being the case, 
is it possible tha t  they remain unknown ? Banish all expectation of 
beauties portrayed, although there were doubtless in the plans 
provisions for employing these four creatures physically as  well as 
morally ; be that as i t  may, neither their  charms nor thei r  years 
were the deciding factors, but rather their minds and their experi
ence only tha t  counted, and with what regards the latter, our 
friends could not possibly have made better choices. 

Madame Duclos was she to whom they entrusted the relating 
of  the one hundred and fi fty simple passions ; the woman who went 
by this name was forty-eight years of age, still in fairly good con
dition and preserving the vestiges of beauty ; she had very hand
some eyes, an exceedingly fair skin, and one of the most splendid 
and plumpest asses that could ever favor your gaze ; a mouth both 
clean and fresh, superb breasts, and pretty brown hair, a heavy 
figure but a noble one, and all the looks and the tone of a brilliant 
whore. She had spent her life, as shall be observed, in places and 
under circumstances where indeed she had been obliged to study 
what she is going to relate, and to see her was to realize she must 
have gone to the task with wit and verve, with ease and interest. 

Madame Champville was a tall woman of about fi fty, slender, 
well made, having the most voluptuous quality in her look and 
bearing ; a faithful devotee of  Sappho, she had that  kind of ex
pression even in her slightest movements, in her simplest gestures, 
in  her least words. She had ruined herself for the sake of keeping 
girls and, had i t  not been for this  predilection to which she gen
erally sacrificed everything she was able to earn abroad, she might 
have been comfortably well to do. For a long time she had been 
in public service, and during recent years had been making her way 
as an outfitter in her turn, but had confined herself to a limited prac
tice, her clients being reliable rakehells of a certain age ; never did 
she receive young men, and this prudent conduct was lucrative and 
did something to improve her affairs.  She had been blond, but a 
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more venerable tint, and that  o f  wisdom, was beginning to color 
her hair ; her eyes were still exceedingly attractive , blue, and they 
contained a most agreeable expressiveness. Her mouth was lovely, 
still fresh, missing no teeth as yet, she was flat-chested but had a 
belly which was good, but had never aroused envy, her mound 
was rather prominent, and her clitoris protruded three inches when 
well warmed ; tickle this part of her and one was certain to see her 
fly into an ecstasy in no time, and especially if the service were 
rendered by a female. Her ass was very flabby and worn from use, 
entirely soft, wrinkled, withered, and so toughened by the l ibidinous 
customs she in recounting her history will explain to us, that one 
could do everything one wished without her feeling anything there. 
One strange and assuredly very rare thing, above all in Paris : she 
was as much a maid on this side as a girl emerging from a convent, 
and perhaps, had it not been for the accursed part she put to use, 
and put to use with people who cared for nothing but the ex
traordinary and whom, consequently, that side pleased, perhaps, 
I say, had i t  not been for that part, this singular virginity might 
have perished with her. 

Madame M artaine, a portly matron of fifty-two, very well 
preserved and very healthy and blessed with the biggest and most 
beautiful rump one could wish for, boasted the precise opposite 
by way of  adventure. She had devoted her life to sodomitical 
debauch, and was so well familiarized therewith she tasted ab
solutely no j oy save therefrom. A natural deformity ( she had also 
been blessed with an obstruction)  having prevented her from know
ing any other, she had given herself over to this kind of pleasure, 
led to i t  both by her inability to do anything else and by early 
habit, in consideration of which she clung fast to this lubricity 
wherein ' twas declared she was yet delicious, ready to brave come 
what might, dreading nothing. The most monstrous engines were as 
naught to her, .  in fact such were the ones she preferred, and the 

. sequel to these papers will perhaps reveal her still giving valorous 
fight beneath the standards of  Sodom, as  the most intrepid of 
buggresses. Her features were gracious enough, but signs of languor 
and of decline were beginning to mar her a ttractions, and but for 
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the plumpness sustaining her yet, she might have been thought time
worn and frayed. 

As for Madame Desgranges, she was vice and lust personi
fied ; tall, thin, fifty-six, ghostly pale and emaciated, dead dull eyes,  
dead lips ,  she offered an image of  crime about to perish for lack 
of  strength. She had once upon a time been brunette, there were 
some who even maintained she'd had a beautiful body; not long 
thereafter it had become a mere skeleton cap able of inspiring noth
ing but disgust. Her ass,  withered, worn, marked, to rn, more re
sembled marbled paper than human skin,  and its hole was so gaping, 
sprung, and rugose that the bulkiest machines could, without her 
knowing a thing, penetrate it dry. By way of crowning graces, this 
generous Cytherean athlete , wounded in several combats, was miss
ing one nipple and three fingers. She limped, and was without six 
teeth and an eye . We may perhaps learn by what order of attacks 
she had been so mistreated; but one thing is  certain : nothing she 
had suffered had induced her to mend her ways,  and if her body 
was the picture of ugliness, her soul was the depository of all the 
most unhe ard of vices and crimes : an arsonist, a parricide,  a 
sodomite , a tribade, a murderess, a poisoner, guilty of incest, of 
rape, o f  theft, o f  abortions ,  and of sacrileges, one might truth
fully affirm that there is not a single crime in the world this villain 
had not committed herself, o r  had others commit for her. Her 
present calling was procuring ; she was one of society's most heavily 
titled furnishers, and as to much experience she j oined a more or 
less agreeable prattle,  she had been chosen to fill  the role of fourth 
storyteller, that is to say, the one in whose story the greatest num
ber of infamies and horrors were to be combined. Who better 
than a creature who had performed them all could have played this 
p art ? 

These women once found,  and found in every article to be such 
as was desired, the friends turned their attentions to accessories.  
They had from the outset planned to surround themselves with a 
large number of lust-inspiring objects of either sex, but when it was 
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brought to their attention that the only setting in which this lubri
cious roister could conveniently be held was that same chateau in 
Switzerland belonging to Durcet, the one in which he had dis
patched l i ttle Elvire, when, I say, i t  was remarked that this chateau 
of only moderate size would not be able to lodge so great a throng 
of inhabitants, and that, what was more, it might well prove un
wise or dangerous to bring along such a host, the list of subj ects 
was trimmed to thirty-two in all, the storytellers included : to wit : 
four of  that class, eight young girls, eight young boys, eight men 
endowed with monstrous members, for the delights of passive 
sodomy, and four female servants. But thoroughness went into the 
recruiting of all that ; a year was devoted to these details , an 
enormous amount of money too, and these are the measures they 
employed to obtain the most del icious specimens of all France 
could offer in the way of eight li ttle girls : sixteen intelligent pro
curesses, each accompanied by two l ieutenants, were sent into the 
sixteen major provinces of France, while a seventeenth was occu
pied with the same work in Paris only. Each of these outfitters 
was given a rendezvous at one of the Due's estates on the out
skirts of Paris , and all of them were to appear there, during the 
same week, exactly ten months after the date of their departure 
-this was the period they were given for searching. Each was to 
bring back nine subj ects, which came to a total of one hundred and 
fi fty-three girls, from which one hundred and fifty-three a choice 
of only eight was to be made. 

The procuresses were instructed to emphasize high birth, vir
tuousness, and the most delicious visage possible ; they were to 
conduct their researches so as to draw material chiefly from emi
nent families , and were not to hand over any girl without being 
able to prove that she had been forcibly abducted from either a 
convent housing pensionnaires of quality, or from the home of a 
family, and that  a family of distinction. Whatever was not superior 
to the class of  bourgeoisie, and what from these upper classes was 
not both very virtuous and wholly virgin and impeccably beautiful, 
would be refused without mercy ; spies were posted to survey these 
women's proceedings and to supply the society with exhaustive and 
prompt reports of what they were doing. 

For each suitable subject found, they were paid thirty thousand 
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francs, the agents assuming all expenses. The costs were incredible. 
With respect to age, i t  was fixed at from twelve to fifteen ; anything 
above or below was pitilessly rejected. At the same time, under 
identical circumstances, with the same means, a t  the same expense, 
seventeen agents of sodomy likewise scoured the capital and the 
provinces in search of l ittle boys, and their rendezvous was set for 
a month after the selection of the girls. As for the young men 
whom we propose henceforth to designate as  fuckers, the size of 
the member was the sole criterion : nothing under ten or eleven 
inches long by seven or eight around was acceptable .  Eight men 
labored throughout the kingdom to supply this demand, and their 
rendezvous was scheduled to fall a month after the little boys' . 
While the story of how these selections were made and received 
is not our foremost concern, it might not be inappropriate at  this 
point to insert a word on the subject in order to bring out yet a 
l ittle more of our fou r  hemes' genius ; it seems to me that  nothing 
which serves to enlarge the reader's understanding of these figures 
and to shed light upon a party as extraordina ry as the one we are 
going to describe, can be judged irrelevant. 

The time for the assembling of the little girls having arrived, 
everyone converged upon the Due's estate. Some few procuresses 
having been unable to fill their quota of nine,  some others having 
lost their charges en route, either by illness or flight, only one 
hundred and thirty of  them were present at the rendezvous,  but 
what charms, great God I never, I believe, have so many charms 
been seen gathered together in one place. Thirteen days were given 
over to this examination, and each day ten of them were inspected. 
The four friends gathered in a circle ,  and in its middle was placed 
the little girl , dressed as she had been at  the moment she had been 
seized ; the procuress responsible for her capture recited her history. 
I f  something of the conditions of high birth or virtue were wanting, 
the inquiry went no deeper, the child was forthwith rejected, with
out appeal, and sent on her way, and the purveyor lost all that she 
had spent in connection with her. Next, having provided all the 
vital particulars,  the procuress was asked to retire, and the child 
was interrogated in order to determine whether what had j ust been 
alleged were true. I f  all seemed well, the procuress was called in 
again, and she lifted the girl ' s  skirts from behind, so as to expose 
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her buttocks to the group ; this was the first thing it  wished to 
examine. The slightest defect in this part was grounds for im
mediate rejection; if on the contrary naught were amiss here, she 
was ordered to strip , or  was stripped, and, naked, she passed and 
passed again, five o r  six times over, from one of our libertines to 
the other, she was turned about, she was turned the other way, 
she was fingered, she was handled, they sniffed, they spread, they 
peeped, they examined the state of the goods, was i t  new, was it 
used, but did all this coolly and without p ermitting the senses' illu
sion to upset any aspect of  the examination. This done, the child 
was led away, and beside her name inscribed upon a ballot, the 
examiners wrote passed or failed and signed their names ; these 
ballots were then dropped into a box, the voters refraining from 
communicating their opinions to one another; all the girls examined, 
the box was opened : in order to be accepted, a girl had to have our 
four friends' names in her favor.  The absence of one name was 
enough to exclude her instantly and, in every instance, inexorably, 
as I have said : the unsuitable ones were kicked directly out, set at 
large, alone and without a guide, save when, as happened with 
perhaps a dozen, our libertines frolicked with them a fter the 
choices had been made and before turning them over to their pro
curesses. 

This round resulted in the exclusion o f  fifty candidates, the 
other eighty were gone over afresh, but with much greater exacti
tude and severity ; the least defect warranted instantaneous dismis
sal. One, lovely as the day, was weeded out because one of her teeth 
grew a shade higher from the gum than the rest; more than twenty 
others were refused because they were daughters of nothing better 
than bourgeois.  Thirty were eliminated during this second round, 
hence only fifty were left. The friends resolved not to continue to 
the third round until having first been relieved of some fuck through 
these fifty aspirants' own ministry, this in order that the senses' 
perfect calm could insure saner and sounder choice. Each of the 
quartet encompassed himself by a team of twelve or thirteen chil
dren; members of each team adopted varying attitudes, teams were 
shifted, everything was directed by the procuresses, and every
thing was brought off with such dexterity,  there was, in a word, 
so much lubricity in the doing that sperm flew, temperatures sub-
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sided, and another thirty disappeared from the race. Twenty 
remained ; that was still a dozen too many. Further expedients to 
procure calm were resorted to , every means wherefrom one would 
suppose disgust could be born was employed, but the twenty still 
remained, and how might one have subtracted from a number of 
creatures so wonderfully celestial you would have declared they 
were the very work of a divinity ? Equal in beauty, something else 
had to be discovered which could at least award eight of them 
some kind of  superiority over the twelve others, and what the 
President then proposed was worthy indeed of all the disorder of 
his mind. That made no difference ; the suggestion was accepted : 
i t  had to do with finding out which of them would best do some
thing the chosen eight would be often called upon to do. Four days 
sufficed amply to decide this question, and at last twelve were given 
their leave, but not blankly as in the case of the others ; they pro
vided a week' s complete and exhaustive amusement, then were put 
into the keeping of  the procuresses who soon made a pretty penny 
from the prosti tution of creatures as distinguished as these. As for 
the successful eight, they were installed in a convent to keep until 
the day of departure, and in order to reserve until the designated 
per iod the  pleasure of enj oying them, the  four colleagues did not 
touch them before then. 

I 'l l  not be so foolhardy as  to attempt to describe these 
beauties : they were all of  them superior in an equal degree : my 
brush strokes would necessa rily be monotonous ; I shall be content 
to give their  names and to affirm that upon my word it  i s  per
fectly impossible to obtain an idea of such an assemblage of graces, 
o f  attractions, of  perfections, and that had Nature wished to give 
Man an idea of what her greatest and wisest art can create, she 
would not have presented him with other models.  

The first was named Augustine : she was fifteen, the daughter 
of a Languedoc baron, and had been kidnaped from a convent in 
Montpellier.  

The second was named Fanny : she was the daughter of a 
counselor to the parl iament of Brittany and had been abducted 
from her father's  own chateau. 
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The third was named Zelmire : she  was  fifteen years  old ,  she 
was the Comte de Terville ' s  daughter, and he idolized her. He 
had taken her hunting with him on one of  his estates in  Beauce and, 
having left her alone in the forest for a moment, she had been 
pounced upon at  once . She was an only child and, with a dowry 
o f  four hundred thousand francs, was the following year to have 
married a very great  lord. I t  was she who most wept and grieved 
at  the horror of her fate. 

The fourth was named Sophie : she was fourteen and was the 
daughter of  a rather well-to-do gentleman who lived on his estate 
in Berry. She had been se ized while on a walk with her mother, who, 
seeking to defend her, was flung into a river, where she expired 
before her daughter 's  eyes.  

The fi fth was named Colombe : she was from Paris,  the child 
of a counselor to Parliament ; she was thirteen and had been kid
naped while returning in the evening to her convent with a gov
erness, after leaving a children's  ball.  The governess had been 
stabbed to death. 

The sixth was named Hebe:  she was just twelve, the daughter 
of  a cavalry captain, a nobleman who lived i n  Orleans. The young
ster had been enticed and carried away from the convent where 
she was being brought up ; two nuns had been bought. You could 
not hope to find anything more seductive or sweeter. 

The seventh was named Rosette : she was thirteen and was the 
child of  the Lieutenant-General of  Chalon-sur-Saone. Her father 
had just died, she was with her mother in the countryside near the 
city, and was captured within sight of her rela tives by agents dis
guised as thieves. 

The last was named Mimi or  Michette : she was twelve, she 
was the daughter of  the M arquis de Senanges and had been kid
naped on her father's estate in the Bourbonnais  while on a car
r iage drive which she had been allowed to take with two or three 
women from the chateau. The women were murdered. It  will be 
remarked tha t  the preparations for these revels cost much money 
and many crimes ; to such people, treasure means exceedingly l i ttle ,  
and as  for crime, one  was then living in an age when i t  was not  
by any means  probed and punished the  way it i s  nowadays. Hence 
everything succeeded, and so prettily that, the inquests amounting 
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to virtually nothing at all, our l ibertines were never troubled by 
consequences. 

The time drew nigh for the examination of the l i ttle boys. 
Easier to obtain, their number was greater. The pimps produced 
one hundred and fifty of them, and it  will surely be no exaggera tion 
if  I affirm that they at  least equaled the little girls,  as  much in their 
delicious faces as in the ir  childhood graces, their candor, their  in
nocence, and their  elevated rank. Thirty thousand francs were paid 
for each of them, the same sum given for the girls ,  but  the entre
preneurs risked nothing, because this game being more delicate and 
far more to the taste of our epicures,  i t  had been decided that no 
one would be put in  danger of losing his expenses, that while the 
lads with whom it  was impossible to come to terms would be re
j ected, a s  they would be put to some use they would also be paid for. 

Their examination was conducted like that of the girls, ten 
were verified each day, but with the very wise precaution which 
had been a li ttle too much neglected with the girls ,  with the pre
caution, I say, of always preceding the examination by a discharge 
arranged with the aid of the ten who were under present scrutiny. 
The others were half of a mind to bar the President from the 
ceremony, they were wary of the depravation of his tastes j they 
had feared, in the selection of the girls, being made the dupes of 
his accursed predilection for infamy and degradation : he promised 
to keep himself in check, and i f  he kept his word, i t  is  unlikely he 
did so without difficulty, for when once a damaged or diseased im
agination becomes accustomed to these species of outrages against 
good taste and Nature, outrages which so deliciously flatter it ,  it 
i s  no easy matter to restore such a person to the path of  righteous
ness : it seems as if the desire to satisfy his longing displaces reason 
in his judgments. Scorning what is truly beautiful, no longer cherish
ing but what i s  frightful , desire ' s  pronouncements correspond to its 
criteria ,  and the return to truer sentiments would appear to him 
to be a wrong done those principles whence he should be most sorry 
to stray. One hundred hopefuls were found unanimously approved 
when the initial seances were over, and these decisions had to be 
five t imes reconsidered in order to arrive at the small group alone 
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to be accepted. Thrice in succession fifty survived the balloting, and 
then, to reduce that number to the stipulated eight, the jurors were 
compelled to resort to unusual measures in order somehow to lessen 
the appeal of idols still glamorous despite everything they had been 
able to do to them. The idea occurred to them to dress the boys 
as girls : twenty-five were eliminated by this trick which, lending to 
a sex they worshiped the garb of one to which they had become 
indifferent, depreciated their value and ruined almost all the illu
sion. But nothing could alter the voting on the twenty-five that were 
left. 'Twas all in vain, in vain they spattered their fuck about, in 
vain they wrote their names upon the ballots at the same moment 
they discharged, in vain they put to use the expedient adopted with 
the l ittle girls, the twenty-five proved i rreducible every time, and at 
last they agreed to have them draw lots. Here are the names they 
gave the lucky ones who remained, their age, their birth, and a 
word o r  two about their  adventures ; their  portraits ? I cry off : 
Cupid's own features were surely no more delicate, and the models 
Albani sought from which to choose traits for his divine angels 
must certainly have been inferior by far. 

Zelamir was thirteen years old : he was the only son of a gentle
man out of Poitou who had been bringing him up with the greatest 
care.  Escorted by a single domestic, he had been sent to Poi tiers 
to visit a kinsman ; our rogues ambushed them, slew the domestic, 
and made off with the child. 

Cupidon was the same age : he had been a pupil in a school at 
La Fleche,  and was the son of a gentleman dwelling in the vicinity 
of that town. A trap was laid for the boy, he was kidnaped while 
on an outing the students used to take on Sundays. He was the 
prettiest pupil in the entire college. 

Narcisse was twelve ; he was a Knight of Malta. He had been 
abducted in Rouen, where his father filled an honorable post com
patible with his  nobility ; the boy was en route to the College de 
Louis-Ie-Grand at Paris, he was waylaid and seized while on the 
road. 

Zephyr, the most delicious of  the eight, i t  being supposed that 
their excessive beauty might allow the possibility of a choice, was 
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from Paris ; he was pursuing his studies there, in a famous pension. 
His father, a ranking officer, did all in his power to get his son 
back, and failed ; money had seduced the headmaster of the school, 
who delivered seven specimens, of whom six were refused. Zephyr 
had set the Due's head to spinning, and the l atter protested that 
were i t  to have cost a million to bugger the boy he would have paid 
i t  in cash on the spot. He reserved to himself the lad's initiation, 
and i t  was generally granted him. 0 tender and delicate child, what 
disproportion and what a dreadful fate were in store for you I 

Celadon was the son of  a magistrate of Nancy ; he was cap
tured at Luneville ,  whither he had gone to visit his aunt. He had 
just attained his fourteenth year. In this case a girl was used to bait 
the trap. Celadon and she were introduced, the little wench drew 
him into the snare by feigning love for him ; he was negligently 
chaperoned, the s troke was successful. 

A donis was fi fteen ; he was ravished at Plessis , where he was 
enrolled in school. He was the son of  a judge of the assize courts who 
raised a great hue and cry, but all to no avail , the capture had been 
so nicely planned no one knew a thing about it .  Curval , who had 
been mad about the child for two years, had made his acquaintance 
at his father's house, and i t  was he who had supplied the means 
and information necessary to debauch him. The others were greatly 
surprised to find such sensible good taste in a head so depraved as 
Curval ' s ,  and he, most proud, profited from the event to show his 
colleagues that, a s was plainly to be seen, he still could boast a 
sometimes fine palate. The child recognized him and fell to weep
ing, but the President consoled him with the assurance i t  would be 
to him would befall the deflowering, and while uttering these com
forting words, he wobbled his enormous engine against those frail 
l i ttle buttocks. Curval asked the assembly for the boy ; his request 
was unopposed. 

Hyacinthe was fourteen years old ; he was the son of  a retired 
officer living in a small city in Champagne. He adored hunting and 
was taken while afield, his father having been so imprudent as to 
allow him to set out alone. 

Citon was twelve ; he was kidnaped at Versailles from 
amidst the page boys at the King's stables. He was the son of a 
man of consequence from the Nivernais , who not six months prior 
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had brought him to Versailles. He was very simply abducted while 
walking alone on the avenue de Saint-Cloud. He became the Bish
op's  passion, and to the Bishop was the prize decreed. 

Those, thus, were the masculine deities our l ibertines prepared 
for their  lubricity ; we will see in due time and place the use to 
which they were put. One hundred and forty-two subj ects remained, 
but whereas there had been much trifling over the e ight, there was 
none with this  game : not one o f  the defeated candidates was dis
missed until he had served some purpose. 

Our libertines spent a month with them at the Due's chateau. 
As they were on the eve of setting forth, as all the practical ar
rangements were completed, the company had l ittle else to do but 
amuse i tself until the day of departure. When at  last they were 
thoroughly fed up with the ir  sport, they fell upon a pleasant means 
for disposing of what had provided i t : that was to sell the b oys to 
a Turkish pirate,  a scheme whereby no trace of  them would be left 
and a part of the costs would be recovered. They were sent in small 
groups to a place near Monaco, the Turk came to get them and 
lead them off into slavery, doubtless a dreadful fate, but one 
whereby, none the less, our four villains were hugely entertained. 

And now came the moment for choosing the fuckers. Those 
of  this class who failed to meet the standards were the cause of no 
embarrassment ; being mature and reasonable men, it was enough 
to pay them for their trouble, their traveling expenses, and send 
them home. The eight experts who had contracted to furnish the 
fuckers had, furthermore, many fewer obstacles to surmount, since 
the specifications were by and large concrete and the conditions 
made no difference at all. Thus it was fi fty came to the rendezvous ; 
from amongst the twenty biggest, the eight youngest and most 
attractive were singled out, and since in the sequel mention will 
almost never be made save of the four biggest of the eight, I shall 
restrict myself to naming these. 

H ercuie, with a body hewn in  the image of  the god whose 
name he had been given, was twenty-six years of  a ge and was en-
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dowed with a member eight and one-quarter inches around by 
thirteen long. Nothing more beautiful nor more maj estic has ever 
been seen; this tool was almost always upright, and with only eight 
discharges, so tests revealed, it could fill a pint measure to the brim. 
Hercule was also very gentle,  very sweet, and had an interesting 
countenance. 

Antinous, so named because, like Hadrian's favorite , he had, 
together with the world's prettiest prick, its most voluptuous ass,  
and that is  exceedingly rare.  Antinoiis wielded a device measuring 
eight inches in circumference and twelve in length. He was thirty 
and had a face worthy of his other features. 

Bum-Cleaver lugged a club so amusingly shaped it was nearly 
impossible for him to pe rform an embuggery without splitting the 
ass ,  whence came the name he bore. The head of his prick resembled 
the heart of an ox, i t  was eight and three-eighths inches around ; 
behind it,  the sha ft measured only eight, but was crooked and had 
such a curve i t  neatly tore the anus when penetrating it, and this 
quality, very precious to libertines as  j aded as ours, had made him 
singularly sought after. 

Invictus, so named because, no matter what he did, his e rec
tion was perpetual, was furnished with an engine eleven inches long 
and seven and fifteen-sixteenths inches around. Greater ones, who 
had difficulty stiffening, had been turned away to make room for 
him who, regardless of the quantity of discharges he produced in 
a day, rose heavenward at the slightest touch. 

The other four were of about the same dimensions and the 
same shape. The forty-two rejected candidates provided a fort
night's entertainment and, after the friends had put them through 
their paces and worn them to the bone, they were well rewarded and 
bidden adieu. 

Nothing now remained but the choice of the four ladies-in
waiting, and this final stage was without doubt the most picturesque.  
The President was not the only one whose tastes were depraved; 
his three friends, and especially Durcet, were indeed a l ittle tainted 
by his accursed, crapulous, and debauched mania which causes one to 
find a greater, more piquant attraction in an old, disgusting, and 
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filthy obj ect than in what Nature has fashioned most divinely. 
Explaining this fancy would probably be difficult, but it  exists in 
many people ; Nature's disorder carries with it a kind of sting 
which operates upon the high-keyed sort with perhaps a s  much and 
even more force than do her most regular  beauties ; i t  has been 
proven, moreover ,  that when one's p rick i s  aloft, i t  i s  horror, 
villainy, the appalling, that pleases ; well , where are they more em
phatically present than in a vitiated obj ect ? If 't is the filthy thing 
which pleases in the lubricious act, then certainly the more filthy 
the thing, the more it should please, and it is surely much filthier 
in the corrupted than in the intact and perfect obj ect. 

No, as to that there's no doubt. Furthermore, beauty belongs 
to the sphere of the simple, the ordinary, whilst ugliness is some
thing extraordinary, and there i s  no question but that every ardent 
imagination prefers in lubricity the extraordinary to the common
place. Beauty, health never strike one save in a simple way ; ugliness, 
degradation deal a far stouter blow, the commotion they create is 
much stronger ,  the resultant agitation must hence be more lively ; 
in the l ight of all this, there should be no cause for astonishment in 
the fact that  an immense crowd of people prefer to take their 
pleasure with an aged, ugly, and even stinking crone and will refuse 
a fresh and pretty girl, no more reason to be astonished at  that, I 
say, than at a man who for his promenades prefers the mountains' 
arid and rugged terrain to the monotonous pathways of the plains. 
All these matters depend upon our constitutions, our organs, upon 
the manner whereby they are affected, and it is no more in our 
power to change our tastes in this connection than it i s  in our power 
to alter the form of our bodies .  

Be  that as i t  may, such, as I have said, was the dominating 
taste of the President and, to tell the truth, the taste which came 
near to predominating in his three confreres , for when i t  came to 
choosing female servants, their views were identical, and we are 
about to see from this choice that its making bespoke the constitu
tional disorder and depravation to which we have just alluded. 

The most painstaking search was initiated in Paris ; the four 
creatures needed were finally located ; however loathsome may be  
their portraits, the reader will none the  l e s s  permit me to  draw 



234 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

them : that I do so is essential to that aspect of manners the elucida
tion of which is one of the principal aims of this work. 

Marie was the name of the first one ; she had been the servant 
of a notorious brigand quite recently put to death on the wheel, 
whipping and branding had been her penalty. She was fifty-eight 
years old, had almost no hair left, her nose stood askew, her eyes 
were dull and rheumy, her mouth large and filled with her thirty
two teeth, yes, they were all there, but all were yellow as sulphur ; 
she was tall, raw-boned, having whelped fourteen children, all four
teen of whom, said she, she'd strangled from fear they'd turn out 
ne'er-do-wells . Her belly rippled like the waves of the sea, and one 
of her buttocks was devoured by an abscess. 

The second was known as Louison; she was sixty, stunted, 
hunchbacked, blind in one eye, and lame, but she had a fine ass for 
her age and her skin was still in fairly good repair .  She was as wicked 
as the devil and forever ready to commit any horror and every 
extravagance one could possibly demand of her. 

Therese was sixty-two ; she was tall, thin, looked like a skele
ton, not a hair was left on her head, not a tooth in her mouth , and 
from this opening in her body she exhaled an odor capable of floor
ing any bystander. Her ass was peppered with wounds, and her 
buttocks were so prodigiously slack one could have furled the skin 
around a walking stick ; the hole in this splendid ass resembled the 
crater of a volcano what for width, and for aroma the pit of a 
privy ; in all her life, Therese declared, she had never once wiped 
her ass, whence we have proof positive that the shit of her infancy 
yet clung there. As for her vagina, it was the receptacle of every
thing ungodly, of every horror, a veritable sepulcher whose fetidity 
was enough to make you faint away. She had one twisted arm and 
limped in one leg. 

The fourth was called Fanchon;  six times she had been hanged 
in effigy, and not a crime exists in this world she had not committed. 
She was sixty-nine, she was flat-nosed, short, and heavy ; she 
squinted, had almost no forehead, had nothing but two old teeth 
in her stinking maw, and they were ready to fall out, an erysipelas 
blazed al l  over her ass and hemorrhoids the s ize of your fist hung 
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from her anus, a frightful chancre consumed her vagina, and one o f  
h e r  thighs h a d  been entirely burned. She w a s  dead drunk three-quar
ters of the year, and in that condition, her stomach being very weak, 
she vomited over everything. Despite the batch of hemorrhoids 
adorning it, her asshole was naturally so large that  all unawares she 
blew driblets and farts and often more besides. Apart from acting 
as servants in the luxurious recreation palace the four friends had 
in mind, these women were also to lend a hand at  all the convoca
tions and render all the lubricious services and ministrations that 
might be required of them. 

As soon a s  all these matters had been decided and the summer 
having already begun, they turned their thoughts to the transport
ing of the various obj ects which were, during the four months' 
soj ourn on Durcet ' s  estate, to render its inhabitation comfortable 
and agreeable .  A vast store of furniture and mirrors, of  viands and 
wines and liqueurs of all kinds were o rdered borne thither, work
men were sent there, and li ttle by l i ttle the numerous subj ects were 
conducted to the chateau where Durcet, who had gone ahead, re
ceived, lodged, and established them as  they arrived. 

But the moment has come to give the reader a description of 
the renowned temple appointed for so many luxurious sacrifices 
throughout the proj ected four-month season. He will observe with 
what great care they had chosen a remote and isolated retreat, as  if 
silence, distance, and stillness were libertinage ' s  potent vehicles ,  
and as i f  everything which through these qualities instills a reli
gious terror in  the senses had necessarily and evidently to bestow 
additional charm upon lust. We are  going to p icture this retreat 
not as once i t  was, but in  the state of  embellishment and yet more 
perfect sol i tude that resulted from the four friends' efforts. 

To reach the place one had first to get to Basel ; a t  that city 
you crossed the Rhine, beyond which the road became steadily nar
rower until you had to abandon your carriage. Soon afterward 
you entered the Black Forest, you plunged about fi fteen leagues 
into it ,  ascended a difficult, tortuous road that, without a guide, 
would be absolutely impracticable.  By and by you caught s ight of 
a sinister and mean hamlet of charcoal burners and gamekeepers ; 
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there began the territory Durcet owned, and the hamlet was his ; as 
this l i ttle village' s  population was composed almost entirely of thieves 
or smugglers ,  Durcet easily befriended it ,  and his first order to the 
inhabitants was expressly to enjoin them under no circumstances 
to allow anyone whomsoever to pass  on toward the chateau after  
the 1 st of November, the date by which the enti re society was to 
be assembled in it .  He distributed weapons to his faithful vassals, 
granted them certain privileges they had been long solici ting, and 
the barrier was lowered. That done, and the gates tightly sealed, 
one will see by the following description how difficult of access was 
S i lling, the name Durcet's chateau bore. 

Having passed the village, you begin to scale a mountain 
almost as  high as the Saint-Bernard and infinitely more difficult to 
ascend, for the only way to rc:ach the summit is by foot ; not that 
the route i s  forbidden to pack mules,  but such are the precipices 
which everywhere border the one so very narrow path that must 
be followed, that you run the greatest danger i f  you ride ; six of 
the mules used to transport supplies and food perished, taking with 
them two laborers who had thought to mount astride them. Five 
full hours are required to reach the top of the mountain, and there 
you come upon another extraordinary feature which, owing to the 
p recautions that had been taken, became a new barrier so insur
mountable tha t  none but birds might have overcome i t : the topo
graphical accident we refer to i s  a crevice above sixty yards wide 
which splits the crest into northern and southern parts, with the 
result that, after having climbed up the mountain, i t  is  impossible, 
without great ski ll ,  to go back down it.  Durcet had united these two 
parts, between which a precipice fell to the depth of a thousand 
feet and more, by a fine wooden bridge which was destroyed im
mediately the last of the crew had arrived, and from this moment 
on, all possibility of communicating with the Chateau of Silling 
ceased. For, cross the bridge and you come down into a little plain 
about four acres in area ; the plain i s  surrounded on all sides by 
sheer crags rising to the clouds, crags which envelop the plain 
within a faultless screen. The passage known as  the bridge path i s  
hence the  only one by which you may descend into or communicate 
with the l i ttle plain ; the bridge removed or destroyed, there is  not 
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on this entire earth a single being, of no matter what species you 
may imagine, capable of  gaining this small plot of level land. 

And i t  i s  in the center o f  this Bat  space so well surrounded, so 
solidly protected, that one finds Durcet's chateau. Yet another wall, 
thirty feet high, girds i t ; beyond the wall a moat filled with water 
and exceedingly deep defends a last tall and winding enclosure ; a 
low and strait  postern finally leads into the great inner court 
around which all the living quarters are built, and they are very 
capacious, very well furnished thanks to the arrangements latterly 
concluded ; one discovers a long gallery on the first Boor. I would 
have i t  remarked that the description I am about to give of the 
apartments corresponds not to what in former times they may have 
been, but to the manner in which they had just been rearranged 
and distributed in accordance with our libertines' common concep
tion. From the gallery you moved into a very attractive dining hall 
provided with buffets shaped like towers which, communicating 
with the kitchen, made i t  possible to serve the company its food 
hot, promptly, and without the help of any waiters. From this 
dining hall, hung in tapestries, warmed by heating devices, fur
nished with ottomans, with excellent armchairs, and with every
thing which could make it both comfortable and pleasing to the 
eye, you passed into a large living room or salon, simple,  plain, but 
exceedingly warm and equipped with the very best furniture ; ad
j acent to this room was an assembly chamber intended for the 
storytellers' narrations. This was, so to speak, the lists for the 
proj ected jousts, the seat of  the lubricious conclaves, and as  it had 
been decorated accordingly, it  merits something by way of  a special 
description. 

Its shape was semicircular ; set into the curving wall were four 
niches whose surfaces were faced with large mirrors, and each was 
provided with an excellent ottoman ; these four recesses were so 
constructed that each faced the center of the circle ; the diameter 
was formed by a throne, raised four feet above the floor and with 
its back to the Bat wall, and i t  was intended for the storyteller ; in 
this position she was not only well before the four niches intended 
for her auditors, but, the circle being small, was close enough to 
them to insure their hearing every word she said, for she was 
placed like an actor in a theater, and the audience in their niches 
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found themselves situated as if observing a spectacle in an amphi
theater. Steps led down from the throne, upon them were to sit the 
obj ects of debauchery brought in to soothe any sensory i rritation 
p rovoked by the recitals ; these several tiers, like the throne, were 
upholstered in black velvet edged with gold fringe, and the niches 
were furnished with similar and likewise enriched material, but in 
color dark blue. At the back of each niche was a l i ttle door leading 
into an adjoining closet which was to be used at  times when, hav
ing summoned the desired subj ect from the steps, one preferred 
not to execute before everyone the delight for whose execution one 
had summoned that subject. These closets were provided with 
couches and with all the other furnishings required for every kind 
of  impurity. On either side of the central throne an isolated column 
rose to the ceiling ; these two columns were designed to support 
the subject in whom some misconduct might merit correction. All 
the instruments necessary to meting i t  out hung from hooks at
tached to the columns, and this imposing sight served to maintain 
the subordination so indispensable to parties of this nature, a sub
ordinati on whence is born almost all the charm of the voluptuous
ness in persecutors' souls. 

One could walk from this semicircular room directly to a 
chamber which formed the end of this part of the l iving quarters. 
This chamber was a kind of boudoir ,  it was soundproof and 
secluded, but very warm within, very dark during the day, and its  
purpose was for private interviews and secluded contests, or  for 
certain other secret del ights which will  be unveiled in the sequel . To 
reach the other wing, one had to retrace one's  footsteps, and once 
in the gallery, at  the end of  which an exceedingly handsome chapel 
was visible, one entered the opposite wing which completed the 
circuit of the inner courtyard. You di scovered a splendid ante
chamber adjoined by four superb apartments, each having a boudoir 
and wash cabinets ; splendid Turkish beds canopied in three-colored 
damask with matching furniture adorned these suites whose bou
doirs offered everything and more of the most sensual that lubricity 
might fancy. These four uni ts, exceptionally well-heated and com
fortable, were intended for the four colleagues, who were perfectly 
lodged therein. In that the protocols stipulated that their wives 
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were to occupy the same quarters, no separate space was set :aside 
for them. 

Upstairs, the second story contained about the same number 
of apartments, but they were otherwise divided ; you first came 
upon, to one side, a vast room bordered by eight ?-iches, each hav
ing a l i ttle bed-these were the girls' quarters, and beside them 
were two small chambers for the old women who were to have 
charge of them. Further along, a pair of pretty rooms had been 
set aside for two of the storytellers. Now turning about and going 
in the other direction, you found a similar eight-niched room for 
the l i ttle boys ; by it were two rooms for the duennas appointed to 
supervise them ; and beyond these were two more rooms, also 
alike, for the two other storytellers. Eight cheerful rooms, as fine 
as anything you have yet seen, formed the eight fuckers' quarters, 
although these individuals were destined to do very little sleeping 
in their own beds. Below, on the ground floor, were the kitchens 
and, near them, six small chambers for the six persons to whom 
the preparation of food had been confided j amongst them were 
three cooks renowned for their art ; they were all females, women 
having been preferred for a pleasure outing like this one, and I 
believe the decision was just. The cooks were assisted by three 
robust young scullery maids, but none of the kitchen staff was to 
appear at the revels, that was not its purpose, and if the rules 
imposed in this connection were violated, 'tis merely because liber
tinage stops at  nothing, and the true way of extending and multi
plying one 's desires is to attempt to impose checks upon them. One 
of these three underlings was to look after the numerous livestock 
which had been fetched to the chateau-with the exception of the 
four aged ladies who were meant for household duties, there were 
no domestics save for these three cooks and their seconds. But 
depravi ty, cruelty, disgust, infamy, all those passions anticipated or 
experienced, had erected another locality whereof i t  i s  a matter of 
urgency that we give a sketch, for the laws essential to the proper 
unfolding of our tale demand that we depict i t  wit:h thoroughness 
now. 

A fatal stone there was which, cunningly made, could be raised 
from below the step of the altar in the little Christian temple we 
discerned from the gallery j beneath that s tone one beheld a spiral 
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stairway, very narrow and very steep, whose three hundred steps 
could convey you down into the bowels of the earth, to a kind of 
vaulted dungeon, closed by triple doors of iron, and in which was 
displayed everything the cruelest art and the most refined barbarity 
could invent o f  the most a trocious, as much for gripping one with 
terror as for p roceeding to horrors. And there below, what tran
quillity I to what degree might not the villain be reassured who 
b rought his victim there I What had he to fear ? He was out of  
France, in a safe province,  in the  depths of an  uninhabitable forest, 
within this forest in a redoubt which, owing to the measures he 
had taken, only the birds of  the air could approach, and he was 
in the depth of the earth's entrails. Woe,  a hundred times woe to 
the unlucky creature who in the midst of such abandonment were 
to find himself at  the mercy of  a villain l awless and without reli
gion, whom crime amused, and whose only interest lay in his p as
sions, who heeded naught, had nothing to obey but the imperious 
decrees o f  his perfidious lusts. I know not what will transpire in 
that nether place, but this I may say without doing our tale a dis
service, that when a description of the dungeon was given the Due, 
he reacted by discharging three times in succession. 

Everything b eing ready at last, everything perfectly disposed, 
the subjects installed, the Due, the Bishop, Curval, and their wives, 
with the four second-ranking fuckers in their train, set off ( Durcet 
and his wife, together with all the rest, having arrived befo rehand, 
as  we have previously noted ) , and not without infinite difficulty, 
finally reached the chateau on the evening of the 2 9 th of October. 
Immediately they had crossed it ,  Durcet had the bridge cut. But 
that  was not all : having inspected the place, the Due decided that, 
since all the provisions were within the fortress, and since therefore 
they had no need to leave it ,  i t  were necessary, in order to forestall 
external attack,  which was little dreaded, and escapes from within, 
the p ossibilities  of which were less  unlikely, i t  were necessary , I 

say, to have walled shut all the gates, al l  the passages whereby the 
chateau might be penetrated, and absolutely to enclose themselves 
inside their retreat as  within a besieged citadel, without leaving the 
least entrance to an enemy, the least egress to a deserter. The rec-
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ommendation was put into effect, they barricaded themselves to  
such an extent there was no longer any trace left of  where the  exits 
had been ; and then they settled down comfortably inside. 

After the provisions we have just cited had been taken, the 
two days still remaining before the 1 st of  November were devoted 
to resting the subj ects, that they might make a fresh appearance at  
the  scenes of  debauchery soon to begin, and during this  interval the 
four friends labored over a code of laws which, as soon as  it was 
brought to perfection and signed, was promulgated to those con
cerned. Before advancing to the matter, i t  is essential that these 
articles of government be made known to the reader who, a fter 
the exact description we have given him o f everything, will  now 
have no more to do than follow the story, l ightly and voluptuously, 
his mind impeded by nothing, his memory embarrassed by no un
expected intrusions. 

STATUTES 

The company shall rise every day at ten o'clock in the morning, 
at which time the four fuckers who have n o t  been on duty during 
the night shall come to pay the friends a visit and shall each bring a 
lit tle boy; they shall pass from one bedchamber to ano ther, succes
sively .  They shall perform as bidden by the friends' likings and 
desires, bu t during the preliminaries the little boys shall serve only 
as a tempting prospect, for i t  has been decided and planned that the 
eight maidenheads of the little girls' cunts shall remain intact un til 
the month of December, and their asses shall likewise remain in 
bond, as shall the asses of the eight little boys, until the month of 
January, at which times the respective seals shall be broken, and 
this in order to allow voluptuousness to become irritated by the 
augmentation of a desire incessantly inflamed and never satisfied, a 
s ta te which must necessarily lead to that certain lascivious fury the 
friends shall s trive to provoke, considering it one of lubricity's most 
highly delectable situations. 

A t eleven 0 ' clock, the friends shall repair to the quarters ap
poin ted for the lit tle girls. In that place will be served breakfast 



242 oj. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

consisting of chocolate, or of roasts cooked in Spanish wine, or of 
o ther appropriate restoratives. This breakfas t shall be served by 
the eigh t  little girls, naked, aided by the two elders, Marie and 
Louison,  assigned to the seraglio of girls, the o ther two elders 
b eing assigned to that of the boys. If, during this breakfast, the 
friends are m oved to commit impudicities with the li t tle girls, be
fore or  after, the latter shall lend themselves thereunto  wi th the 
resignation prescribed to  them, and wherein they shall no t  be found 
wanting without  severe punishmen t being the consequence. But it is 
agreed that at this hour there shall be undertaken no  secre t or 
private exercises, and that if a moment's wan tonizing be desired, 
i t shall be  conducted openly and before the public present at the 
morning meal. 

These little girls shall adopt the general custom of kneeling at 
all times whenever they see or meet a friend, and they shall remain 
thus un til told to s tand; they, the wives, and the elders shall alone  
b e  subject t o  these regulations, wherefrom the o thers are dispensed, 
bu t  everyone  shall be bound n ever to address the friends save as 
my Lord. 

Before leaving the girls' apartmen ts, that one of the friends 
who is invested with the month's s tewardship ( it being in
tended that for the space of a month one  friend shall be in general 
supervision of every thing, each friend acceding to the office in his 
turn and in the following order ,' Duree t during November, the 
Bishop during December, the President  during January, the Duc 
during February ) ,  he, then, who is the month's presiding officer, 
before leaving the girls' quarters, shall inspect them all, to de
termine whether they are in the s tate wherein they have been in
s tructed to main tain themselves, whereof the elders shall bc each 
morning apprised and which will be determined by the need that 
exis ts for them to keep in such and such a s tate. 

As i t  is s trictly forbidden to  relieve oneself anywhere save 
i n  the chapel, which has been ou tfitted and in tended for this pur
pose, and forbidden to go there without  individual and special 
permission, the which shall be often refused, and for good reason,  
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the month's presiding officer shall scrupulously examine, immedi
ately after breakfast, all the girls' water closets, and in the case of 
a con travention discovered in the one  above-designated place or in 
the o ther, the delinquent shall be condemned to suffer the penalty 
of death . 

The friends shall move from there into the little boys' apart
ments in order to perform the same inspections and similarly to 
pronounce capital punishment against offenders . The four little 
boys who have not been that morning with the friends, shall 
now receive them when they enter their chamber and shall un
trouser themselves before them, the o ther four shall remain s tand
ing at attention, awaiting the orders which are given them. M es
sieurs may or may no t  indulge in lewd byplay with the four they 
have no t  un til now seen during the day, but whatever they do shall 
be done publicly; no  in timate commerce shall be held at this hour. 

A t one 0
' clock, those of the girls or the boys, of mature and 

of young years, who have obtained permission to satisfy urgent 
needs, that is to say, the heavier sort, and this permission shall 
never be but most  sparingly accorded, and at  the most  to a third of 
the subjects, those, we repeat, shall betake themselves to the chapel 
where everything has been artis tically arranged for the voluptuous 
delights falling under this head. In this place they will find the four 
friends who shall wait for them until two 0

' clock and never any 
longer, and who shall distribute and adjus t them as they judge 
proper to the delights of this order which they may be moved to 
taste. 

From two to three the first two tables shall be served : they 
shall dine simultaneously, one in the girls' large apartment, the 
o ther in that of the young boys : the three kitchen servants shall 
serve these two tables. A t  the first shall sit the eight little girls and the 
four elders; at the second the four wives, the eight li ttle boys, and 
the four story tellers. During their meal, Messieurs will be pleased 
to gather in the living room where they will chat together un til 
three 0

' clock. Jus t before this hour, the eight fuckers shall make 
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their appearance here, as well clo thed and as well adorned as it 
is in their power to be. 

At three shall be served the mas ters' dinner, and the honor 
to be present there shall be enjoyed by none but the eight fuckers ; 
this meal shall be served by the four wives, en tirely naked, aided by 
the four elders, clad as sorceresses ; to the latter shall fall the task 
of bringing the plates from the towers into which the servan ts, on 
the o ther side, shall have put them, and the plates shall be handed 
to the wives, who shall deposit them on the table. The eigh t fuckers, 
in the course of the dinner, will be at liberty to handle and touch 
the unclo thed bodies of the wives in whatever manner and to wha t
ever extent they please, wi thout  the said wives being permitted to 
refuse or defend themselves; the fuckers will even be able to go to 
the poin t of employing insults and of thickening their s ticks by 
apos trophizing them with all the invectives they may see fit to 
pronounce. 

The friends shall rise from table at  five, at which time these 
Messieurs only ( the fuckers shall re tire until the hour of general 
assembly ) ,  these Messieurs only, I say, shall pass into the salon, 
where two li t tle boys and two li ttle girls, who shall be changed 
daily, shall, in a s tate of nudity, serve them coffee and liqueur; nor 
shall i t  be  at this poin t in the day's activities Messieurs shall permit 
themselves diversions which might enervate them; conversation 
shall be  limited to simple jes ting. 

Shortly before six o'clock, the four children who have been 
serving, shall withdraw and go promptly to dress themselves. At  
exactly six, Messieurs shall pass i n to  the assembly chamber hereto
fore described. They shall each of them repair to their respective 
alcoves, and the following dis tribu tion shall be observed by the 
o thers : upon  the throne  shall be the storyteller, the tiers below 
the throne  shall be occupied by the sixteen children, so arranged 
that four of them, that is to say, two girls and two boys, shall 
be situated directly opposite each niche; each niche shall have be
fore it a like quatrain ; this quatrain shall be specially allo cated to 
the niche before which i t  is placed, the niches alongside being ex-
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eluded from making any claims upon it, and these quatrains shall 
be diversified each day, never shall the same niche have the same 
quatrain. Each child in each quatrain shall have one end of a chain 
of artificial flowers secured to his arm, the o ther end of the chain 
leading to the niche, so that when the niche's proprie tor wishes any 
given child in his quatrain, he has but to tug the garland, and the 
child shall come running and fling himself at  the master's feet .  

A bove the quatrain shall be situate an elder, attached to the 
quatrain, and responsive to the orders of the chief of that quat. 
rain's niche. 

The three story tellers who are not  on active service as 
racon teurs during the month shall be seated upon a bench at the 
foo t  of the throne, assigned to no one but yet ready to do anyone's 
bidding. The four fuckers appoin ted to spend the night with the 
friends may be absent from the assembly;  they shall be in their 
rooms, busy grooming themselves for the coming night, at  which 
time great feats shall be regularly expected of them. With respect 
to the four o thers, they shall be each one at  the feet  of one of the 
friends, who shall be in his niche and upon  his couch beside that 
one of the wives whose turn it is to be with any given husband. This 
wife shall be at all times naked, the fucker shall wear a closefitting 
singlet and shorts of taffeta, pink in color, the month's storyteller 
shall be attired as an elegant courtesan, as shall be her three com
panions, the little boys and the li ttle girls of the quatrains shall 
always be differently and splendidly costumed, o ne quatrain in 
Asiatic s tyle, one in Spanish, ano ther in Turkish garb, a fourth in 
Greek, and on the following day o therwise; but  all these costumes 
shall be of taffeta or of lawn; at no time shall the lower half of 
the body be discomfited by any raiment, and the removal of a pin 
shall suffice to bare it  completely.  

As for the elders, they shall alternately interpret the Graeae, 
nuns, fairies, sorceresses, and upon occasion, widows. The doors 
to the closets con tiguous to the niches shall be half opened at all 
times, and the closets shall be kept  at a warm temperature by stoves, 
and shall be garnished with all the appurtenances required for vari· 
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ous debauches. Four candles shall burn in each of the closets, and 
fifty in the auditorium. 

Punctually a t  s ix o 'clock, the s tory teller shall begin her s tory, 
which the friends may in terrupt at  any point and as frequen tly 
as they please;  this narration shall las t until ten 0' clock in the 
evening, and during this time, as i ts o bject is to inflame the imagina
tion, every lubricity will be permi tted, save however for those which 
might be prejudicial to the approved schedule of deflowerings, 
which shall be at all times rigorously observed; apart from this, 
Messieurs may do wha t  they like with their fucker, wife, qua train, 
quatrain elder, and even with the story tellers if this whim move 
them, and that either in their niche or  in the adjacen t  closet. The 
narration shall be suspended for as long as the pleasures of him 
whose needs in terrupt i t  continue, and when he shall have done and 
be sated, the tale shall be resumed. 

The evening meal shall be served at ten. The wives, the story
tellers, and the eight li t tle girls shall without  delay proceed to din e  
by  themselves, women never being admitted to the men's supper, 
and the friends shall sup with the four fuckers n o t  scheduled for 
night du ty, and with four li t tle boys. Aided by the elders, the four 
o ther boys shall serve. 

The evening meal concluded, Messieurs shall pass into the 
salon for the celebration of what are to be called the orgies. Every
one shall convene there, bo th those who have supped apart and 
those who have supped with the friends, the four fuckers chosen for 
the nigh t's service being excepted. 

The salon shall be  heated to an unusual tempera ture, and il
luminated by chandeliers . All present  shall be naked : s tory tellers, 
wives, lit tle girls, little boys, elders, fuckers, friends, every thing 
shall be pelt-mell, everyone shall be  sprawled on the floor and, after 
the example of animals, shall change, shall commingle, entwine, 
couple inces tuously, adulterously, sodomis tically, deflowerings be
ing at all times banned, the company shall give itself over to every 
excess and to every debauch which may bes t  warm the mind. When 
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' tis time for these deflowerings, i t  shall be at this moment and in 
these circumstances that those operations shall be performed, and 
once a child shall be initiate, i t  shall be available for every enjoy
ment, in all manners and at all times. 

The orgies shall cease at  precisely two in the morning, the four 
fucker.s designated for nocturnal exercise shall come, in elegant un
dress, to lead away each of them the friend wherewith he  is to bed, 
each friend shall be provided also with one of the wives or with a 
deflowered subject, when deflowered subjects there be, or with 
a story teller, or with an elder to pass the night ' twixt her and his 
fucker, and all this according to his disposition, whereun to but one 
clause is  put, that  he submit  himself to prudent  arrangements 
whence it may result tha t  each friend varies his companions every 
nigh t, or is able so to do.  

Such shall be the daily order of procedure. In addition, each 
week of the seventeen prescribed as the period of the sojourn at the 
chateau shall be  marked by a fes tival. There shall be, firs t of all, 
marriages, full particulars relating to which shall be made available 
in due time and place. But as the firs t of these matches shall be 
made between the youngest of the children, who are no t  able to 
consummate them, they will in no wise dis turb the schedule es tab
lished for the deflorations.  Marriages between adults being all post
defioratory, their consummation will damage no thing since, in act
ing, the friends shall be enjoying only what has been enjoyed already.  

The four elders, to be held answerable for the behavior of 
their four children, shall, when it is  faulty, report it  to the month's 
presiding officer, and each Saturday there shall take place a com
mon meting out of punishments, at  the time of the orgies. An exact 
list of accumulating delinquencies shall be kept  until then. 

With what regards misbehavior on  the part of the story
tellers, their punishments shall be o ne-half that of the children, be
cause their talents are to some purpose, and talent must always be 
respected. As for errors in the conduct of the wives, they shall al
ways be rewarded by punishment double that given the children .  
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Should any subject in some way refuse anything demanded of 
him, even when incapaci tated or when that thing is impossible, he 
shall be punished with utmost severity ; ' tis for him to provide, for 
him to discover ways and means. 

The least display of mirth, or the least evidence given of dis
respect or lack of submission during the debauch activities, shall 
be esteemed one of the gravest of faults and shall be one of the 
most  cruelly punished. 

A ny man taken flagrante delicto with a woman shall be pun
ished by the loss of a limb when authorization to enjoy this woman 
has not hitherto been gran ted him. 

The slightest religious act on  the part of any subject, whomso
ever he be, whatsoever be  that act, shall be  punished by death. 

Messieurs are expressly enjoined at all gatherings to employ 
none  but the most lascivious language, remarks indicative of the 
greatest debauchery, expressions of the filthies t, the most  harsh, 
and the most  blasphemous. 

The name of God shall never be  u ttered save when accom
panied by invectives or imprecations, and thus qualified i t  shall be 
repeated as often as possible. 

With respect to their tone, it shall at all times be exceedingly 
bru tal, exceedingly harsh, and exceedingly imperious when address
ing the wives and the li ttle girls, but wheedling, whorish, and de
praved when addressing the men whom the friends, by adopting 
with them the role of women, should regard as their husbands. 

A ny friend who fails to comply with any one of these articles, 
or who may take it into his head to act in accordance wi th a single 
glimmer of common sense or moderation  and above all to spend a 
single day without retiring dead drunk to bed, shall be fined ten 
thousand francs. 
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Whenever a friend experiences the need to relieve himself 
heavily, a woman from that class he considers fitting shall be  
obliged to accompany him, to attend to those  du ties he  shall during 
this activi ty indicate to her. 

No subject, whether male or female, shall be allowed to fulfill 
du ties of cleanliness whatsoever they may be, and above all those 
consequent upon  the heavy need relieved, without  express permis
sion from the mon th's presiding officer, and if it be refused him, and 
if despite that refusal he surrender to this need, his punishment 
shall be of the very rudest. 

The four wives shall have no prerogatives of any kind over the 
o ther women; on  the contrary, they shall at all times be treated 
with a maximum of rigor and inhumanity, and they shall be fre
quen tly employed upon the viles t and most  painful enterprises, such 
as for example the cleaning of the private and common privies 
es tablished in the chapel. These privies shall be emptied only once 
every week, but always by them, and they shall be severely punished 
if they resis t the work or accomplish it poorly . 

Should a subject attempt evasion while the assembly is sitting, 
he shall be punished by death ins tan tly, whomsoever he be. 

The cooks and their assis tan ts shall be respected, and those of 
the friends who violate this article shall pay a fine of one thousand 
gold louis .  With regard to these fines, they shall all be specially em
ployed, upon  the return to France, for the initial expenses inciden
tal to a new party, either in this same kind, or in ano ther. 

These affairs  being settled and these regulations published on 
the 3 0th, the Duc spent the morning of the 3 1 st inspecting every
thing, having the statutes repeated aloud, and scrupulously examin
ing the premises to see whether they were susceptible to assault or 
favorable to escape. 

Having concluded that one would have to have wings or the 
devil 's  powers to get out or in,  he reported his  findings to the 
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society and devoted the evening to haranguing the women. By his  
order they were all  convoked in the auditorium, and having mounted 
that kind of tribune or throne intended for the storyteller,  here 
more or less is the speech he delivered to them : 

"Feeble, en fettered creatures destined solely for our pleasures, 
I trust you have not deluded yourselves into supposing that the 
equally absolute and ridiculous ascendancy given you in the outside 
world would be accorded you in this place ; a thousand times more 
subjugated than would be slaves, you must expect naught but humili
ation, and obedience is  that one vi rtue whose use I recommend to 
you : it and no other befits your present state. Above all, do not take 
it into your heads to rely in the least upon your charms ; we are 
utterly indifferent to those snares and, you may depend upon it, such 
bait will fail with us. Ceaselessly bear in  mind that we will make use 
of you all, but that not a single one of you need beguile herself into 
imagining that she i s  able to inspire any feeling of pity in us. 
Roused in fury against the altars that have been able to snatch from 
us some few grains of incense, our pride and our libertinage shatter 
them as soon as the illusion has satisfied our senses, and contempt 
almost always followed by hatred instantly assumes the pre
eminence hitherto occupied by our imagination. What, furthermore, 
might you offer that we do not know by heart already ? what will 
you tender us that we shall not grind beneath our heels, often at the 
very moment delirium transports us ? 

"Useless to conceal it from you : your service will be arduous, 
it will be painful and rigorous, and the slightest delinquencies will 
be requited immediately with corporal and afflicting punishments ; 
hence, I must recommend to you prompt exactness, submissiveness, 
and a total self-abnegation that you be enabled to heed naught but 
our desires ; let them be your only laws, fly to do their bidding, 
anticipate them, cause them to be born. Not that you have much to 
gain by this conduct, but simply because, by not observing it, you 
will have a great deal to lose. 

"Give a thought to you r  circumstances, think what you are, 
what we a re, and may these reflections cause you to quake-you a re 
beyond the borders of France in the depths of an uninhabitable 
forest, high amongst naked mountains ; the paths that brought you 
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here were destroyed behind you as  you advanced along them. You 
are enclosed in an impregnable citadel ; no one on earth knows you 
are here, you are beyond the reach of your friends, of your kin : 
insofar a s  the world i s  concerned, you are already dead, and if yet 
you breathe, ' tis by our pleasure,  and for it  only. And what are the 
persons to whom you are now subordinated ? Beings of  a profound 
and recognized criminality, who have no god but their lubricity, no 
laws but their depravity, no care but for their debauch, godless, un
principled, unbelieving profligates, of whom the least criminal is  
soiled by more infamies than you could number, and in whose eyes 
the life of a woman-what do I say, the life of  a woman ? the lives 
of  all the women who dwell on the face of  the earth, a re as  in
significant as the crushing of a fly. There will, doubtless,  be few 
excesses to which we will not be carried j let not one of  them dismay 
you, without the flutter of  an eyelash lend yourselves to them all, 
and faced with whatever i t  may be, show patience, submission, and 
courage. I f, unhappily, some amongst you succumb to our passions' 
intemperance, let her adjust bravely to her fate : we are not going 
to exist forever in this world, and the most fortunate thing that can 
befall a woman is  to die young. Our ordinances have been read to 
you : they are very wise and well-designed for your sa fety and for 
our pleasures ; obey them blindly, and expect the worst from us 
should we be irritated by your misbehavior. Several amongst you 
have ties with us, I know, and perhaps they embolden you, and 
perhaps you hope for indulgence on this account ; you would be 
most gravely mistaken were you to put much store by them : no 
blood attachment is sacred in the view of people like ourselves, and 
the more they seem so to you, the more their rupture will stimulate 
the perversity in our spirits. Daughters, wives, it  is  to you, then, I 
address myself at present : expect us to grant you no prerogative, 
you are herewith advised that you will be treated with an even 
greater severity than the others, and that specifically to point out to 
you with what scorn we view the bonds whereby you perhaps think 
us constrained. 

"Moreover, do not simply wait for us to specify the orders we 
would have you execute : a gesture,  a glance, often simply one of 
our internal feelings will  announce our desire , and you will be  as  
harshly punished for not having divined it as  you would be were 
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you, after having been notified, to ignore that desire or flout it. I t  
is  up to  you to  interpret our  movements, our glances, our  gestures, 
to interpret our expressions, and above all not to be mistaken as to 
our desires. Let us suppose, for example, this desire were to see a 
particular part of your body and that, through clumsiness, you were 
to exhibit some other-you appreciate to what extent such contempt 
would be upsetting to our imaginations, and you are aware of all 
that one risks by chilling the mind of a libertine who, let us pre
sume, is expecting an ass for his discharge, and to whom some fool 
presents a cunt. 

" By and large, offer your fronts very li ttle to our sight ; re
member that this loathsome part, which only the alienation of her 
wits could have permitted Nature to create, is always the one we find 
most repugnant. And relative to your ass itself, there are precau
tions to observe : not only would you be well-advised, upon present
ing it, to hide the odious la ir  which accompanies it, but it behooves 
you to avoid the display, a t  certain moments, of an ass in that 
certain state wherein other folk desire always to find i t ; you prob
ably understand me ; and furthermore, the four duennas will furnish 
you later on with instructions which will complete the explanation 
of  everything. 

"In short : shudder, tremble ,  anticipate, obey-and with all 
that, if  you are not very fortunate, perhaps you will not be com
pletely miserable. No intrigues amongst you, no alliances, none of  
that  ridiculous friendship between girls which, by  softening the 
heart in one sense, in another renders it both more ill-tempered and 
less well-disposed to the one and simple humiliation to which you 
are fated by us ; consider that it  is not at  all as human beings we be
hold you, but exclusively as animals one feeds in return for their 
services, and which one withers with blows when they refuse to be 
put to use.  

"You have seen with what stringency you are forbidden any
thing resembling any act of religion whatsoever. I warn you : few 
crimes will be more severely punished than this one . It is only too 
well known that in your midst there are yet a few fools unable to 
bring themselves to abjure this infamous God and abhor his wor
ship ; I would have you know tha t  these imbeciles will be scrupu
lously examined, and there is no extremity they will not suffer who 



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 2 5 3  

are s o  unlucky as  t o  be taken i n  the act. Let them b e  persuaded, 
these stupid creatures, let  them henceforth be convinced that in all 
the world there are not twenty persons today who cling to this mad 
notion of God's existence, and that the religion he invokes i s  noth
ing but a fable ludicrously invented by cheats and impostors, whose 
interest in deceiving us is only too clear a t  the p resent time. In fine, 
decide for yourselves : were there a God and were this God to have 
any power, would he  permit the virtue which honors him, and which 
you profess, to be sacrificed to vice and libertinage as  i t  i s  going to 
be ? Would this all-powerful God permit a feeble creature like my
self, who would, face to face with him, be as a mite in the eyes o f  
an elephant, would h e ,  I say, permit this feeble creature t o  insult 
him, to flout him, to defy him, to challenge him, to offend him as  I 
do, wantonly, a t  my own sweet will, a t  every instant of the day ?" 

This little sermon concluded, the Duc descended from the 
chair and, with the exception of the four elders and the four 
narrators, who knew very well they were there as  sacrificers and 
priestesses rather than as  victims, except for those eight individuals,  
I say, everyone burst into tears, and the Duc, not much touched 
by the scene, left those enacting it to conj ecture, j abber, and com
plain to each other, in perfect certainty the eight spies would render 
a thorough report of everything ; and off he went to spend the 
night with Hercule,  the member of the troupe of fuckers who had 
become his most  intimate favorite in  the capacity of  a lover, little 
Zephyr still having, as a mistress, the first place in his heart. In 
that upon the following morning everything was to begin, the 
mechanism was to start functioning, everyone accordingly com
pleted final arrangements, went soundly to sleep , and on the morrow 
a t  the stroke of  ten, the curtain rose upon a scene of  libertinage 
which was to continue unimpeded, in strict compliance with pre
scription, until and including the 2 8 th day of February. 

And now, friend-reader, you must prepare your heart and 
your mind for the most impure tale that has ever been told since 
our world began, a book the likes of which are met with neither 
amongst the ancients nor amongst us  moderns. Fancy, now, that 
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all pleasure-taking either sanctioned by good manners or enjoined 
by tha t  fool you speak of incessantly, of whom you know nothing 
and whom you call Nature ; fancy, I say, that  all these modes of  
taking pleasure wi l l  be expressly excluded from th is  anthology, or  
that whenever peradventure you do indeed encounter them here,  
they will always be accompanied by some crime or colored by some 
infamy. 

M any of the extravagances you are about to see illustrated 
will doubtless displease you , yes, I am well aware of it, but there 
are amongst them a few which will warm you to the point o f  cost
ing you some fuck, and that, reader,  is all we ask of you ; if we have 
not said everything, analyzed everything, tax us not with partial ity ,  
f o r  y o u  cannot expect us t o  h a v e  guessed what suits y o u  best. 
Rather,  i t  i s  up to you to take what you please and leave the rest 
alone, another reader will do the same, and li ttle by little,  every
one will find himself satisfied.  It is the story of the magnificent 
banquet : six hundred different plates offer themselves to your appe
tite ; are you going to eat them all ? No,  surely not, but this prodi
gious variety enlarges the bounds of your choice and, delighted by 
this increase of possibilit ies ,  it surely never occurs to you to scold 
the Amphitryon who regales you. Do likewise here : choose and let 
l ie  the rest  without declaiming against th at rest simply because it 
does not have the power to please you. Consider that i t  will en
chant someone else,  and be a philosopher. 

As for the diversity, it is authentic, you may be sure of  i t ; 
s tu dy closely tha t  passion which to your first consideration seems 
perfectly to resemble another, and you will see that a difference 
does exist and that, however slight it may be,  i t  possesses preci sely 
tha t  refinement, that touch which distinguishes and characteri zes 
the kind of libertinage wherewith we are here involved. 

We have, moreover, blended these six hundred pa ssions into 
the s torytellers'  narratives.  That i s  one more thing whereof the 
reader were well to have foreknowledge : i t  would have been too 
monotonous to ca talogue them one by one outside the body of 
the story. But a s  some reader not much learned i n  these matters 
might perhaps confuse the designated passions with the adventure 
o r  simple event in  the narrator's  l ife ,  each of  these passions has 
been carefully distinguished by a marginal notation : a l ine,  above 
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which i s  the title that may b e  given the passion. This mark indicates 
the exact place where the account of the passions begins, and the 
end of the paragraph always indicates where i t  finishes .2 

But as numerous personages participate in a drama of this 
kind, notwithstanding the care we have taken in this introduction to 
describe and designate each one . . .  we shall provide an index 
which will contain the name and age of every actor, together with 
a brief sketch of them a ll ; so that should the reader, as he moves 
along, encounter what seems to him an unfamiliar figure, he will 
have merely to turn back to this index, and if this l i ttle aid to his 
memory suffice not, to the more thorough portraits given earlier. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE SCHOOL FOR LIBERTI NAGE 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

The Due de Blangis, fifty, built like a satyr, endowed with a 
monstrous member and prodigious strength j he may be regarded 
as the depository of  every vice and every crime. He has killed his 
mother, his sister, and three of  his wives. 

The Bishop of X* * *  i s his brother j forty-five years old, more 
slender and more delicate than the Duc j a nasty mouth. He is 
deceitful, adroit, a faithful sectary of sodomy, active and passive, 
he has an absolute contempt for all other kinds of pleasure, he has 
brought about the cruel deaths o f  the two children whose s izable 
fortune was left in trust with him j he is  a nervous type ,  so sensitive 
he  nearly swoons upon discharging. 

The President  de Curval, sixty j a tall, thin, lank man, with 
sunken, dead eyes, an unhealthy mouth, the walking image of low 

2 In spite of what Sade says regarding the marginal notations intended to distinguish 
a p articular passion described from the recital of a simple event in the life of the 
narrator, he apparently never made them. The lirst complete French edition, prepared 
for publication by Maurice Heine from S ade's original manuscript, does not contain 
them i nor does the 1953  Pauvert edition, which follows Heine scrupulously. In the 
l atter, from which the present transl ation was made, the storytellers' narrations, in 
which the recital of the various p assions i. presented, are given in italics. We have 
here followed the example of the 1953  French edition.-Tr. 
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license and libertinage, frightfully dirty about his body and attach
ing voluptuousness thereto. He has been ci rcumcised, his erection 
is rare and difficult, i t  does take place however,  and he ej aculates 
almost every day. His tastes induce him to prefer men ; all the 
same, he has no scorn for a maid. For singularities in his tastes, 
he has a fondness for old age and whatever is  kin to him in filthi
ness. He is endowed with a member practically as thick as the 
Due' s.  In late years he has seemed as  though unstrung by de
bauchery, and he drinks a great deal.  He owes his fortune solely 
to murders and is  nominally guilty of one, a dreadful one, whose 
details are contained in his biography previously given. When dis
charging, he experiences a sort of lubricious rage ; it drives him to 
cruel deeds. 

Durcet, banker, fifty-three, a great friend o f  the Due, and his 
schoolmate ; he i s  short,  squat, and chubby, but his body looks 
healthy, pretty, and fair. He has the figure of a woman and all a 
woman's  tastes : by his l ittle firmness deprived of giving women 
pleasure, he has imitated that sex and has himself fucked at  any 
time of day or night. He is  also rather fond of a good mouthing, 
'tis the only expedient which is  able to afford him an agent's 
pleasures. His pleasures are his only gods, and he i s  constantly 
prepared to sacrifice everything to them. He is clever, adroit, and 
has committed a profusion of crimes ; he poisoned his mother, his 
wife, and her niece in order to assure his inheritance. His spirit is 
stoical, stalwart his heart, and absolutely insensible to pity. He no 
longer stiffens, his ej aculations are most rare ; his instants of crisis 
are preceded by a kind of  spasm which hurls him into a lubricious 
fury dangerous for those who are serving his passions. 

Constance, the Due's  wife, Durcet's  daughter ; twenty-two 
years of age, she is a Roman beauty, with more majesty than 
finesse, plump but well-constructed, a superb body, a unique ass, 
a model ass, hair and eyes very dark. She is not without brains or 
wit, and but too well senses the horror of her fate. A great fund of 
native virtue nothing has been able to destroy. 

Adelaide, Durcet's wife, the President's daughter ; a pretty 
little obj ect, she is twenty, blond, very tender eyes of a lovely, 
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animated blue ,  she h a s  about h e r  everything o f  the romantic 
heroine. A long, well-attached neck, her one defect is  her mouth, 
which is a shade large. Small breasts and a l i ttle ass,  but all that, 
though delicate, i s  fair and well-molded. A mind given to fantasy, 
a tender heart, excessively virtuous and believing ; she secretly per
forms her Christian duties. 

Julie, the President's wife, elder daughter o f  the Duc ; she is 
twenty-four, fat, fleshy, with fine brown eyes, a pretty nose, strik
ing and agreeable features, but an appalling mouth. She has little 
virtue and even p ronounced tendencies  to uncleanliness, alcoholism, 
gluttony, and whoredom. Her husband loves her for her defective 
mouth ; this  singularity appeals to the President's tastes. She has 
never been given either principles or religion. 

A line, her younger sister, supposed daughter of  the Duc, 
really one of the Duc's wives and the Bishop's child ; she is  eighteen, 
has a very agreeable and fetching countenance, abounding health, 
brown eyes, an upturned nose, a mischievous air although she is 
profoundly indolent and lazy. She seems as yet to have no tempera
ment and most sincerely detests all the infamies she is victim of. 
The Bishop baptized her behind at the age of ten. She has been 
left in crass ignorance, knows neither how to read nor write, she 
abhors the B ishop and greatly fears the Duc. She i s  much attached 
to her sister, is sober and tidy, speaks oddly and like a child ; her 
ass is  charming. 

Duclos, the first storyteller ; forty-eight, preserves her looks, 
is  in  good physical health, has the finest ass to be seen. Brunette, 
full figure, very well fleshed. 

Champville i s  fifty ; she is slender, well made, has lascivious 
eyes, she i s  a tribade, and everything about her proclaims it. Her 
present trade i s  pimping. She was once fair-haired, has pretty eyes, 
i s  long in the clitoris and ticklish in that part, has an ass much 
worn from service, but is  none the less untupped in that place. 

M artaine is fifty-two ; she's a procuress too, a matronly dame, 
hale and hearty ; inner obstructions have prevented her from ever 
knowing any but Sodom's delights, for which indeed she seems to 
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have been specially created, for ,  her age notwithstanding, she has  
the  world's  noblest ass ; i t  i s  both broad and b ig  and so habituated 
to introductions that she can accommodate the weightiest engines 
without the flutter of  an eyelash. She has pretty features still , but 
they are beginning to fade. 

l)esgranges is  fifty-six ; she is even now the greatest villa in 
who has ever lived ; she is  tal l ,  slender, pale ,  and was once dark
haired, she is crime's personification. Her withered ass  resembles 
marbled paper,  o r  parchment, and its orifice i s  immense. She is  
one-dugged,  i s  missing three fingers and s ix  teeth, fructus belli. 
There exists not a single crime she has not perpetrated or en
gineered, her prattle is  pleasing to the ear ,  she has wit, and i s  
currently o n e  of  t h e  outfitters m o s t  highly respected b y  society. 

Marie, the first o f  the duennas,  i s  the youngest  at  fifty-eight ; 
she has  been whipped and branded, and was a servant to thieves. 
Her eyes are lackluster and running, her nose crooked, her teeth 
yellow, one buttock's gnawed by an abscess. She has borne and 
killed fourteen children. 

Louison, the second duenna,  i s  sixty ; she i s  small,  lame, one
eyed, and hunchbacked, but for all that she has yet a very pretty 
ass .  She is always ready for crime and is extremely wicked. She 
and M arie are appointed as governesses to the girls ,  and the two 
following to the boys. 

Therese, aged s ixty-two, looks like a skeleton, has no hair ,  
no teeth,  a stinking mouth, an ass seamed with scars ,  i ts hole  i s  of  
excessively generous diameter. Filthy and fetid to an atrocious de
gree ; she has a twisted arm, and she limps. 

Fanchon,  sixty-nine years old,  has been six times hanged in 
effigy and has perpetrated every crime under the sun ; she squints, 
i s  fl a t-nosed, short, heavy, has no forehead,  two teeth only. An 
erysipel a s  covers her ass, a bunch of  hemorrhoids hangs from her 
hole,  a chancre i s  eating her womb, she has  a burnt thigh, and a 
cancer gnaws her breast. She is constantly drunk and vomits, farts,  
and shits here,  there, and everywhere all  the time, and all  unawares 
she i s  doing it .  
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HAREM OF LITTLE GIRLS 

Augustine, daughter of a Languedoc baron, fi fteen years old, 
alert and pretty little face. 

Fanny, daughter of  a Breton counselor, fourteen, a sweet and 
tender air.  

Zelmire, daughter of the Comte de Terville, seigneur of 
Beauce, fi fteen, a noble look and a very sensitive soul. 

Sophie, daughter of a gentleman from Berry, cha rming fea
tures, fourteen years. 

Colombe, daughter of  a counselor to the Parliament o f  Paris, 
thirteen years old, exuberant health. 

H ibi, daughter of an Orleans officer, a very libertine air, 
charming eyes, she is  twelve. 

Rosette and Michette, both look like lovely virgins. The first 
i s  thirteen and i s  the daughter of a Chalon-sur-Saone officer, the 
other is twelve and i s  a daughter of the Marquis de Senanges ; she 
was abducted from her father's estate in the Bourbonnais. 

Their figures, the rest of their features and chiefly the ir  asses 
are beyond all description. They were chosen from amongst one 
hundred and thirty. 

HAREM OF LITTLE BOYS 

Zilamir, thirteen, son of a Poitou squire. 

Cupidon, same age, son of a gentleman from near La Fleche. 

Narcisse, twelve, son of  a nobleman situated in Rouen, Knight 
of Malta. 

Ziphyr, fi fteen, son of  a general living in Paris. He i s  destined 
for the Due. 

Ciladon, son of a Nancy magistrate. He is fourteen. 

Adonis, son of  a judge of  a Paris assize court ; fifteen, destined 
for Curval. 
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Hyacin the, fourteen, son of a retired officer dwelling in Cham
p agne .  

Giton, page to the  King, twelve, son of  a gentleman from the 
Nivernais.  

No pen is capable o f  representing the graces,  the features, and 
the charms of  these eight children superior also to all the tongue 
is empowered to say, and chosen, as  you know, from amongst a 
very large number. 

EIGHT FUCKERS 

H ercule, twenty-six, very pretty, but also a very mean character, 
the Due's favorite ; his prick measures eight and one-quarter inches 
around and thirteen in length. Plenti ful discharge. 

A n tinous i s  thirty. A fine specimen of  a man, his prick is  eight 
inches a round and twelve inches long. 

Bum-Cleaver, twenty-eight years old, has the look of  a satyr ; 
his  majestic prick is bent saber fashion, i ts head, or glans, is enor
mous, it is eight and three-eighths inches in circumference and the 
shaft e ight in length. A fine curve to this maj estic prick. 

Invictus is  twenty-five, he is exceedingly ugly, but healthy and 
vigorous ; the great favorite of Curval, he is continually aroused, 
and his prick i s  seven and fifteen-sixteenths inches around by eleven 
inches long. 

The four others measure from nine to ten and fifteen-six
teenths inches long, by from seven and a half to seven and five
eighths inches around, and they are from twenty-five to thirty 
years of age. 

E n d  of t h e  Introduction. Omissions I h ave made in it : 
1. I must say that Hercule and Invictus are, the one a very mean char acter and the 

other very ugly, and that not one of the eight h u  ever been able to enjoy either a man 
or a woman. 

2. That the chapel is  used for a toil et, and give details of this usage. 
3 .  That the outfitters, male and female, had cutth roats with them and under their 

orders during their forays. 
4. Give some few more details about the elders' breasts and speak of Fanchon's can

cer. Also a few more touches to the descriptions of the children'. faces. 
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TH E FIRST DAY 

c-r-'he company rose the 1 st of  November at ten o'clock in the 
1 morning, as was specified in the statutes which Messieurs 
had mutually sworn faithfully to observe in every particular. The 
four fuckers who had not shared the friends' couches, at their wak
ing hour brought Zephyr to the Due, Adonis to Curval, Narcisse 
to Durcet, and Zelamir to the Bishop. All four children were very 
timid, even more awkward, but, encouraged by their guides, they 
very nicely carried out their tasks, and the Duc discharged. His 
three colleagues, more reserved and less prodigal with their fuck, 
had as much of it deposited in them as did the Duc, but distributed 
none of their own. 

At eleven o'clock they passed into the women's quarters where 
the eight young sultanas appeared naked, and in this state served 
chocolate, aided and directed by Marie and Louison, who presided 
over this seraglio. There was a great deal of handling and colling, 
and the eight poor girls, wretched l ittle victims of the most blatant 
lubricity, blushed, hid behind their hands, sought to protect their 
charms, and immediately displayed everything as soon as they ob
served that their modesty irritated and annoyed their masters. The 
Duc rose up like a shot and measured his engine's ci rcumference 
against Michette' s  slender little waist : their difference did not ex
ceed three inches. Durcet, the month's presiding officer, conducted 
the prescribed examinations and made the necessary searches ; Hebe 
and Colombe were found to have lapsed, their punishment was 
pronounced at once and fixed for the following Saturday at orgy 
hour. They wept. No one was moved. 

263 
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They proceeded to the boys' apartments. The four who had 
not appeared that morning, namely Cupidon, Celadon, Hyacinthe, 
and Giton, bared their behinds in accordance with orders, and the 
sight provided an instant's amusement. Curval kissed them all on 
the mouth, and the Bishop spent a moment frigging their pricks 
while the Due and Durcet were doing something else. The inspec
tions were completed, no misconduct was discovered. 

At one o'clock Messieurs betook themselves to the chapel 
where, as you know, the sanitary conveniences were installed. The 
calculation of requirements for the coming soiree having led to the 
refusal of a good number of requests, only Constance, Duclos, 
Augustine, Sophie, Zelamir, Cupidon, and Louison appeared ; all 
the others had asked permission and had been instructed to hold 
back until evening. Our four friends, ranged around the same 
speci ally constructed seat, had these seven subj ects take their seat 
one after another, and then retired when they had enough of this 
spectacle . They descended to the salon where, while the women 
dined, they gossiped and tattled until the time came for them to be  
served their meal. Each of the  four friends placed himself between 
two fuckers, pursuant to the imposed rule that barred all women 
from their table ,  and the four naked wives, aided by the elders 
costumed as the Graeae, served them the most magnificent and the 
most succulent dinner i t  were possible to concoct. No one more 
delicate , more skilled than the cooks they had brought with them, 
and they were so well paid and so lavishly provided that every
thing could not fail to be a brilliant success. As the midday fare 
was to be less heavy than the evening meal, they were restricted to 
four superb courses, each composed of twelve plates. Burgundy 
wine arrived with the hors d'oeuvres, Bordeaux was served with the 
entrees, champagne with the roasts, Hermitage accompanied the 
entremets, Tokay and madeira were served with dessert. 

Spirits rose li ttle by l ittle ; the fuckers, whom the friends had 
granted every liberty with their wives ,  treated them somewhat un
tenderly. Constance was even a bit knocked about, rather beaten 
for having dawdled over bringing a dish to Hercule who, seeing 
himself well advanced in the Due's good graces, fancied he might 
carry insolence to the point of drubbing and molesting his wife ; the 
Duc thought this very amusing. Curval, in an ugly humor by the 
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time dessert arrived, flung a plate at  h is  wife's face, and it  might 
have clove her head i n  two had she not ducked. Spying one of  his 
neighbors stiffen, Durcet, though they were still at  table, promptly 
unbuttoned his breeches and presented his ass. The neighbor drove 
his weapon home ; the operation once concluded, they fell to drink
ing again as i f  nothing had happened. The Duc soon imitated his 
old friend's l i ttle infamy and wagered that, enormous as  Invictus' 
prick might be, he could calmly down three bottles of  wine while 
lying embuggered upon it .  What effortlessness, what ease,  what 
detachment in libertinage ! He won what he had staked, and as 
they were not drunk on an empty stomach, as those three bottles 
fell upon at  least  fifteen others, the Due's head began gently to 
swim. The first obj ect upon which his eye alighted was his wife,  
weeping over the abuse she had susta ined from Hercule,  and this 
sight so inspired the Due he lost not an instant doing to her things 
too  excessive for us to describe as  yet. The reader will notice how 
hampered we are in  these beginnings, and how stumbling are our 
efforts to give a coherent account of these matters ; we trust he will 
forgive us for leaving the curtain drawn over a considerable num
ber of l i ttle details.  We promise it will be raised later on. 

Our champions finally made their way into the salon, where 
new pleasures and further delights were awaiting them. Coffee and 
l iqueurs were distributed by a charming quartet made up of  Adonis 
and Hyacinthe, two appealing l i ttle boys, and two pretty maids ,  
Zelmire and Fanny. Therese, one  of  the duennas,  supervised them, 
for it was decreed that wherever two or  more children were 
gathered, a duenna was to be on hand. Our four libertines, half
drunk but none the less resolved to abide by their laws, contented 
themselves with kisses, fingerings, but their l ibertine intelligence 
knew how to season these mild activities with all the refinements 
of debauch and lubricity.  It was thought for a moment that the 
Bishop was going to have to surrender his fuck in exchange for 
the extraordinary things he was wringing from Hyacinthe, while 
Zelmire frigged him. His nerves were already aquiver, an impend
ing crisis was beginning to take possession of his entire being, but 
he checked himself, the tempting obj ects ready to triumph over 
his senses were sent spinning and, knowing there was yet a full 
day' s work ahead of him, the Bishop saved his best for  the 
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evening. Six different kinds of l iqueur were drunk, three kinds of 
coffee, and the hour sounding at last, the two couples withdrew to 
dress. 

Our friends took a fifteen minute nap, then moved into the 
throne room, the place where the auditors were to l i sten to the 
narrations. The friends took their places upon their couches, the 
Duc having his beloved Hercule at his feet, near him, naked, 
Adelaide, Durcet's wife and the President' s daughter, and for 
quatrain opposite him, and linked to his niche by a chain of flowers, 
as  has been explained, Zephyr, Giton, Augustine, and Sophie cos
tumed as shepherds, supervised by Louison as an old peasant 
woman playing the role of their mother. 

At Curval's feet was Invictus, upon his couch lay Constance, 
the Duc's wife and Durcet 's daughter, and for quatrain four l ittle 
Spani ards, each sex dressed in its costume and as  elegantly as 
possible : they were Adonis, Celadon, Fanny, and Zelmire ; Fanchon, 
clad as a duenna, watched over them. 

The Bishop had Antinoiis at his feet, his niece Juli e  on his 
couch, and four li ttle almost naked savages for quatrain. The 
boys : Cupidon and Narcisse ; the girls : Hebe and Rosette ; an 
old Amazon, interpreted by Therese ,  was in charge of them. 

Durcet had Bum-Cleaver for fucker, near him reclined Aline, 
daughter of the Bishop, and in front of him were four l ittle sul
tanas, the boys being dressed as girls, and this refinement to the last 
degree emphasized the enchanting visages of Zelamir, Hyacinthe , 
Colombe, and Michette. An old Arab slave, portrayed by Marie ,  
presided over th is  quatrain. 

The three storytellers, magnificently dressed as upper-class 
Parisian courtesans, were seated below the throne upon a couch, 
and Madame Duclos, the month's narrator, in very scanty and 
very elegant attire, well rouged and heavily bej eweled, having 
taken her place on the stage, thus began the story of what had 
occurred in her life, into which account she was, with all pertinent 
details, to insert the first one hundred and fifty passions designated 
by the title of simple passions : 

' Tis no  slight undertaking, M essiettrs, 10 attempt to express 
oneself before a circle such as yours. Accus tomed to all of the most 
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subtle and most  delicate that letters produce, how, one may won
der, will you be able to bear the ill-shaped periods and uncouth 
images of a humble creature like myself who has received no o ther 
education than the one  supplied her by libertinage. But your in
dulgence reassures me; you ask for naught but the natural and 
true, and I dare say what of these I shall provide you will merit 
your atten tion .  

My mo ther was twenty-five when she  brought me  in to  the 
world, and I was her second child; the firs t was also  a daughter, by 
six years my elder. My mo ther's birth was no t  dis tinguished. She 
had been early bereft of bo th her father and mother, and as her 
paren ts had dwelled near the Recollet monastery in Paris, when 
she found herself an orphan, abandoned and without  any resources, 
she ob tained permission from these good  fathers to come and ask 
for alms in their church. But as she had some youth and health, 
she soon  attracted their n o tice, and gradually mounted from the 
church below to the rooms above, whence she soon  descended with 
child. It was as a consequence of one such adventure my sister saw 
the light, and i t  is more than likely that my own birth might righ tly 
be ascribed to no  o ther cause. 

However, conten t with my mother's docility and seeing how 
she did make the community to prosper and flourish, the good 
fathers rewarded her works by granting her what might be earned 
from the rental of seats in their church; my mother no sooner ob
tained this post  than, with her superiors' leave, she married one 
of the  house's water carriers who s traightway, without  the leas t 
repugnance, adoped my sis ter and me. 

Born into the Church, I dwelled so  to speak more in the House 
of God than in our own; I helped my mother arrange the chairs, I 
seconded the sacris tans in their various operations, I would have 
said Mass had that been necessary, although I had not yet attained 
my fifth year. 

One day, returning from my holy o ccupations, my sis ter asked 
me  whether I had yet  encountered Father Laurent . . . .  

I said I had n o t. 
"Well, look  out,"  said she, "he's on the watch for you, I know 

he is ,  he wants to show you what he showed me. Don't run away, 
look him s traight in the eye without being afraid, he won' t touch 
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you, but he'll show you something very funny, and if you le t him 
do it  he'll pay you a lo t. There are more than fifteen of us around 
here whom he's shown it  to .  That's what he likes best, and he's 
given a present  to us all." 

You may well imagine, Messieurs, that no thing more was 
needed, n o t  only to keep me from fleeing Father Laurent, but to 
induce me to seek him out; at that age the voice of modes ty is a 
whisper at best, and its silence un til the time one has left the 
tutelage of Nature is certain proof, is it not, that this facti tious sen ti
ment is far less the product of that original mo ther's training than 
it  is the fruit of education ?  I flew ins tan tly to the church, and as I 
was crossing a li ttle court located between the en trance of the 
churchyard and the  monastery, I bumped squarely into Father Lau
rent. He was a monk of about forty, with a very handsome face. 
He s topped me.  

"Whither are you going, Fran�on 1" he asked. 
" To arrange the chairs, Father." 
"Never fear, never fear, your mother will attend to them," 

said he. "Come, come along with me," and he drew me toward a 

seques tered chamber hard by the place. "I am going to show you 
something you have never seen ." 

I follow him, we en ter, he shuts the door and, having posted 
me  directly opposite him : 

"Well, Fran�on," says he, pulling a monstrous prick from his 
drawers, an ins trument which nearly toppled me with fright; "tell 
me," he con tinues, frigging himself, "have you ever seen anything 
to equal it? . . .  that's what they call a prick, my li ttle one, yes, 
a prick . . .  i t' s  used for fucking, and what you're going to see, 
what's going to flow out of i t  in  a momen t  or two, is the seed 
wherefrom you were created. I've shown i t  to your sis ter, I've 
shown i t  to all the li ttle girls of your age, lend a hand, help it 
along, help get i t  out, do as your sis ter does, she's got it out of me 
twenty times and more . . . .  I show them my prick, and then what 
do you suppose I do ? I squirt the fuck in their face . . . .  That's my 
passion, my child, I have no  o ther . . .  and you're about to be
hold it ." 

And at  the same time I felt myself completely drenched in a 
white spray, i t  soaked me from head to foo t, some drops of it had 
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leapt even into my eyes, for my little head just came to the height 
of his fly . However, Laurent was gesticulating. "A h!  the pretty 
fuck, the dear fuck I am losing," he cried, "why, look  at you!  
You're covered with i t ."  And gradually regaining control of  him
self, he calmly put his tool away and decamped, slipping twelve 
sous into my hand and suggesting that I bring him any little com
panions I might happen to have. 

As you may readily fancy, I could no t  have been more eager 
to run and tell everything to my sis ter; she wiped me dry, taking 
the greatest care to overlook none of the spo ts, and she who had 
enabled me to earn my little fortune did not  fail to demand half 
of my wages. Instructed by this example, I did not  fail, in the hope 
of a similar division of the spoils, to round up as many little girls 
for Father Laurent as I could find. But having brought him one 
with whom he was already familiar, he turned her away, the while 
giving me three sous by way of encouragement. 

"I never see the same one twice, my child," he told me, "bring 
me some I don't know, never any of those who say they've already 
had dealings with me." 

I managed more successfully; in the space of three months, I 
in troduced Father Lauren t to more than twenty new girls, with 
whom, for the sake of his pleasure, he employed the iden tical pro
ceedings he had with me. Together with the s tipulation that they 
be s trangers to him, there was ano ther relative to age, and i t  ap
peared to be of infinite importance : he had no use for anything 
younger than four or older than seven . And my little fortune could 
not  have been faring better when my sis ter, no ticing that I was 
encroaching upon her domain, threatened to divulge everything to 
my mo ther if I did no t  put a s top to this splendid commerce; I had 
to give up Father Lauren t. 

However, my functions continued to keep me in the neighbor
hood of the monastery; the same day I reached the age of seven 
I encountered a new lover whose preferred caprice, although very 
childish, was nevertheless somewhat more serious. This one was 
named Father Louis, he was older than Lauren t, and had some 
uniden tifiable quality in his bearing that was a great deal more 
libertine. He sidled up to me at the door of the church as I was 
en tering i t, and made me promise to come up to his room. A t firs t 
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I advanced a few objections, but once he had assured me that three 
years ago my sis ter had come for a visit and that he received little 
girls of my age every day, I went  with him .  Scarcely were we in 
his cell when he closed and bolted the door and, having poured 
some elixir into a goblet, made me swallow it and then two more 
copious measures too .  This preparatory s tep taken, the reverend, 
more affectionate than his confrere, fell to kissing me and, chatter
ing all the while, he untied my apron and, raising my skirt to my 
bodice, he laid hands, despite my faint s trugglings, upon all the 
anterior parts he had just brought to light; and after having 
thoroughly fingered and considered them, he inquired of me 
whether I did no t  desire to piss.  Singularly driven to this need by 
the s trong dose he had a few moments earlier had me drink, I 

assured him the urge so  to do was as powerful as ever it could be, 
but that I did no t  wan t  to satisfy it in fron t  of him.  

"Oh, my goodness, do ! Why yes, my little rascal," quo th the 
bawdy fellow, "by God yes, you'll piss in my presence and, what's 
worse, you'll piss upon me.  Here it is," he went on,  plucking his 
prick from his breeches, "here's the tool you're going to moisten, 
just piss on it a little ."  

And thereupon  he lifted me up and set me on two chairs, one 
foo t  on one chair, the o ther foo t  on the o ther, he moved the chairs 
apart as far as was possible, then bade me squat. Holding me in 
this posture, he placed a container beneath me, established himself 
on a little s to ol about as high as the pot;  his engine was in his hand, 
directly under my cun t. One of his hands supporting my haunches, 
he frigged himself with the o ther, and my mouth being at a level 
with his, he kissed it. 

"Off you go, my little one, piss," cried he, "flood my prick 
with that enchanting liquid whose hot  outpouring exerts such a 
sway over my senses. Piss, my heart, care no t  but to piss and try to 
inundate my fuck." 

Louis became animated, excited himself, it was easy to see 
that this unusual operation was the one which all his senses most 
cherished; the sweetest, gentlest ecstasy crowned that very moment 
when the liquids wherewith he had swollen my stomach, gushed 
most  abundantly out of me, and we simultaneously filled the same 
po t, he with fuck, I with urine. The exercise concluded, Louis de-
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livered roughly the same speech to me  I had heard from Laurent, 
he wished to make a procuress of his little whore, and this time, 
caring precious little for my sis ter's threats, I boldly guided every 
child I knew to dear Louis. He had every one of them do the same 
thing, and as he experienced no  compunction upon  seeing any one 
of them a second or third time, and as he always gave me separate 
payment, which had no thing to do with the additional fee I ex
tracted from my little comrades, before six months had passed I 

found myself with a tidy little sum which was en tirely my own;  I 

had only to conceal knowledge of it from my sister. 

" Duclos ," the President interrupted at this point, "we have, 
I believe, advised you that your narrations must be decorated with 
the most numerous and searching details j the precise way and ex
tent to which we may judge how the passion you describe relates 
to human manners and man's character i s  determined by your 
willingness to disguise no circumstance j and, what i s  more, the 
least circumstance is apt to have an immense influence upon the 
procuring of that kind of  sensory i rritation we expect from your 
stories." 

"Yes, my Lord," Duclos replied, "I have been a dvised to omit 
no detail  and to enter into the most minute particulars whenever 
they serve to shed light upon the human personality, or  upon the 
species of passion j have I neglected something in connection with 
this one ?" 

"You have," said the President j "I have not the faintest no
tion of  your second monk's prick, nor any idea of  its discharge. In 
addition, did he frig your cunt,  pray tell, and did he have you 
dandle his device ? You see what I mean by neglected details." 

"Your pardon, my Lord," said Duclos,  "I shall repair these 
p resent mistakes and avoid them in the future. Father Louis pos
sessed a very ordinary member, greater in its length than i t  was 
a round and in general of  a most common shape and turn j indeed, 
I do recall that he stiffened rather poorly and that it  was not until 
the crisis a rrived he took on a l ittle firmness. No, he did not frig 
my cunt, he was content to enlarge it with his fingers as  much as 
possible, so as  to give free issue to the urine. He brought his prick 
very close two or three times, and his discharge was rapid, intense, 
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and brief ; nothing came from his mouth but the words : IAh, fuck I 
piss,  my child, piss the pretty fountain, piss,  d'ye hear,  piss  away, 
don't you see me come ?' And while saying that, he intermittently 
sprinkled kisses on my mouth. They were not excessively libertine."  

"That's it ,  Duclos, "  sa id  Durcet, "the  President was right ; I 
could not visualize a thing on the basis of your first telling, but 
now I have your man well in view." 

"One moment, Duclos ,"  said the Bishop, upon seeing that 
she was about to proceed. "I have on my own account a need rather 
more pressing than to piss, it's had me in its grip for an age and 
I have the feeling it's got to go." 

So saying he drew Narcisse to his alcove. Fire leapt from the 
prelate's eyes ,  his prick stood up against his belly, foam flecked 
his lips, i t  was confined fuck that wished absolutely to escape and 
which could not be  liberated save by violent means. He dragged 
his niece and the little boy into his closet. Everything came to a 
pause ; a discharge was regarded as something far too portentous 
not to suspend everything the moment someone was about to pro
duce one ; all was to concur to make it  delicious. But upon this 
occasion Nature's will did not correspond with the Bishop's  wishes, 
and several minutes a fter having retired to the closet, he emerged 
from it ,  furious ,  in the same state of erection and, addressing 
himself to Durcet, presiding officer for November : 

"Pu t  that odd l ittle  fellow down for some punishment on 
Saturday,"  he said, flinging the child ten feet away from him, "and 
make i t  severe, i f  you please." 

I t  was apparent that the boy had not been able to satisfy 
Monseigneur, and Julie whispered in her father's ear  what had 
happened. 

"Well,  by God, then take another," cried the Due, "choose 
something from one of our quatrains if nothing in yours suits you." 

"Ah, my satisfaction now would be far  beyond the damned 
li ttle  that would have been sufficient a moment ago ,"  said the 
prelate. "You know to what we are led by a thwarted desire j I 'd 
prefer to restrain myself, but no undue leniency with that poor l ittle 
fool,"  he continued,  "that's  what I recommend . . . .  " 

"But be at ease,  my dear Bishop," said Durcet, "I promise 
you he'll get a good scolding, 'tis a fine idea to provide the others 
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with an example. I 'm sorry to see you in such a state ; try something 
else ; have yourself fucked." 

"Monseigneur," spoke up Martaine ,  "I feel myself greatly 
disposed to satisfy you, were Your Excellency to wish i t  . . . .  " 

"No, no, Christ, no I "  the Bishop cried, "don't you know that 
there are a thousand occasions when one does not want a woman's 
asshole ? I 'l l  wait, I ' l l wait . . .  let Duclos continue ,  I ' l l  get rid of 
it tonight, I 'll have to find the one I want. Proceed, Duclos ." 

And the friends having laughed right heartily at  the Bishop's 
libertine frankness-"there are a thousand occasions when one 
does not want a woman's asshole"-the storyteller resumed in these 
terms : 

It was no t  long after I had attained the age of seven that one 
day, following my custom of bringing one of my lit tle comrades to 
Louis, I found ano ther monk with him in his cell. As that had never 
happened before, I was surprised and wanted to leave, but Louis 
having reassured us, my li ttle friend and I went boldly in. 

"Well there, Geoffrey,"  Louis said to his companion, pushing 
me toward him, "did I no t  tell you that she was nice?" 

"Why yes indeed, she is," said Geoffrey, taking me upon  his 
knees and giving me a kiss. "How ald are you, my little one?" 

"Seven, Father." 
"Just fifty years younger than I," said the good father, kissing 

me anew. 
And during this lit tle dialogue, the sirup was being prepared 

and, as was cus tomary, each of us swallowed three big glasses of i t, 
but, as i t  was no t  cus tomary for me to drink when I brought Louis 
a toy, because he only expected a sprinkling from the girl I brought, 
because I did no t  usually s tay for the ceremony but used to leave 
at once, for all these reasons I was astonished by their actions, and 
in a tone of the most naive innocence I inquired : 

"And why do you have me drink, good Father? do you want 
me to piss ?" 

" To be sure, we do, my child," quo th Geoffrey, who s till had 
me squeezed between his thighs and whose hands were already 
s traying over my fron t, "yes, you're to piss, and the adven ture is 
to take place with mej i t  will be, perhaps, a little different from 
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the o ther one you experienced here. Come into my cell, let's leave 
Father Louis with your little friend, and let's get to business our
selves; we'll return when all our needs are satisfied." 

We left; before going, Louis told me in  a whisper to be very 
obliging with his friend, and said I'd no t  regret it if I were. 
Geoffrey's cell was no t  far from Louis', and we reached it without 
being seen .  No sooner inside than Geoffrey, having barricaded the 
door, told me to get rid of my skirts. I obeyed, he himself pulled 
my shift above my navel and, having seated me on the edge of his 
bed, he spread my thighs as wide as it were possible, at the same 
time thrusting me back in such a way my belly came into full view 
and my weight rested entirely upon the base of my spine. He be
sought me to keep in that position and to begin to piss immedia tely 
he gave one of my thighs a little slap with his hand. Then, scrutiniz
ing me for a moment in this attitude, with one hand he separated 
the lips of my cun t, with the o ther he unbuttoned his breeches and 
with quick and energetic movements began to shake a dark, stun ted 
li ttle member which seemed no t  much inclined to respond to what 
was required of it. To give it some encouragement, our man set 
about doing his duty and proceeded to his chosen custom, the one 
which procured him the greatest possible titillation-down he went 
o n  his knees, I say, between my legs, spent ano ther instan t peering 
in to the little orifice I presented to his eye, several times applied his 
mouth to i t, between his teeth muttering certain luxurious phrases I 
cannot  remember because a t  the time I did no t  understand them, 
and continued to agitate that sullen li ttle member, which, though 
fearfully bullied, did no t  budge. Finally, he sealed his lips to those 
of my cun t, I received the signal, and ins tan tly draining what my 
bladder con tained into the gentleman's mouth, I flooded him with 
a s tream of urine he swallowed as fas t as I launched it into his 
gullet .  Whereupon his member unfurled, and its proudly lifted head 
throbbed agains t  one of my thighs : I felt i t  bravely spray his 
debilitated manhood's s terile issue. Every thing had been so well 
managed he swallowed the final drops a t  the same moment his 
prick, confused by his victory, wept bloody tears over it. Trembling 
in every limb, Geoffrey got  to his feet, and I observed that he no  
longer had  for his idol, once the incense had been extinguished, the 
same religious fervor he had while delirium, inflaming his homage, 
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s till sustained its glory : he  rather abruptly gave me  twelve sous, 
opened the door without  asking me, as had the o thers, to bring him 
girls ( he was eviden tly furnished by someone else ) and, pointing 
the way to his friend's cell, told me  to go there, said that he  was in 
a hurry, that he had his offices to perform, that he could not con
duct me himself, and then shut his door without  affording me the 
chance to answer him. 

"Oh yes indeed I "  said the Due, "unnumbered are they who 
absolutely cannot bear the instant when the illusion is  shattered. I t  
seems as i f one's pride suffers when one lets a woman s e e  one in 
such a state o f  feebleness, and disgust would appear to be the result 
of the discomfiture one experiences a t  such moments ."  

"N 0 , " said Curval, whom Adonis, kneeling, was frigging, 
and whose hands were wandering over Zelmire, "no, my friend, 
pride has nothing to do with it, but the obj ect which is in the pro
foundest sense devoid of all value save the one our lust endows i t  
with, that  obj ect, I say, shows itself for  what  in truth i t  i s  once 
our lubricity has subsided. The more violent has been the irritation, 
the more this obj ect i s  stripped of  its a ttraction when this irritation 
ceases to sustain it, just as  we are more or less fatigued after 
greater or lesser exertion, and this aversion we thereupon sense is  
nothing but the sentiment of  a glutted soul whereunto happiness is  
displeasing because happiness has just wearied it ."  

"But from this  aversion, al l  the same," spoke up Durcet, "i s  
often born a plan for  revenge, whose fatal consequences have often 
been observed."  

"Yes, but  that's  another matter," Curval replied, "and as the 
a ftermath of these recitals will perhaps afford us  examples of what 
you're saying, let's not anticipate through dissertations what will be 
naturally produced of  itself." 

"President, be frank," said Durcet : "on the verge of  running 
amuck yourself, I believe tha t  at the present moment you prefer 
to prepare yourself to feel how one enjoys than to discuss how one 
becomes disgusted." 

"Why, not at  all, not a bit of  it ,"  said Curval, "I  am as cool 
as ice . . . .  To be sure, yes," he continued, kissing Adonis' lips, "this 
child is  charming . . .  but he's  not to be fucked ; I know of  nothing 
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worse than your damnable regulations . . .  one must reduce oneself 
to things . . .  to things . . .  Go on, Duclos, go on, continue,  for I 
have the feeling I might perpetrate something foolish, and I want 
my illusion to remain intact a t  least until I go to bed." 

The President, perceiving his engine beginning to rebel, sent 
the two children back to their posts and, lying down beside Con
stance, who, p retty as she was, doubtless failed to stimulate him 
as much, he a second time besought Duclos to resume her story ; she 
did at once , as follows : 

I rejoined my little co mrade. Louis had been serviced; n o t  
very well pleased, w e  both left the monas tery, I almost  resolved n o t  
t o  re turn again.  Geoffrey's tone had wounded m y  li ttle pride, and 
without  probing further to determine the origins of my displeasure, 
I liked neither i ts apparen t  cause nor i ts consequences. However, it 
had been written in my destiny that I was to have yet a few more 
adven tures in that pious retreat, and the example of my sis ter, who 
had, so  she told m e, done business with fourteen of i ts inhabitan ts, 
was to convince me tha t  I was still far fro m  the end of my tour. 
Three m o n ths after this las t episode, I became aware of overtures 
being m ade to me by ano ther o n e  of these reverend fathers, this 
o n e  a man of about sixty . He invented every kind of ruse to lure me 
to his  roo m ;  o n e  of them succeeded, so  well in fact that one  fine 
Sunday morning I found myself there, without  knowing why or how 
it  had happened. The old rascal, known as Fa ther Henri, shut and 
locked the door as s o o n  as I had crossed the threshold, and em
braced me with exceeding warm th. 

"dh, little imp I" cried he, transported with joy, "I've got you 
n o w, you'll not  escape m e  this time, hal" 

The weather was extremely cold at  the time, my lit tle nose was 
running as children's usually do in the win ter; I drew out  a hand
k erchief· 

"What's this ? Wha t's this ? Be careful there," warned Henri, 
"I'm the one who'll attend to that operation, my swee t." 

dnd having s tretched m e  o u t  upo n  his bed with my head a 
little to o n e  side, he sat  dowtl n ext  to me and raised my head upon 
his lap. He peered avidly a t  me, his eyes seemed ready to devour 
the s ecretio n  o ozing fro m  my nose. "Oh, the pret ty little s n o tface, " 
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said he ,  beginning to pant, "how I'm going to suck her." Therewith 
bending down over me, and taking my nose in his mouth, no t  only 
did he devour all the mucus between my nose and mouth, but he 
even lewdly darted the tip of his tongue into each of my nostrils, 
one  after the o ther, and with such cleverness he provoked two or 
three sneezes which redoubled the flow he desired and was consum
ing so  hungrily . But ask me for no  details bearing upo n  this fellow, 
Messieurs, n o thing appeared, and whether because he did n o thing, 
or because he did it all in his drawers, there was no thing to be seen, 
and amids t  the multitude of his kisses and lecherous lickings there 
was no thing outs tanding which might have deno ted an ecs tasy, and 
consequently i t  is my opinion that he did no t  discharge. All my 
clo thes were in place, even his hands stayed s till, and I give you my 
word that this old libertine's fan tasy might be performed upon  the 
world's most respectable and least initiated girl without  her being 
able to suppose there was anything lewd in i t  at all. 

But  the same could no t  be said of the one  that chance presen ted 
to my consideration  the same day I turned nine years old. Father 
Etienne, that was the libertine's name, had several times asked my 
sister to bring me to him, and she had got me to promise to go 
alone, for she was unwilling to accompany me, fearing lest my 
mo ther, who already scented something in the wind, might find 
out;  well, I was planning to pay him a visit  when, one  day, I ran 
directly into him in a corner of the church, near the sacristy. His 
manner was so  gracious, he  argued so persuasively that he  had no 
need to drag me away by main force. Father Etienne was about 
forty, a healthy, robust, s trapping fellow. We were n o  sooner 
closeted together than he asked whether I knew how to frig a 
prick. 

"Alas!" said I, blushing to the ears, "I don' t even know what 
you're talking about." 

"Well then I'll explain, my chit," said he, bestowing heartfelt 
kisses upon my mouth and eyes, "my unique pleasure in this world 
is to educate lit tle girls, and the lessons I give are so excellen t  they 
prove unforgettable. Begin by removing your skirts, for if I am to 
teach you how you must proceed in order to give me pleasure, ' tis 
only fair that at the same time I teach you what to do in order to 
receive it, and that lesson canno t  be a success if anything hinders us. 
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Here we go.  We shall begin with you.  What you behold down 
here," said he, placing his hand on  my mound, "is called a cun t, and 
this is what you must do in order to awaken very felici tous sensa
tions in it .  With one  finger-one  will do-lightly rub this lit tle 
pro tuberance you feel here. It, by the way, is called the clitoris ."  

I followed instructions. 
" There, you see, that way, my li ttle one, while one hand is 

busy there, let one finger of your o ther hand gradually work its way 
into this delicious crack . . . .  " 

He adjusted my hands .  
" That's the way, yes . . .  Well! Don't you feel any thing,!" he 

asked, keeping me to my task. 
"No, Father, I truly don't, "  I answered most naively .  
"Ah, that' s  because you are s till too young, but two years from 

now you'll see the pleasure i t  gives." 
"Wait," I in terrupted, "I think something's happening." 
And with all imaginable vigor I rubbed the places he had 

poin ted out . . . .  Yes, sure enough, a few fain t ti tilla tions convinced 
me that what I'd begun was worth continuing, and the extensive 
use I have made ever since of this relief-providing exercise has 
more than once persuaded me of my mas ter's competence. 

"A nd now ' tis my turn," said Etienne, "for your pleasures 
arouse my desires, and I simply must share them, my angel. Here 
we are; take this," he said, inviting me to grip a tool so monstrous my 
two li ttle hands were scarce able to close around i t, " take this, my 
child, ' tis called a prick, and this movement here," he wen t on,  
guiding my wris t in rapid jerks, " this action is called frigging. Thus, 
by means of this action you frig my prick. Go to it, my child, put 
all your s trength into it. The more rapid and persis ten t  your move
ments, the more you will hasten a moment which, believe me, I 
cherish .  But bear one  essen tial thing in mind," he added, all the 
while directing my flying hands, "be careful at all times to keep the 
tip uncovered. Never allow this skin, we call i t  the prepuce, to 
cover i t  over; were this prepuce to happen to cover this part, which 
we call the glans, all my pleasure would vanish. That's it; we're 
shortly going to see something, my little one," my teacher con
tinued, "watch me do on  you what you did on me." 

And pressing himself against my chest as he  spoke and as I 
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kept  in motion, he placed his hands so  adroitly, he wriggled his 
fingers with such high art that pleasure rose at las t to grip me, and 
i t  is without a shadow of a doubt to him l owe my initiation.  And 
then, my head reeling, I abandoned my task, and the reverend, no t  
yet  ready t o  complete it, consen ted to forget his pleasure for a mo
ment in order to devote himself exclusively to cultivating minej and 
when he had caused me to tas te i t  all, he had me resume the work 
my ecstasy had obliged me  to interrupt, and very expressly enjoined 
me to keep my mind strictly on what I was about and to care for 
naught but him. I did so with all my soul. It was only jus t :  I surely 
owed him my thanks. I wen t so merrily to work, and I observed all 
his instructions so faithfully that the monster, vanquished by such 
rapid vibrations, finally spewed forth all i ts rage and covered me 
with i ts venom.  Thereupon Etienne seemed to go out of his mind, 
borne aloft in the most  voluptuous delirium ;  arden tly he kissed my 
mouth, he fondled and frigged my cunt, and the wildness in his 
speech s till more emphatically declared his disorder. Gross expres
sions, mingling with o thers of the most endearing sort, characterized 
this transport, which las ted quite a while, and whence at las t the 
gallant Etienne, so  unlike his piss-swallowing colleague, emerged to 
tell me that I was charming, that he greatly hoped I would come 
back to see him, and that he would treat me  every time  as he was 
going to now:  pressing a silver coin into my hand, he conducted me  
back to the  place he had  brought me  from and  left me wonder
s truck, thrilled and enchan ted with this lates t good fortune. Feel
ing much better about the monastery, I decided to return to it often 
in the fu ture, persuaded that the more I advanced in age, the more 
agreeable adven tures I would meet with there. But destiny called 
me elsewhere; more importan t even ts awaited me in a new world, 
and upon returning to my house I learned news which was soon  to 
sober the elation  produced in me  by the happy outcome of my lates t 
experience. 

Here a bell was heard struck in the salon ; i t  announced supper. 
Whereupon Duclos, generally applauded for the auspicious li ttle 
beginnings she had made, descended from the stage, and, after hav
ing made a few adjustments to repair  the disorder all four of them 
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seemed to be in, the friends turned their thoughts to new pleasures 
and hastened to find out what Comus held in store for them. 

This meal was to be served by the eight li ttle girls, naked. 
Having been wise enough to leave the auditorium a few minutes 
early, they stood ready the moment the masters entered these fresh 
surroundings. The table companions were to be twenty in number : 
the libertine quartet, the eight fuckers, the eight li ttle boys. But, 
still  furious with Narcisse, the Bishop wished to veto his presence 
at  the banquet, and as  it was perfectly natural that they make al
lowances for one another's whims and observe a mutual tolerance, 
no one raised his voice to contest the sentence, and the poor l ittle 
simpleton was confined alone in a dark closet to await that stage in 
the orgies when perhaps M onseigneur might be inclined to make 
friends with him again. The wives and the storytellers, dining apart, 
had concluded their meal in grea t  haste in order to be ready for the 
orgies, the elders directed the movements of the eight little girls, 
and dinner was begun. 

This meal, much heavier than the one which had been eaten 
earlier in the day, was served with far greater opulence and splen
dor. I t  began with a shellfish soup and hors d'oeuvres composed 
o f  twenty dishes ; twenty entrees came on next, and soon gave way 
to another twenty l ighter entrees made up enti rely o f  breasts o f  
chicken, o f  assorted game prepared in every possible way. This was 
offset by a serving of  roasts j everything of  the rarest imaginable 
was brought on. N ext arrived some cold pastry, soon afterward 
twenty-six entremets of every description and form. The table was 
cleared, and what had just been removed was replaced by a whole 
array of cold and hot sugared pastries. Dessert finally appeared : a 
prodigious number and variety of fruits, though the season was 
winter,  then ices, chocolate, and the l iqueurs which were taken at  
table. As for  the  wines, they varied with each service : Burgundy 
accompanied the fi rst ; two kinds o f  I talian wine came with the sec
ond and third ; Rhine wine with the fourth j with the fifth, Rhone 
wines ; sparkling champagne with the sixth ; two kinds of Greek 
wine with the other two courses. Spirits were prodigiously roused, 
for, as  distinct from lunch, one was not granted permission during 
dinner to take the waitresses to task, or with that same severity ; 
these creatures, being the very quintessence of what the company 
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had to offer, had to be treated rather more sparingly but, on the 
other hand, the friends indulged in a furious round of impurities 
with them. 

Half-drunk, the Duc said he would not touch another drop, 
from now on it was Zelmire's urine or nothing, and he drained two 
large glasses of i t  which he obtained by having the child climb upon 
the table and squat over his plate. "Why, there's nothing to drink
ing weak young piss," said Curval and, calling Fanchon to him : 
" Come hither, venerable bitch, I ' d  slake my thirst at the very 
source." And thrusting his head between the old crone's  legs, he 
greedily sucked up the impure floods of  poisonous urine she darted 
into his stomach. And now their words grew heated, they argued 
various philosophical problems and considered several questions re
lating to manners ; I leave i t  to the reader to imagine the purity of 
those discourses and the loftiness of their moralizing. The Duc 
undertook an encomium of libertinage, and p roved that i t  was 
natural, and that the more numerous were its extravagances, the 
better they served the creator of  us all. His opinion was generally 
acclaimed, enthusiastically applauded, and they rose to go and put 
into practice the doctrines which had just been established. Every
thing was ready in the o rgy salon : the women were there, already 
naked, lying upon piles of pillows on the floor, strewn promiscuously 
amongst the young catamites who had hastened away from table a 
l ittle after dessert. Our friends reeled in ; two elders undressed 
them, and they fell upon the flock like wolves assailing a sheepfold. 
The Bishop,  whose passions had been cruelly irritated by the ob
stacles they had encountered of late, laid hands on Antinoiis' sub
lime ass while Hercule skewered him, and vanquished by this la test 
sensation and by the important and doubtless so much desired service 
Antinoiis was rendering him, he  finally spat  out streams of semen so 
hard driven and so pungent he swooned in ecstasy. Bacchus' wiles 
had spellbound senses glutted from excess, numbed from luxury ; 
our hero passed from his faint to a sleep so profound he had to be 
carried to his bed. The Duc was having a marvelous time. Curval, 
recollecting what Martaine had offered the Bishop, stuffed her 
while he  got his own ass stoppered. A thousand other horrors, a 
thousand other infamies accompanied and succeeded those, and our 
three indomitable champions-for the Bishop no longer was of this 
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world-our valorous athletes, I say, escorted by the four night-toil
ing fuckers who had not been at  the revels but who now came to 
fetch them, retired with the same wives who had shared thei r  
couches during story time. Luckless victims of their brutality, upon 
whom it is only too l ikely they showered more outrages than 
caresses and who, i t  is equally probable ,  inspired in them more 
disgust  than pleasure.  . . . 

Such were the events that transpired on the first day. 



THE SECOND DAY 

� he company rose at the customary hour. The Bishop, en-
1 tirely recovered from his excesses, and who, waking at four 

in the morning, was deeply shocked to find they had let him go to 
bed unaccompanied, had summoned Julie and his fucker for the 
night to come and occupy their posts. They answered the call in
stantly, and in their arms the libertine plunged back into the thick 
of new impurities. 

When, in keeping with regulations, breakfast had been taken in 
the girls' quarters, Durcet went on his rounds, and, notwithstand
ing all the arguments he heard, further delinquencies appeared to 
his eyes. Michette was guilty of one kind of fault and Augustine, 
whom Curval had ordered to keep herself throughout the day in a 
certain state, was found in the absolutely opposite state ; she de
clared she had forgotten, made a hundred apologies, and promised 
it would not happen again, but the quadrumvirate was inexorable ,  
and both names were inscribed on the l i st  of  punishments to be ex
ecuted come the first Saturday. 

Highly dissatisfied with all these little girls' ineptness in the 
art of masturbation, annoyed by the effects of this awkwardness 
with which he had been obliged to put up the previous evening, 
Durcet proposed that one hour in the morning be set aside for giv
ing them lessons, and that the friends take turns rising an hour 
early, the exercise period being set from nine until ten-one friend 
would rise a t  nine every morning, I say, to participate in the train
ing. It was decided that the supervisor would be seated comfortably 
in a chair in the middle of the harem and that each little girl, led 
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forth and guided by Duclos, the best frigger in the castle ,  would 
demonstrate upon the friend, would direct the l ittle girl 's  hand, her 
motion, would explain the intricacies of  tempo, how much and how 
l ittle speed was required and how that depended on the patient's 
condition, would also explain what a ttitudes and postures were 
most conducive to the operation's success ; furthermore, punish
ments were fixed for her who a t  the end of a fortnight, despite the 
lessons, should fail of perfect proficiency in this art. It was em
phasized to the li ttle girls that, pursuant to the good ecclesiastic' s 
doctrines, the glans was to be kept uncovered at all times, and that 
the hand not in action was meanwhile continually to be employed 
exciting the adjacent areas,  this in keeping with the particular  fancy 
of the patient. 

The financier 's  proposal pleased everyone ; Duclos was in
formed, she accepted her appointment, and that same day she set 
up a frigging dummy upon which, in their spare time, the l i ttle 
girls could exercise thei r  wrists and maintain the necessary degrees 
o f  agility and suppleness. Hercule was given the same instructor

ship in the boys' chamber ; they being, as  always, more skilled in 
this technique than the girls, because in  the case of boys it  i s  merely 
a question of doing for others what they do unto themselves, a 
week was ample time to turn them into the most delicious corps of  
friggers you could ever hope to  meet  with. On this particular morn
ing, not one of them was found at fault, and Narcisse's behavior 
of the previous day having brought about the refusal of all per
missions, the chapel was empty save for Duclos,  a pair  of fuckers, 
Julie,  Therese, Cupidon, and Zelmire.  Curval was stiff as  a ram
rod, Adonis had inspired an astonishingly high temperature in 
him when, that  morning, he had visited the boys, and i t  was gen
erally thought he would erupt while watching Therese and the two 
fuckers manage their  affairs ; but he kept a grip upon himself. 

The midday meal was the usual affair, but the dear President, 
h aving drunk a singular  amount and frolicked about even more 
while eating, became inflamed all over again when coffee was served 
by Augustine and Michette, ZeIamir and Cupidon, directed by old 
Fanchon , whom out of whimsy they had commanded to be as  naked 
as the children. From this contrast Curval ' s  new lubricious furor 
was born, and he gave himself over to some choice extravagances a t  
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the expense of Zelamir and the duenna ; this riotous conduct finally 
cost him his fuck. 

The Due, p ike aloft, closed in upon Augustine ;  he brayed, 
he swore, he waxed unreasonable, and the poor li ttle thing, all 
atremble, retreated like a dove before the bird of prey ready to 
pounce upon it. He limited himself, however, to a few libertine 
kisses, and was content to give her an introductory lesson in ad
vance of the ones she was to begin the following morning. The two 
others, less animated, having already started their naps, our two 
champions imitated them, and the quartet did not wake until six 
o'clock, the hour when the storytelling began in the throne room. 

All the previous day's quatrains had been altered with respect 
to both subj ects and dress, and our friends had these couch com
panions : the Due shared his niche with Aline, the Bishop's daughter 
and consequently his own niece ; beside the B ishop lay his sister-in
law, Constance, the Due's wife and Durcet's daughter ; Durcet was 
with Julie , the Due's daughter, the President's wife ; that he might 
be roused from sleep and roused to more, Curval had with him 
Adelaide, Durcet's wife, one of the creatures in this world it  gave 
him the greatest pleasure to tease because of her virtue and her 
piety. He opened up with a few scurrile j ests and low pranks, and 
having ordered her throughout the seance to maintain a posture 
that sorted well with his tastes, but which the poor woman found 
very tiresome to maintain, he threatened her with all his anger 
might produce were she to budge or give him a moment's inconven
ience. Everything being ready, Duclos ascended the platform and 
resumed her narration in this wise : 

Three days having elapsed since my mother had appeared at  
the  house, her husband, far more uneasy about  his belongings and 
his money than about her, took i t  into his head to en ter her room, 
where i t  was their cus tom to hide their most precious possessions; 
and what was his astonishmen t when, ins tead of what he was seek
ing, he found no thing but a no te, written by my mo ther, advising 
him to make the bes t of his loss because, having decided to leave 
him forever, and having no money of her own, she had been forced 
to take all she had been able to make off with . As for the res t, he 
was to blame himself and his hard use of her for her departure and 
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for her having left him with two daughters who were, however, 
certainly worth as much as and possibly more than what she had 
removed. But the old gaffer was far from judging equal what now 
he  had and what he had just los t, and the dismissal he graciously 
gave us, together with the request we no t  even sleep in the house 
that nigh t, was convincing evidence some discrepancy exis ted be
tween his way of reckoning and my mo ther's .  

No t much afflicted by a compliment which gave us full liberty 
to launch forth unimpeded into the li ttle mode of life that was be
ginning to please us so much, my sis ter and I thought only to collect 
our few belongings and to bid as swift a farewell to our dear s tep
father as he had seen fit to bid us. Without  the loss of a minute, we 
withdrew, and while waiting to decide how best to come to grips 
with our new destinies, we took lodgings in a small room in the 
n eighborhood. Our firs t thoughts turned to what might be our 
mo ther's fate and whereabouts,.  we had not the leas t doubt but that 
she had gone to the monastery, having decided to live secretly with 
some father, or  that she was being kept somewhere in the vicinity, 
and this was the opinion we held, without being unduly concerned, 
when a friar from the monastery brought us a note that bore out 
our conjectures. The subs tance of the n o te was that we would be 
very well advised, immediately night had fallen, to come to the 
monas tery and speak to the Father Superior, who was the no te's 
author,. he would wait for us in  the church un til ten 0 ' clock and 
would lead us to the place presen tly occupied by our mo ther, whose 
actual happiness and peace he would gladly have us share. He very 
energetically urged us no t  to fail to come, and above all to conceal 
our movements with all possible care; for it  was essen tial our step
father know no thing of what was being done in behalf of bo th our 
mo ther and ourselves. My sis ter, fifteen years old at the time and 
hence more clever and more reasonable than I, who was but nine, 
after having dismissed the bearer of the letter and given him the 
reply that she would ponder its conten ts, admitted she found all 
these maneuvers very peculiar indeed. 

"Franr;on," says she, "let's n o t  go. There's something wrong 
with it. If this were an hones t  proposal, why wouldn't  Mother have 
either added a few words or made some kind of sign. Father 
A drien, her best friend, left there almos t three years ago, and since 
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then she's only dropped in at the monastery while passing by ,  and 
hasn ' t  had any o ther regular in trigue there. What would have led 
her to choose this place for hiding? The Father Superior isn' t her 
lover and never has been.  I know, it's true she has amused him two 
or three times, but  he's no t  the man to lose his head over a woman 
for that slender reason : he's even more inconstan t and brutal to 
women once his caprice is satisfied. And so why would he have 
taken such an in teres t in our mo ther? There's something queer 
about i t, I tell you .  I never liked that old Superior; he's wicked and 
harsh, and he's a brute .  Once he go t me into his room, there were 
three more of them there, and after what happened to me then I 
swore I'd never set foo t  in the place again. If you take my advice, 
you'll /eave all those nasty monks alone. There's no reason why I 
shouldn' t  tell you so now, Fran(on, I have an acquain tance, a good 
friend, I dare say ;  her name is Madame Guerin, I've been going to 
her place for the pas t  two years, and in all that time not one week 
has gone by without  her arranging something nice for me. But none 
of those six-penny fucks like the ones a t  the monastery; I get at 
leas t three crowns from every one. Here, there's proof of it," my 
sis ter con tinued, showing me a purse containing more than ten louis, 
"you can see I'm able to make my own way in the world. Well, my 
advice to you is to do what I do. Guerin will take you on, I'm sure 
of i t, she got  a glimpse of you a week ago when she came to fetch 
me for a party, and she told me to make you a proposal, and she 
said that, young as you are, she'd always find some way of placing 
you.  Do like me, I tell you, and we'll be well off in no time. Now, 
that's all I've got  to say to you; I'll pay your expenses for tonight, 
but from then on don't  coun t  on me, little sis ter. Each for himself in 
this world. That's what I say .  I've earned that money with my body 
and my fingers, do the same yourself. And if you have any qualms, 
go talk it over with the devil, but don ' t  come looking for me; well, 
I've told you what I think,  and I'll tell you now that I'd sooner 
s tick my tongue two feet out  than give you even a glass of water for 
no thing. As for Mother, I don't  care what's happened to her, as a 
matter of fact, even if i t's the worst  I'm perfectly delighted, and all 
I hope is that the whore is far enough away so I'll never see her 
again for the res t of my life . I know all the things she did to pre
ven t  me from getting anywhere in the trade, and all the while she 
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was giving me that fine advice, the bitch was doing things three 
times worse. So, may the devil take her and above all n o t  bring 
her back, that's all I care." 

No t having, to tell you the tru th, a heart more tender, nor a 
soul  much more generous than my sis ter's, it was in all good fai th I 
echoed the invectives wherewith she pilloried that excellent  mo ther, 
and thanking my sister for the helpful words she promised to speak 
in my behalf, I in  my turn promised to follow her to this woman's 
house and, once I had been adopted, to put an end to my reliance 
on her. As for refusing to go to the monastery, we were fully 
agreed. 

"If indeed she is happy, so much the better for her," I com
mented, "and in that case we can look out for our own welfare 
without  having to go and submit to the same fate. And if it is a 
trap they're setting for us, we've got  to avoid it ." 

Whereupon  my sister embraced me. 
"Splendid," said she, "I see you're a good girl. Don't  worry, 

we
'

re going to make a fortune.  I'm pretty, so are you;  we'll earn as 
much as we wan t, my chit, but don't  become attached to anyone, 
remember that. One today, ano ther tomorrow, you've got  to be a 
whore, a whore in body and soul. As for myself," she went on, "I'm 
one  now, such as you see me, and there isn' t any confessional, or 
priest, or counsel, or threat that  could ruin things for me. By Jesus, 
I'd go show my ass on the sidewalk as calmly and coolly as I'd 
drink a glass of wine .  Imitate me, Fran(on, be amenable and you 
can get any thing ou t  of men,. the trade's a li ttle hard in the begin
ning, but you'll get along and things get better. So many men, so  
many tastes. A t  first you've go t  to expect i t, one of them wan ts one 
thing, ano ther wants something else .  But that doesn't matter, 
y ou're there to please and give them service,. the customer is always 
right. It doesn' t take long, and then the money's in your pocket." 

I admit I was amazed to hear such wild remarks from a girl 
so young, who had always seemed to me so decent. But as my 
heart beat in harmony with the spiri t of what  she said, I le t her 
know at  once that I was no t  only disposed to duplicate all her ac
tions, but even prepared to go a great deal further if necessary .  
Delighted with me, she  fell to embracing me again, and as  it was 
growing late, we sent out for a chicken and some good wine and 
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supped and  slept together, having decided to present ourselves the 
very next morning at  the establishment of Madame Guerin and to 
ask her to include us amongs t her pensionnaires. 

It was during that supper my sis ter taught me  all I s till did no t  
know about  libertinage. She  showed herself naked to m e, and I can 
warran t that she was one  of the pretties t creatures there was in 
Paris at the time :  the fairest of skin, the most agreeable plumpness, 
yet the most  supple and intriguing figure, the lovelies t blue eyes, 
and all the res t correspondingly fine. I also  learned for how long 
Guerin had been promo ting her in terests, and with what great 
pleasure she procured her clien ts who, never tired of her, asked for 
her cons tan tly . No sooner were we in bed than i t  o ccurred to us we 
had managed very badly in failing to give the Father Superior a 
reply, for our negligence might annoy him, and while we remained 
in this quarter of town it was importan t to humor him at least. But 
what was to be done? Eleven o'clock had s truck; we resolved to let 
things take their course. 

The adventure probably meant a great deal to the Superior, 
we supposed, and hence it was no t  difficult to surmise that he was 
laboring more in his own behalf than in that of the alleged hap
piness he had mentioned in his communication; at any rate, mid
night had jus t sounded when we heard a s oft knocking at our door. 
It was the Superior himself; he had been waiting for us, said he, 
since two in the afternoon, we should at  leas t have given him a 
response, and, seating himself at our bedside, he informed us that 
our mother had decided to spend the rest of her days in a li ttle 
secret apartment they had at the monas tery and in which she was 
having the world's most  cheerful time, improved by the company of 
all the house's bigwigs who would drop in  to spend half the day 
with her and with ano ther young woman, our mo ther's companion; 
i t  was simply up to us to come and increase the number, but, in that 
we were a li ttle too young to s tay on permanen tly, he would only 
contract us to a three-years' s tint, at the end of which he swore we 
would be granted our freedom and a thousand crowns apiece; he 
added that he had been charged by our mother to assure us that we 
would be doing her a great kindness were we to come  to share her 
solitude. 

"Father," my sis ter said most impudently, "we thank you for 
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your proposal. But at our age we have no  inclination to have our
selves locked up in a cloister in order to be whores for pries ts, 
we've had enough of that already . "  

The  Superior renewed his arguments, he spoke with a heat 
and energy which illustrated his powerful desire to have the thing 
succeed; finally observing that it was destined to fail, he hurled 
himself almost  in a fury upon my sister. 

"1' ery well, little whore, " he cried, "at leas t satisfy me once 
again before I take my leave. "  

And unbu ttoning his breeches, he go t  as tride her; she  offered 
no resis tance, persuaded that by allowing him to have his way she'd 
be rid of him all the sooner. And the smutty fellow, pinning her 
between his knees, began to brandish and then to abuse a tough and 
rather stout engine, advancing it to within a quarter of an inch of 
my sis ter's face. 

"Pretty face," he gasped, "pretty li ttle whore's face, how I'll 
soak it in my fuck, by sweet Jesus !" 

And therewith the sluices opened, the sperm flew out, and the 
en tirety of my sis ter's face, especially her nose and mouth, were 
covered with evidence of our visitor's libertinage, whose passion 
might no t  have been so  cheaply satisfied had his design in coming to 
us met with success. More complacent  now, the man of God's only 
thoughts were of escape; after having flung a crown upon the table 
and relit his lantern : 

" You are little fools, you are little tramps,"  he told us. " You 
are ruining your chances in this world; may Heaven punish your 
folly by causing you to fall on  evil days, and may I have the pleas
ure of seeing you in misery;  that would be my revenge, that is what 
I wish you." 

My sis ter, busy wiping her face, paid him back his  s tupidities 
in kind, and, our door shutting behind the Superior, we spent the 
remainder of the nigh t in peace. 

" You've just  seen one of his favorite s tunts," said my sister. 
"H e' s mad about discharging in girls' faces. If he only confined 
himself to that . . .  but the scoundrel has a good many o ther ec
cent1'icities, and some of them are so  dangerous that I do indeed 
fear . . •  " 

But my sis ter was sleepy, she dozed off without completing her 
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sentence, and the morrow bringing fresh adventures with it, we 
gave no more thought to that one. 

We were up early; having prettied ourselves as much as pos
sible, we set  out for Madame Guerin's. That heroine lived in the 
rue Soli, in a very neat ground-floor apartment she shared with six 
tall young ladies between the ages of sixteen and twenty-two, all in 
splendid health, all very pretty .  But, Messieurs, you will be so  kind 
as to allow me  to postpone giving their descriptions until the proper 
moment in my s tory arrives. Delighted by the project which brought 
my sis ter to her for a long s tay, Madame Guerin greeted us cor
dially and with the greates t pleasure showed us our rooms. 

" Young as you may find this child to be," my sis ter said as she 
introduced me, "she will serve you well, I guaran tee it . She is mild
tempered, thoughtful, has a very good character, and the soul of 
a thoroughgoing whore. You must have a number of old lechers 
amongst your acquain tances who are fond of children;  well this is 
just what they're looking for . . .  put her to work." 

Turning in my direction, Guerin asked me  if I was willing to 
undertake anything. 

" Yes, Madame," I answered with something of an indignan t 
air, and it pleased her, "anything provided it pays." 

We were in troduced to our n ew companions, who already 
knew my sister very well and out of friendship for her promised to 
look  after me.  We all sat down to dine together, and such, in a few 
words, Messieurs, was how I became ins talled in my first bro thel. 

I was no t  to remain long unemployed; that same evening, an 
o ld businessman arrived wrapped up in a cloak; Guerin selected 
him for my first customer and arranged the match. 

"A h, this time," said she to the old libertine, leading me forth, 
"if it's s till hairless you like them, Monsieur Duclos, you'll be de
lighted with the article, or your money back. Not a hair o n  her 
body ."  

"Indeed,"  said the  old original, peering down at m e, " i t  looks 
like a child, yes indeed. How old are you, little one'f" 

"Nine, Monsieur." 
"Nine years old! • . .  Well, well! that' s  how I like them, 

Madame Guerin, that's how I like them, you know. I'd take them 
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even younger if you had any around. Why, bless my soul, they're 
ready as soon  as they're weaned." 

And laughing good-naturedly a t  his remarks, Guerin with
drew, leaving us alone  together. Then the o ld libertine came up and 
kissed me upo n  the mouth two or three times. With one of his 
hands guiding mine, he had me pull from his fly a little device that 
could n o t  have been more limp; continuing to act more or less in 
silence, he un tied my skirts, lay me  upon the couch with my blouse 
raised high upo n  my ches t, mounted as tride my thighs which he had 
s eparated as far as possible; with one  hand he pried open my li t tle 
cun t  while with the o ther put  all his s trength in to manipulating his 
meager machine. "A h, pretty li ttle bird," he said as he agitated 
himself and emitted sighs of pleasure, "ah, how I'd tame you if I 
were s till able to, but  I can' t anymore. There's n o  remedy for i t, in 
four years' time this bugger of a prick will have ceased to get s tiff. 
Open up, open up, my dearest, spread your legs ."  And finally after 
fifteen minu tes of s truggle, I observed my man to sigh and pant 
with greater energy . A few oa ths len t  s trength to his expression, 
and I felt the area surrounding my cun t  inundated with the h o t, 
scummy seed which the rascal, unable to shoo t  i t  inside, was at
tempting to tamp down with his fingertips. 

He had no sooner done so  than he  was gone like a flash of 
ligh tning, and I was s till cleaning myself when my gallan t  passed 
out the door and in to the s treet. And so  i t  was I came, Messieurs, 
to  be named Duclos;  the tradition  in this h ouse was for each girl to 
adopt the name of her firstcomer. I obeyed the custom. 

"One moment there ,"  said the Due. "I delayed interrupting you 
until you came to a pause j you are at one now. Would you provide 
further information upon two matters : first, have you ever had any 
news o f  your mother, have you ever discovered what became of 
her ? Secondly, was there any cause for the antipathy you and your 
sister had for her, or would you say these feelings were naturally 
inculcate in you both ? This relates to the p roblem of the human 
heart, and ' tis upon that we are concentrating our major efforts." 

"My Lord, " Duclos replied, "neither my sister nor I have 
ever heard the slightest word from tha t  woman." 
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"Excellent, " said the Due, "in that case it 's  all  very clear, 
wouldn't  you say so,  Durcet ?" 

"Incontestably," answered the banker. "Not a shadow o f  a 
doubt, and you are very fortunate you did not put your foot in that 
one. Neither of  you would ever have got out." 

" 'Tis incredible ,"  Curval commented, "what headway that 
mania has made with the public." 

"Why, no ; a fter all , there's nothing more delicious ,"  the 
Bishop replied. 

"And the second point ?" asked the Due, addressing the story
teller. 

"As for the second point, my Lord, that is  to say, as  for the 
reason for our antipathy, I'm a fraid I should be hard pressed to 
account for it, but it was so violent in our two hearts that we both 
made the avowal that we would in all probability and very easily 
have poisoned her had we not managed, as i t  turned out, to be 
rid o f  her by other means.  Our aversion had reached the ultimate 
degree of  intensity, and as  nothing overt occurred to give rise 
to it ,  I should judge i t  most likely that this sentiment was inspired 
in us by Nature." 

"What doubt of  i t  can there be ?" said the Due. "It  happens 
every day that she implants the most violent inclination to commit 
what mortals call crimes, and had you poisoned her twenty times 
over, this act would never have been anything but the result of the 
penchant for crime Nature put in you, a penchant she wishes to 
draw to your attention by endowing you with such a powerful hos
til i ty. It is  madness to suppose one owes something to one's mother. 
And upon what, then, would gratitude be based ? is one to be thank
ful that she discharged when someone once fucked her ? Tha t  would 
suffice, to be sure. As for myself, I see therein naught but grounds 
for hatred and scorn. Does that  mother of ours give us  happiness 
in giving us  life ? . . .  Hardly. She casts u s  into a world beset with 
dangers, and once in it ,  ' tis for us  to manage as  best we can. I dis
tinctly recall that, long ago, I had a mother who aroused in me 
much the same sentiments Duclos felt for hers : I abhorred her. 
As soon as  I was in a position to do so, I dispatched her into the 
next world ; may she roast there ; never in my life have I tasted a 
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keener delight than the one I knew when she closed her eyes for 
the last time."  

At this point  dreadful sobs  were heard to come from one o f  
the quatrains. It proved t o  be the Due' s ; upon closer examination 
i t  was discovered that young Sophie had burst into tears. Provided 
with a heart unlike those villains ' ,  their conversation had brought 
to mind the cherished memory of  her who had given her life, and 
who had perished in an effort to protect her while she was being 
abducted ; this cruel vision offered itself to her tender imagination, 
a flood of tears ensued. 

"Ah, by God, now I "  said the Duc, "that's splendid. It 's  for 
mama you're  crying, i s  it ,  my li ttle snotface ? Come here, come 
along, let me comfort you ."  

And the libertine, warmed by what  had been happening, by 
these words of his ,  and by the effects they produced, displayed a 
thunderous prick which was apparently speeding toward a dis
charge. Marie ,  the quatrain's duenna, led the child forward all the 
same. Her tears flowed abundantly down her cheeks, the novice' s  
dress s h e  w a s  wearing that day seemed t o  lend yet more charm to 
the sorrow which embellished her looks : it  were impossible for a 
creature to be lovelier. 

"By the Holy Bugger,"  quoth the Duc, springing up like one 
gone out o f  his  mind, "what a pretty mouthful we have here. I 'm 
going to do what Duclos has just  described . . .  smear some fuck 
on her cunt . . . .  Undress her." 

And everyone silently awaited the issue of this li ttle skirmish. 
"Oh I my Lord, my Lord I" cried Sophie, casting herself at the 

Duc's  feet, "at least respect my sorrow, I groan for my mother's 
fate, she was dear to me, she died de fending me, I shall never see 
her again. Have pity upon my tears, grant me this one evening of 
respite. " 

"Why, fuck my eyes I "  the Duc exclaimed, fondling his heaven
threatening prick, "I 'd  never have beli eved this scene could be so 
voluptuous. Off with her clothes, I tell you to take them off, " he 
roared at Marie, "she should already be naked." 

And Aline, lying upon the Duc's couch, shed warm tears,  so 
did Adelaide, who was heard to utter a moan in Curval' s  alcove ; 
the latter, in no wise partaking of that lovely creature's  grief, vio-
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lently scolded his playmate for having shifted from the position he  
had commanded her  to keep, and, that  done, turned an appreciative 
gaze upon the delicious scene whose outcome interested him ex
ceedingly. 

Sophie's clothes are removed without the faintest regard for 
her feelings, she is  placed in the posture Duclos has just described, 
the Duc announces that he i s  about to discharge. But how is  the 
thing to be done ? What Duclos has just related had been per
formed by a man virtually incapable of an erection, and he had 
been able to direct his fl abby prick's discharge wherever he wished. 
Such was not the case here : the threatful head of the Duc's engine 
had not the least inclination to lower the awful stare whereby it 
seemed bent on cowing heaven ; it appeared necessary, so to speak, 
to place the child on high. No one knew what to do, and the more 
obstacles were encountered, the more the enraged Duc fumed and 
blasphemed. Desgranges finally came to the rescue ; nothing that 
pertained to libertinage was unknown to that sage old dame. She 
caught up the child and set her so skillfully upon her knees that, 
whatever the stance the Duc might adopt, the end of his  prick was 
sure to nudge her vagina. Two servants came up to hold Sophie 's  
legs ,  and had it  been her deflowering hour, never might she have 
displayed the merchandise to better advantage. But there was yet 
more to attend to : a clever hand was needed to cause the torrent to 
leap its banks and to direct the flood fairly to its destination. 
Blangis had no desire to entrust so important a matter to an un
tutored child. 

"Take Julie , "  Durcet suggested, "she'll suit you ; she's begin
ning to frig l ike an angel." 

"Bah," muttered the Duc,  "I know the clumsy bitch. And she 
knows her father. No, she'd be panic-stricken, she'd fumble it." 

"Upon my soul, I do recommend a boy for the j ob," said 
Curval ; "why not Hercule ? His wrist is  like a whip." 

"I won't  have anyone but Duclos ,"  the Duc answered, "she's  
the best of  our friggers, allow her to quit her post for a moment or 
two."  

Duclos steps forward, beaming with pride to  have been ac
corded so distinguished a preference. She rolls her sleeve to the 
elbow and grasps the nobleman's enormous instrument, she sets to 
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rattling that  spear ,  keeps the foreskin snapped broadly back, she 
moves it with such art, she agitates it by means of strokes so swift 
and simultaneously so perfectly attuned to the state she observes 
her patient to be in, that the bomb finally explodes upon the very 
hole i t  is to cover, inundating it .  The Duc shrieks, swears, storms. 
Duclos i s  disconcerted not in the least, she gauges her movements 
by the degree of pleasure they produce. Antinoiis, properly situated 
for this function, delicately works the sperm into the vagina as pro
portionally i t  flows from the spigot, and the Due, vanquished by 
the most delicious sensations, dying from joy, sees grow gradually 
slack, between his frigger's fingers, that high-spirited, mettlesome 
member whose ardor has just been so powerfully communicated to 
the rest of himself. He flings himself back upon his sofa, Duclos 
strides back to her throne, the child wipes herself, is consoled, and 
regains her quatrain, and the recital continues, leaving the spec
tators convinced of a truth wherewith, I believe, they have already 
been penetrated for a long time : that the idea of crime i s  able always 
to ignite the senses and lead us to lubricity. 

I was greatly surprised, said Duclos, taking up the thread of 
her narrative, to see all  my companions laugh when I returned, 
and ask me if I had wiped myself, and say a thousand o ther things 
which proved they knew perfectly well what had just happened. I 
was no t  long left in my quandary;  leading me into a room adjacent 
to the one in which the parties ordinarily took place and in which a 
short while before I had been at work, my sis ter showed me a hole 
which looked squarely upon  the couch a"d from which it was easy 
to see everything that transpired there. She told me that the young 
ladies found it diverting to watch what men did to their colleagues; 
I could come and do some spying whenever I wished, provided 
there was no t  someone already at the hole. For it not  infrequen tly 
occurred, said she, that this respectable hole had a part in mysteries 
which would be disclosed to me later on .  The week was no t  out  
before I took advantage of my opportunities : one morning some
one  came and asked for a girl named Rosalie, one  of the most  
lovely blondes it were possible to behold; I was curious to see what 
was to be done to her. I hid myself and witnessed the following 
scene. 
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The man with whom she had to cope was n o  older than 
twen ty-six or thirty.  Immediately she en tered, he had her sit down 
on  a very high stool used especially for this ceremony. As soon  as 
she was settled, he removed all her combs and hairpins and down 
all the way to the floor floated in a cloud the superb golden hair 
that adorned Rosalie's head. He drew a comb from his pocket, 
combed her hair, took  handfuls of it, tangled i t, kissed i t, every
thing he did was accompanied by remarks praising the beauty of 
that hair in which he took  such a keen and exclusive in terest .  At  
last, from out  of  his trousers he pulled a smart little prick, already 
quite stiff, and he promptly enveloped i t  in his Dulcinea's hair; once 
well wrapped, he began to fondle his dart and discharged, at the 
same time passing his o ther arm around Rosalie's neck and apply
ing his lips to her mouth. He extricated his defunct engine, I saw 
that my companion's hair was matted with glis tening fuck; she 
cleaned it, pu t it up again, and our lovers separated. 

A month later, someone came in quest of my sister; this per
sonage, I was told by the o thers, merited observing, for he had a 
most baroque specialty.  He was a man of about fifty . Straightway 
he en tered, without  any preamble, without  a caress, he exhibited his 
behind to my sister, who knew her part to perfection;  he has her 
take her place on the bed, he backs toward her, she seizes that 
flaccid and wrinkled o ld ass, drives her five fingers into the orifice, 
and begins to struggle and battle and worry it with such force the 
bed creaks. Be that as i t  may, without bringing anything else to 
ligh t, our man wriggles, twitches, follows my sis ter's movements, 
lends himself luxuriously to this fearful abuse, cries he is coming, 
comes, and affirms this is the greatest of all pleasures. He had in
deed taken a furious buffeting, my sis ter was in a sweat; but what 
mild stuff! what lack of imagination !  

A lthough the gentleman with whom I had t o  d o  n o t  long 
afterward was hardly more difficult to satisfy, he  at least seemed 
more voluptuous and, in my view, his mania had more of the liber
tine tincture. He was a heavy-set man of about forty-five, short, 
s turdy, but energetic and hearty . Never having met a person  with 
his predilection, my first act, as soon as we were alone together, 
was to hoist my skirts to the navel : a dog confron ted by a hickory 
s tick could no t  have looked more unhappy : "Good God, dearie, 
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le t' s  n o t  have any of your cun t, please put it away." So saying, he  
snatched down my skirts even more hastily than I had raised them. 
" These poor little whores," he mumbled, screwing up his face in a 
pout, "never have any thing but cun ts to show you.  I may nol  be 
able to discharge this evening, thanks to that exhibition . . .  unless 
I can succeed in getting the accursed image of that cunt  oul of my 
head." Whereupon he turned me about and methodically raised my 
petticoats from behind. Guiding me himself, and keeping my skirts 
raised at all times, he moved me about in order to observe how my 
buttocks bounced when I walked, and then he had me approach the 
bed, upon  which he had me lie belly down. Next, with the most 
scrupulous attention he examined my ass, with one hand screening 
his eyes to avoid any glimpse of my cun t  whereof, it appeared, he 
was in mortal terror. At las t, having warned me to do all in my 
power to conceal that unworthy (l employ his expressio n )  part 
from his sight, he brought bo th hands to bear on my ass and manip
ulated it lewdly and at length : he opened it, he closed it again, 
spread and squeezed i t, sometimes he applied his mouth to i t, and 
once or twice I even felt him press his lips to the hole; but he still 
had no t  touched himself. no thing could be discerned. None the less, 
he must have felt hidden pressures mount and readied himself for 
the denouement  of his little ritual. "Lie down," he told me, tossing 
a few pillows on the /loor, "yes, down there, that's i t, that will do 
. . .  with your legs well spread, the ass a shade higher, and the hole 
stretched as wide open as it will go;  come now, wider s till," he con
tinued, no ticing my docili ty . And then, taking a stool and placing i t  
between my legs, he sat down in such a way that his  prick, which 
he now dragged from his breeches and began to vibrate, was as it 
were at a level with the hole upon which he was to offer a libation.  
His movements now grew more rapid, with one hand he frigged 
himself, with the o ther he separated my buttocks, and a few adula
tory commendations seasoned with a quan tity of hard language con
s titu ted his speech. "Ah, bugger the Almighty, here ' tis, the lovely 
ass, " he cried, " the sweet little hole, and how I'm going to wet i t ." 
He kept his word. I felt myself soaked; his ecs tasy seemed to an· 
nihilate the libertine. A h, how true it is that the homage rendered 
at this temple is always more ardent than the incense which is 
burned at the o ther; and my worshiper left after promising to re-
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turn to see me again, for he averred I satisfied his desires very well. 
He did indeed come back the next day, but was un true to me, his 
inconstancy led him to my sis ter's asshole; I observed them, saw 
everything : every aspect of the rite was absolutely the same, and 
my sister len t herself to it with the same good will. 

"Did your sister have a handsome ass ?" Durcet inquired. 
"You may judge by one fact, my Lord," Duclos replied. "A 

famous painter commissioned to do a Venus with a magnificent be
hind asked her the following year to be his model after having, he 
said,  consulted every procuress in Paris without finding anything 
to equal her." 

"Well now, since she was fifteen and since we have a few girls 
of the same age here, compare her ass ," the financier continued, 
"with some of the asses you see in the room." 

Duclos' eyes came to rest upon Zelmire ,  and she told Durcet 
that i t  would be impossible,  not only with respect to the ass,  but 
even with respect to the face, to find anyone who bore a closer 
resemblance to her sister. 

"In that case , "  said Durcet, "come here, Zelmire,  present your 
cheeks."  

She did indeed belong to  h is  quatrain ; the  charming girl ap
proached all atremble. She was placed at the foot of the couch, 
made to lie upon her belly, her rump was raised by means of 
cushions,  the li ttle hole was in plain sight. The lecher's  prick begins 
to rise,  he falls to kissing and fondling what lies under his nose. 
He orders Julie  to frig him, she sets to work, his hands stray 
hither and yon, snatching at  divers obj ects, lust heats his brain, 
under Julie ' s  voluptuous treatment his li ttle prick looks as if  it  were 
about to stiffen, the lecher swears,  the fuck flows, and the bell sounds 
for dinner. 

As the same profusion reigned at  every meal,  to have described 
one i s  to have described them all ; but as  almost everyone had dis
charged, there was a general need to recuperate strength, and there
fore the friends drank a great  deal at  this supper. Zelmire, to 
whom they gave the sobriquet of Duclos ' sister, was to an un
common degree regaled during the subsequent orgies ,  and everyone 
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simply had to kiss her ass. The Bishop left a puddle of fuck thereon, 
the three others restiffened over it ,  and they went to bed as  they 
had the night before, that is to say, each with the wi fe he had had 
upon his couch, and with one of the four fuckers who had not ap
peared since the midday meal. 



TH E THIRD DAY 

�he Duc was abroad at nine o'clock. 'Twas he who volun-
1 teered to be the first to lend a hand in the lessons Duclos was to 

administer to the little girls. He installed himself in an armchair 
and for one long hour submitted to various fondlings, masturba
tions, pollutions, and to a wide variety of tricks performed by each 
of those little ones who, throughout it  all, were guided and super
vised by their mistress ; and as may be readily imagined, his 
spirited temperament was furiously aroused by the ceremony. He 
was obliged to make unbelievable efforts to preserve his  fuck from 
loss, but, more or less in control of himself, he managed to contain 
himself and returned to his friends in triumph, boasting that he'd 
just weathered an assault he defied any one of them to beat off 
as phlegmatically. That brought on considerable wagering, the 
stakes were high, a fine of fifty louis was ultimately imposed upon 
whoever discharged during the lessons. 

Instead of taking breakfast and conducting searches, this 
morning was employed in drawing up a program for the seventeen 
orgies planned for the end of each week, in this way definitively to 
fix the dates of the deflowerings now that, after having become 
better acquainted with the subj ects than they had been previously, 
they were able to pass legislation. In that this timetable in the 
most decisive manner regulated all the operations to be executed 
during the campaign, we have deemed it  necessary to provide the 
reader with a copy : it  seems to us that, once he has perused it and 
familiarized himself with the subj ects' several destinies,  he will be 
able to take a keener interest in their individual persons. 

3 0 1  
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SCHEDULE OF WORKS TO BE ACCOM PLISHED 

DURING THE REMAI NDER OF THE PARTY 

On the 7 th of November, at which time the first week will 
have drawn a close, Messieurs shall proceed in the morning to the 
marriage of Michette and Giton, and those two wedded individ
uals, whose age forbids them from conj oining, as is true in the 
cases of the three following couples, shall be separated on their 
marriage night, for to closet them together would be as  futile as 
this ridiculous ceremony which will  serve only to create diversion 
during the day. That same evening, punishments which have ac
cumulated and been entered on the list kept by the month 's  presid
ing officer shall be meted out. 

On the 1 4th, Messieurs shall in the same way effect the 
marriage o f  Narcisse and Hebe, with the same clauses as those 
cited above. 

On the 2 1 st, in the same way, Colombe and Zelamir shall 
be married. 

On the 2 8 th, Cupidon and Rosette. 

On the 4th of December, Champville ' s  narrations having pre
pared the way for the following enterprises, the Due shall de
flower Fanny. 

On the 5 th,  the said Fanny shall be wedded to Hyacinthe who, 
in the presence of the company assembled, shall take his pleasure 
with his  young wife. In such will consist the fifth week's festival, 
and the corrections shall take place in the evening as usual, because 
the marriages shall be celebrated in the morning. 

On the 8 th, Curval shall deflower Michette. 

On the 1 1  th, the Duc shall deflower Sophie.  

On the 1 2th, to celebrate the sixth week' s festival, Sophie shall 
be married to Celadon, and the clauses cited for the above-men
tioned marriage shall be made to apply to this one ; this shall not be 
repeated for those to follow. 
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On the 1 5  th, Curval shall deflower Hebe. 

On the 1 8th, the Due shall deflower Zelmire, and on the 1 9th, 
in order to celebrate the seventh week's festival, Adonis shall marry 
Zelmire. 

On the 20th, Curval shall deflower Colombe. 

On the 25 th, Christmas Day, the Due shall deflower Augus
tine ,  and on the 26th, for the eighth week's festival, Zephyr shall 
marry Augustine. 

On the 29th, Curval shall deflower Rosette, and all the fore
going arrangements have been made to insure that Curval, less well 
membered than the Duc, be provided with more youthful girls. 

On the 1 st of January, the first day of the year and the one 
upon which Martaine's newly begun narration will influence imagi
nations to consider new pleasures, the sodomistic deflorations shall 
be inaugurated, and shall proceed in the following order : 

On the 1 st of January, the Duc shall sound Hebe' s ass. 

On the 2nd, in celebration of the ninth week, Hebe, having 
been plumbed fore by Curval, from behind by the Due, shall be 
turned over to Hercule, who, before the company assembled, shall 
employ her for purposes to be specified upon the occasion. 

On the 4th, Curval shall embugger Zelamir. 

On the 6th, the Due shall embugger Michette ; on the 9th, in 
celebration of the tenth week's festival, the said Michette, who will 
have been deflowered fore by Curval, and whose ass will have been 
tried by the Duc, shall be turned over to Bum-Cleaver, that he 
may enjoy her, etc. , e tc. 

On the 1 1  th, the Bishop shall sodomize Cupidon. 

On the 1 3 th,  Curval shall sodomize Zelmire. 

On the 1 5  th, the Bishop shall sodomize Colombe. 

On the 1 6th, for the eleventh week's festival, Colombe, whose 
cunt will have been deflowered by Curval, her ass by the Bishop, 
shall be turned over to Antinoiis, who shall enjoy her, e tc. 
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On the 1 7th,  the Duc shall embugger Giton. 

On the 1 9th, Curval shall embugger Sophie. 

On the 21 st, the Bishop shall embugger Narcisse. 

On the 22nd, the Duc shall embugger Rosette. 

On the 23 rd, for the twelfth week' s festival, Rosette shall be 
turned over to Invictus. 

On the 25 th, Curval shall march into Augustine' s  behind. 

On the 28 th, the Bishop shall enter Fanny's. 

On the 30th, for the thirteenth week's festival, the Duc shall 
take Hercule for his husband and Zephyr for his wife, and the 
marriage shall be both accomplished and consummated before the 
eyes of everyone, as shall be the three others which follow. 

On the 6th of February, for the fourteenth week's festival , 
Bum-Cleaver shall become Curval' s  husband, Adonis his wife. 

On the 1 3 th of February, for the fifteenth week' s festival, 
Antinoiis shall be made husband to the Bishop, to him shall Gladon 
be made a wife. 

On the 20th of  February, for the sixteenth week's festival, 
Invictus shall as a husband be wedded to Durcet, Hyacinthe as a 
wife. 

As for the festival of the seventeenth week, due to fall on the 
27th of February, upon the eve of the narrations' conclusion, it 
shall be celebrated by sacrifices for which Messieurs reserve them
selves in petto the choice of victims. 

These arrangements provide for the obliteration of all maiden
heads by the 30th of January, with the exception of those of the 
four young boys whom Messieurs are to marry as wives, and whom 
they are eager to preserve intact until their weddings, in order 
that their amusement be made to last until the end of the party. 

As the obj ects are progressively depucelated, they shall take 
the place of the wives upon the couches at storytelling time, and, at 
nighttime, they shall l i e  with Messieurs, alternately, and at Mes-
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sieurs' choice, together with the las t  four fairies M essieurs will take 
to themselves as  wives during the final month. 

From the moment a girl or a depucelated boy shall have re
placed a wife upon the couch, the said wife shall be repudiated. 
From this  moment onward, she shall be in general discredit, and 
shall be ranked lower than the servants. 

With regard to Hebe, aged twelve, Michette, aged twelve, 
C olombe, aged thirteen, and Rosette, aged thirteen, as progres
sively they are surrendered to the fuckers and exercised by the 
latter, they too shall fall into discredit, shall henceforth be used 
for none but harsh and brutal purposes, shall rank with the re
pudiated wives, and shall be treated with the u tmost rigor. And 
as  of the 24th of January, all four of them will have descended to 
the same inferior level. 

This schedule affirms that unto the Duc shall fall nine pu
celages : the first encuntments of  Fanny, Sophie, Zelmire, Augus
tine, the original embuggeries of Hebe, Michette, Giton, Rosette, 
and Zephyr. 

Unto Curva! shall fall the cunt-pucelages of Michette, Hebe, 
Colombe, Rosette, the ass-pucelages of ZeIamir, Zelmire, Sophie ,  
Augustine, and Adonis ,  being in all nine deflorations. 

Unto Durcet, who does not fuck at  all, i s  reserved the ass
pucelage of Hyacinthe, who in the capacity of a wife shall be wedded 
to him. 

And unto the B ishop, who fucks naught but asses, are reserved 
the sodomistical depucelations of  Cupidon, of C olombe, of N ar
cisse, of Fanny, and of Celadon. 

The entire day having been spent preparing this program and 
chatting about it, and no one having been found at fault, all went 
uneventfully ahead, the storytelling hour arrived ; everyone took 
his place, the illustrious Duclos mounted the stage. She proceeded 
in this wise : 
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A young man, whose mania, although no t  in my opinion very 
libertine, is none the less curious enough, appeared at Madame 
Guerin's shortly after the adventure I spoke of yes terday. He had 
to haw a young and healthy wet nurse; he  suckled the good 
woman's teat and leaked his seed over her thighs while gorging 
himself on her milk. His prick s truck me as paltry and mean, all 
his person rather puny, and his discharge was as mild as his pro
ceedings were benign. 

Ano ther one appeared in the same room the next day; his 
mania will doub tless prove more en tertaining to you.  He insisted 
upo n  having his woman enveloped in a sheet so that her face and 
breast would be entirely hidden from him, the single part of her 
body he wanted to see, and which had to be of the highes t degree 
of excellence, was her ass, all the res t meant no thing to him, and 
he assured Madame Guerin that a glimpse of anything else would 
anger him exceedingly. Guerin had a woman brought in from the ou t
side : she was ugly to the point of bitterness and almost  fifty years 
o ld, but  her buttocks were molded like those of P enus, no thing 
more beau tiful could ewr bewitch one' s  gaze. 

I was eager to see this operation;  the old duenna, well wrapped 
up, was told at  o nce to lie belly down on the edge of the bed. Our 
libertine, a man of about  thirty and who seemed to me a gentle
man of the clo th, lifts her skirts above her loins, is thrilled by what 
greets his eyes and flatters his tas tes. He touches, he spreads this 
superb breech, showers passionate kisses upon  i t, and, his imagina
tion fired by what he supposes rather than by what he would ac
tually have seen had the woman been unveiled and even  had she 
been at lracti'CJe, he fancies he is holding commerce with Aphrodite 
herself, and a t  the end of a fairly brief career, his engine hardens 
thanks to the jerks and jolts, and unlooses a warm rain over the en
semble of the sublime ass exposed to his view. His discharge was 
sharp and impetuous. He was seated facing the adored idol; one of 
his hands opened it while with the o ther he polluted it, and he cried 
ten times in succession : "A h, what a beautiful ass ! A h, what a delight 
to drown such an ass in fuck !" He rose when done, and left without  
indicating the least desire to find out  with whom he  had been 
dealing. 

A young abbo t called for my sis ter a short time afterward. He 
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was you thful and handsome, but one could scarcely discern his prick, 
so minute and soft it was. He s tretched his almost  naked partner 
on  a couch, knelt down between her thighs, supporting her bu ttocks 
with bo th hands, with one of them tickling the pretty lit tle hole in 
her behind. Meanwhile, he conveyed his mouth to my sis ter's cunt .  
He tickled i ts cli toris with his tongue, and managed so  cunningly, so 
harmoniously synchronized the two activities, that within the space 
of three minutes he had plunged her into a delirium; I saw her head 
toss about, her eyes begin to roll, and heard the rascal cry : "A h, 
my dear Reverend Father, you're slaying me with pleasure !" 

The abbot's custom was simply to swallow the liquid his liber
tine dexterity made flow; and this he did no t  now fail to do, shaking 
himself the while, agitating himself as he bore down upon my sis ter : 
I saw him spatter indubitable evidence of his virility upon the floor. 
My turn came the next day, and I believe I can assure you, Mes
sieurs, that it was one of the sweetes t operations to which in all my 
life I have ever been exposed : that scoundrel of an abbo t  had my 
first frui ts, and it was into his mouth I shed my first fuck. More 
eager than my sister to give him pleasure in re turn for what he had 
caused me, I unthinkingly seized his drooping prick, and my little 
hand replied to what his mouth had made me feel with such delight. 

The Duc could not prevent himself from interrupting at this 
point. To a remarkable degree excited by the pollutions he had 
undergone that same morning, he had an idea that this species of 
lubric sport executed with the fascinating Augustine, whose spar
kling, roguish eyes announced the most precocious temperament, 
would deliver him of  a charge of  fuck that was stinging his balls 
in a dreadful way. She was a member of his quatrain, he found her 
likeable, she was destined to be deflowered by him, he summoned 
her. On this particular evening she had a kerchief  tied round her 
head, was clad in peasant guise , and seemed charming beneath that 
costume. The duenna hoisted her skirts and established her in the 
posture Duclos had represented. The Duc first of all lay hands on 
her buttocks, knelt, brought a finger to the anus and l ightly titillated 
its rim, seized up the clitoris this amiable child already had in con
siderable growth, and sucked it. The people of Languedoc are high
spirited, they say, and Augustine proved them right ; fire leapt into 
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her pretty eyes, she sighed and panted and moaned, her thighs rose 
mechanically, and the Duc was pleased to sip a gush of young fuck 
which in all l ikelihood had never flowed before. 

But j oy i s  seldom succeeded by joy. There are l ibertines so 
hardened in vice that the simpler,  the more delicate and banal be 
the thing they do,  the less effect i t  has upon thei r  execrable minds. 
Of their number our beloved Duc was one, he swallowed that 
delicious child's sperm without his  own contriving to flow ; all p resent 
beheld the moment arrive, for no one is more illogical than a liber
tine, the moment appeared at hand, I say, when he would blame his  
unresponse upon the poor l i ttle wretch who,  all a dither at  having 
yielded to Nature,  was hiding her face in her hands and struggling 
to get free and return to her place. 

"Get me another one , "  thundered the Due, casting furious 
glances at  Augustine, "I'll suck every last one of  them if  that's re
quired to lose my fuck." 

Zelmire,  the second girl  in h is  quatrain, was brought to the 
fore, she too was the Due's by escheat.  Though equal in years to 
Augustine, the grief  for her pl ight robbed her of  the power to taste 
a pleasure which, who knows, had it  not been for that, Nature might 
have allowed her to reli sh. Up rose her skirts, up above two li ttle 
thighs whiter than alabaster, a chubby l i ttle mons veneris hove into 
view, i t  was upholstered by a fluffy down just beginning to appear.  
She i s  adjusted, obliged to yield,  she obeys automatically, but sweat,  
strain, suck though he  does, nothing happens to the Due. Fifteen 
minutes of this and he rises in a fury, and, fl inging himself into h is  
closet with Hercule and Narcisse : 

"Ah, by fuck 1" he roars. "It ' s  very clear to me that's  not the 
game I'm hunting"-'tis to the two l ittle girls he alludes-" and 
that I ' ll only have a fair shot at this ." 

I t  i s  not known to what excesses h e  surrendered himself, but 
ere  an instant had passed screams and shouts declared he had carried 
the day, and p roved that boys are always the far more certain 
implements to a discharge than the most adorable girls .  In the 
m eantime, the B i shop had l ikewise enchambered himself with Giton, 
Zelamir,  and Invictus, and the outbursts which accompanied his  
discharge having struck the assembly's  ears,  the two brothers, who 
h ad probably resorted to similar expedients, returned, more calmly 
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to listen to the rest of the story our heroine took up again in these 
terms : 

Nigh unto two years passed by during which time no one of 
particular in terest arrived at Madame Guerin's; the gen tlemen who 
called either had tastes too ordinary to warrant description, or had 
tastes analogous to those I have already described; and then one 
day I was told to prepare myself, and above all to wash out my 
mouth. A heavy, thickset man of about fifty stood beside the mis
tress of the house. 

"Well, there she is," said Madame. "She's only twelve, Mon
sieur, just as clean and tidy as if she'd come this morning out of her 
mo ther's belly, and you can take my word for that." 

The customer inspects me, has me open my mouth, he examines 
my teeth, sniffs my breath, and evidently satisfied that all is in 
order, he goes with me in to the sanctuary intended for pleasure. 
We sit down face to face and very near to one ano ther. No one 
could be more solemn than my gallant nor more phlegmatic. He 
s tares coldly a t  me, then appraises me with narrowed eyes, I have 
no idea where all this is leading when, finally breaking his silence, 
he bids me collect a mouthful of saliva. I obey, and as soon as he 
fancies my mouth must be full, he throws himself upon my neck, 
passionately puts his arm around my head, thereby immobilizing it, 
and gluing his lips to my mouth, he pumps, sucks, eagerly swallows 
all the bewitching fluid I have collected, and it  seems enough to put 
him in an overwhelming ecstasy. He sucks my tongue into his mouth 
with identical fervor, and when he senses it is dry, perceives my 
mouth is empty, he commands me to repeat the operation .  He re
iterates his, then I do, then he does, and so on  eight or ten times 
over. 

He sucked up my saliva with such furious avidi ty it discomfited 
my chest and lungs .  I thought that at leas t a few sparks of pleasure 
were going to climax his transports; I was mistaken. His apathy, 
whence he emerged only for brief instan ts during his most in tense 
suckings, compassed him again immediately he had drained me, and 
when at last I told him I could do no more, he fell to eyeing me 
dis tan tly, to s taring at me as he had at the beginning, then got  up 
without a word, paid Guerin, and left. 
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"Ah, God's prick and balls I "  cried Curval, "I 'm happier than 
he, for I'm coming." 

Everyone raised his  head, everyone saw the dear President 
doing to Jul ie ,  his  wife, whom that day he had for couch com
panion, the same thing Duclos had just been relating. That this 
passion appealed admirably to his tastes was generally well known ; 
Julie by and large procured him abundant pleasure in thi s manner, 
Duclos had no doubt done less well by her gallant. But that was in 
all l ikel ihood his  own fault ; fail ing to appreciate what certain 
mouths, in  certain conditions, may offer, he got nothing from 
Duclos ' ,  whereas the President obtained satisfaction from Julie' s .  

A month later, s a i d  Duclos, who had been invited t o  continue ,  
I had dealings with a sucker who assailed what one might term the 
same fort but from an en tirely different angle. This latter was an 
elderly abbo t  who, after having previously kissed and caressed my 
bum for above half an hour, introduced his tongue into i ts hole, 
made i t  penetrate deep, dart to left and righI, turn this way, turn 
that way, all with such surpassing art I thought I felt it drive nigh 
to the dep ths of my en trails . But this abbo t  of mine, much less 
phlegma tic, as he used one  hand to spread my butto cks, used the o ther 
to frig himself very voluptuously, and as he  discharged he drew my 
anus to his face with such violence and tickled it so lubriciously that  
my ecs tasy coincided with his. When he was finished, he spen t an
o ther moment  scrutinizing my buttocks, s taring at that hole he'd jus t 
reamed wider, and couldn' t preven t himself from gluing his mouth 
to i t  one las t time; then he hastened off, assuring me he would be back 
frequen tly, would ask for me, and that he was most  content with my 
ass. He kept  his promise, and for six months he came to visit me 
three or  four times a week, regularly performing the same operation 
to which I became so  thoroughly accus tomed that each time he exe
cuted his li t tle project, I all but  expired with delight-an aspect of 
the rite abou t  which he appeared to care very li ttle, for, as best I 
could judge, he had no inclination to find out  whether or no my work 
pleased me; that did no t  seem to matter to him. And indeed, who 
can tell? Men are extraordinary indeed; had he known of i t, my 
pleasure might even have displeased him. 
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And now Durcet, whom the story had inflamed, like the old 
priest was moved to suck some asshole or other, but would not have 
a girl ' s .  He called for Hyacinthe, who of them all pleased him the 
most. He placed the l ittle chap, kissed his ass, frigged his prick and 
sucked i t .  By the nervous shuddering of his body, by the spasm 
which ordinarily heralded his discharge, it was thought the evil 
l ittle anchovy that Aline was thumping and pulling as best she 
could, was finally going to disgorge its seed, but no, the financier 
was penurious when i t  came to parting with his fuck, he simply 
could not, or would not, stiffen. It occurs to them all that his obj ect 
ought to be changed, Celadon is  substituted for Hyacinthe, but all ' s  
at a standstill, not  the leas t  improvement is apparent. The opportune 
tolling of  a bell announcing supper saves the banker's honor. 

"Why," says he, laughing with his confreres , "it's not my 
fault, you saw I was about to win a victory ; this damned supper 
will have to delay it .  Well, by God,  le t ' s  go and have a fl ing a t  the 
table ,  I 'l l  return all the more ardent to Cupid's tourney a fter hav
ing been crowned by Bacchus ." 

The evening meal was equally succulent and gay, qui te as  
lubricious as ever, and was followed by orgies in the course of  which 
an abundance of li ttle infamies were perpetrated. Many were the 
mouths sucked and the asses, but one of the most engaging drolleries 
of all was the game in which they hid the face and chest of each 
little girl and gambled upon recognizing her on the basis of a study 
of  her ass. The Duc was occasionally misled, but not so the others, 
for they were too well accustomed to the use of the bum. The 
friends retired for the night, and the morrow brought further and 
new pleasures, and a few reflections. 



T H E  FOU RTH DAY 

G'Deing full eager to be able to distinguish immediately which of 
D the youngsters in either sex was,  in a depucelato ry sense, to 
belong to each o f  their  number,  the friends decided to have them 
wear,  regardless of their costume and, in that other extreme,  even 
when undressed, a hair ribbon, which would indicate of whom the 
individual child was the property. Colors were thereupon chosen : 
the Duc adopted pink and green : whosoever should wear a pink 
ribbon to the fore, would be his  by the cunt ; similarly, whosoever 
wore a green ribbon to the rear, would be his by the ass. And so 
Fanny, Zelmire,  Sophie ,  and Augustine straightway a ffixed a pink 
ribbon on one side of their coiffures ; Rosette, Hebe, M ichette, 
Giton, and Zephyr attached a green favor to their hair where it  fell 
toward the neck, this clue attesting the rights the Duc enj oyed to 
their asses.  

Curval chose black for the front, yellow for the rear j thus 
Michette, Hebe, Colombe, and Rosette were in future constantly to 
wear a black ribbon forward ; Sophie ,  Zelmire,  Augustine, Zelamir,  
and Adonis pinned a yellow one above their nape. 

Durcet i dentified his Hyacinthe with a lilac ribbon hanging to 
the rear, and the Bishop, who owned title to but five assholes to be 
deflowered sodomistically, ordered Cupidon, Narcisse,  C eladon, 
C olombe, and Fanny to wear a violet one in the rear. 

Never, regardless of the subj ect's posture,  chore,  o r  dress, 
were these ribbons to be neglected or improperly worn, and so i t  
was that  by this  simple arrangement each friend was always able 
to tell at  a glance what property was his, and in what way. 

3 1 2  
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Curval, who had passed the night with Constance , had bitter 
complaints to lodge against her in the morning. It  was not entirely 
clear what lay at the root of the trouble ,  nor what precisely the 
trouble was ; so l ittle is needed to displease a libertine. But there 
was more than enough to the thing to cause him to have her listed 
for Saturday punishment, and he was formulating charges when 
that lovely creature declared that she was pregnant ; Curval, apart 
from her husband the only one whom i t  was possible to suspect as 
the  agent in this affair, had effected no carnal j uncture with her save 
at the beginning of this p arty, that is to say, four days previously. 
Our libertines were gladdened by these tidings, seeing in the event 
much possibility of clandestine delight, and the Duc exulted over this 
s troke of  fortune .  In any event, the declaration earned her exemp
tion from the punishment she would otherwise have had to undergo 
in return for having displeased Curval. She was to be spared : they 
p referred to leave the fruits on the branch to ripen, a gravid 
woman diverted them, and what  they promised themselves for later 
on even more l ewdly entertained their perfidious imaginations. 
C onstance was dispensed from service at table, from chastise
ments, and from a few other l ittle odds and ends the accomplish
ment o f  which her state no longer rendered voluptuous to observe, 
but she was still obliged to appear upon the couches and until 
further orders to share the bed of whoever wished to choose her 
for the night. 

It was Durcet who, that morning, contributed his  p resence to 
the p ollution exercises, and as  his prick was extraordinarily small, 
he gave the pupils rather more of a problem than had been posed 
by the Due's massive construction. However, they fell earnestly to 
work.  But the little banker,  who had been plying a woman's trade 
all night long, could never bear a man's .  He was adamant, in
tractable ,  and the skill of these eight charming students combined 
with that of their deft instructress was unable, when all was said 
and done, even to get him to raise his nose. He left the classroom 
in triumph,  and a s  impotence always provokes that kind of mood 
called  a teasing one in the idiom of libertinage, his inspections were 
astonishingly severe. Rosette amongst the girls, ZeIamir amongst 
the boys were the victims of his thoroughness : one was not as  she 
had been told to be-this enigma will be explained-the other, un-
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fortunately, had rid himself of what he had been ordered to keep. 
Those present at the public latrines were only seven in number : 

Duclos, lVfarie ,  Aline,  and Fanny, two second-class fuckers, and 
Giton. Curval, who did considerable stiffening that day, grew very 
excited over Duclos.  Dinner, at which his conduct and remarks were 
very l ibertine indeed, calmed him not one whit, and the coffee 
served by Colombe, Sophie ,  Zephyr, and his dear friend Adonis ,  set 
his brain all afire. He laid hands on this selfsame Adonis,  tumbled 
him onto a sofa, and while spewing forth oaths slid his enormous 
member between the lad's  thighs ( approaching him from behind), 
and as  that outsized tool protruded a fair six inches beyond, he 
commanded Adonis vigorously to frig what emerged,  and himself 
set to frigging the boy above the morsel of flesh upon which Adonis 
was spitted. Meanwhile ,  he presented the assembly with an ass no 
less filthy than broad, whose impure orifice began to exert a potent 
a ttraction upon the Due. Seeing this ass within reach, he trained his 
vivacious prick on the hole while continuing to suck Zephyr's mouth, 
an operation he had begun before this new idea had occurred to 
him. 

Curval, who had not been expecting such an attack, emitted 
blasphemous paeans of j oy. He danced with delight, spread himself 
wider, braced himself; at  the same instant, the fresh young fuck 
of the charming boy he was frigging started to drip out upon the 
enormous head of his own aroused instrument. That warm fuck he 
feels wetting him,  the reitera ted blows of the Duc who is  also 
beginning to discharge , i t  all quickens his warrior's soul, the weapon 
is  primed, off goes the gun,  floods of foamy sperm splash against 
Durcet 's  ass,  for the banker has just posted himself there within 
easy range lest,  says he, something be wasted, and Durcet's plump 
white buttocks are submerged beneath a spellbinding liquor he 
would have by far preferred as  a rinse for his bowels. 

N or was the B ishop idle; he was one after the other sucking 
clean the divine assholes of  Colombe and Sophie .  But doubtless 
fatigued by some nocturnal exercise,  he showed not one spark of 
l ife ,  and like all other l ibertines rendered unjust by caprice and 
disgust, he lashed out furiously against these two delicious children, 
blaming them for the only too well meri ted shortcomings of his 
debilitated frame. Messieurs nap for a few minutes; then 'tis story-
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telling time, and in they troop to l isten to the amiable Duclos, who 
resumes her tale in the following manner : 

There had been a few changes in !vladame Guerin's house, 
said our heroine. Two very pret ty girls had jus t found dupes who 
were only too willing to keep them and whom they deceived just the 
way we all do . To fill the gaps in the ranks, our dear mother had 
scou ted around and set her sights upon a rue Saint-Denis tavern
keeper's daughter, thirteen years old and one of the most fetching 
creatures in all the wide world. But  the little lady, quite as well
behaved as she was pious, was successfully resis ting all enticements 
when Guerin, having one day employed the cleverest s tratagem to 
lure her to her house, immediately put her in the hands of the un
usual person whose mania I propose to describe next. He was an 
ecclesias tic of fifty-five or fifty-six, but  so you thful and vigorous 
you'd have thought him under forty. No man in Europe had such a 
singular talent  for drawing young girls into vice, and as it was his 
one art, developed to a sublime degree, he had turned i t  into his one 
and only pleasure.  The whole of his fleshly delight consisted in 
extirpating childhood  prejudices and unnatural terrors, in cultivat
ing scorn for virtue, in decking vice in the mas t dazzling colors. He 
neglected nothing : seductive images, flattering promises, delicious 
examples, he would press every thing into service, everything would 
be brilliantly manipulated, his artis try being faultlessly attuned to 
the child's age and cas t of mind, and never did he miss the mark. 
Granted a mere two hours of conversation, he was sure to make a 
whore of the best-behaved and most  reasonable little girl; for thirty 
years he had been conducting his missionary labors in Paris, and, 
he had once assured Madame Guerin, who counted herself one of 
his best friends, he had to his credit more than ten thousand girls 
whom he had personally seduced and plunged into libertinage. He 
rendered similar services to at leas t fifteen procuresses, and when
ever he was no t coping with a particular problem at someone else's 
behest, he was busy doing research for its own sake and for his 
professional pleasure, energetically corrupting whatever he came 
across and then packing it off to his ou tfitters. Now, the most  ex
traordinary aspect  of the entire thing, and the one which, M es
sieurs, prompts me to cite the example of this uncommon individual, 
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was that he never enjoyed the fruit of his labors. He would encloset 
himself alone with the child, but, despite his vas t understanding, his 
mind's agili ty, his eloquent persuasiveness, he used always to emerge 
from conference greatly inflamed. One could be perfectly certain 
the operation irritated his senses, but it was impossible to discover 
where or when or how he satisfied them . Closest  scrutiny had never 
revealed anything but a prodigious blaze in his s tare when once he 
had concluded his speeches, a few twitching movemen ts of his hand 
upon  the front  of his breeches, within which one could tell there was 
a definite erection, produced by the diabo lic work he was doingj but 
that was all. 

He came to the house, was accorded a private in terview with 
the young barmaid, I watched the proceedings : the consultation was 
prolonged, the seducer's language was amazingly pathetic, the child 
wept, got  hot, seemed to en ter into a kind of en thusias tic fitj it was 
at this moment the orator's eyes flamed brigh tes t, and it was now 
we remarked the gestures in the neighborhood of his  fly . Not long 
afterward, he rose, the child s tretched forth her arms as if seeking 
to embrace him, he kissed her in a grave and fatherly manner, with· 
out  any trace of lechery .  He left, and three hours later the little girl 
arrived with her baggage at Madame Guerin's. 

"And the man ?" asked the Due. 
"He disappeared once his sermon was over," Duclos replied. 
"Without coming back to see the results of his work ?" 
"No, my Lord, there was no doubt in his mind. He had never 

once failed." 
"Now there i s  a most extraordinary personage," Curval ad· 

mitted. "What does your Grace make of  i t ?" 
"I  suspect, " the Due answered, "that the seduction provided 

all the heat necessary and that he discharged in his breeches." 
"No," quoth the Bishop, "I  think you underestimate the man : 

all this was simply by way of prep aration for his debauches, and 
upon leaving I wager he went off to consummate greater ones." 

"Greater ones ?" cried Durcet. "And what more delicious, 
more voluptuous delight could one hope to procure oneself, than 
that of enj oying the object one creates ?"  

"I have i t  I "  spoke up the  Due, "I dare say  I 've found him 
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out : all this, just as  you say, was merely preparatory in character, 
corrupting girls would heat his imagination, then off he'd go to dip 
his tool in boys . . . .  I'll wager he was a bugger, yes, ' tis plain." 

Duclos was asked whether she had any evidence to support 
that conjecture, and did he or did he not also seduce li ttle boys ? 
Our narrator replied that she had no proof of  the thing, and 
despite the Due's exceedingly likely allegation, everyone remained 
more or less in suspense as to the character of that strange preacher ; 
a fter it had been unanimously agreed that his mania was truly 
delicious ,  but that one had either to consummate the work or do 
worse a fterward, Duclos went on with her story : 

The day after the arrival of our young novice, who was named 
Henriette, there came to the establishment an eccen tric old lecher 
who pu t us both, Henriette and I, to work at the same time.  This 
lates t libertine had no o ther pleasure than that of observing through 
a hole all the voluptuous activities transpiring in an adjoining room, 
he adored spying on  them, thus found in o thers' pleasures the divine 
aliment of his own lubricity. He was ins talled in the room I men
tioned to you, the same one to which I and my companions often 
repaired for the diversion of watching libertines in action .  I was 
assigned the task of amusing him while he looked through the hole, 
and young Henriette en tered the arena together with the asshole
sucker I described to you yesterday . The management considered 
that rascal's very voluptuous an tics just the kind of spectacle my 
onlooker would relish, and in order better to arouse the actor, and 
in order that he render the scene yet more lascivious and more 
agreeable to see, he was told he was being given an appren tice and 
that i t  was with him she was to make her debut. The li ttle bar
maid's air of modes ty and childishness speedily convinced him of it; 
and so  he was as hot and as lewd in his nasty s tunts as ' twere pos
sible to be; no thing could have been further from his mind than that 
he was being observed. As for my oid buck, his eye glued to the 
hole, one hand on  my bum, the o ther on his prick, which he gently 
agitated, he seemed to be keeping the progress of his ecs tasy abreast 
the one he was watching. "Ah, what a sight!" he said now and 
again; "what a fine ass that lit tle girl has, and how well that bugger 
in there is tonguing it." At last, Henriette's lover having dis-
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charged, mine folded me in his arms and, after a moment's kissing, 
he turned me over, fondled, kiss ed, lewdly licked my behind, and 
squirted evidence of his virility over my cheeks. 

"While frigging himself ?" the Duc asked .  
"Yes ,  my Lord ,"  answered Duclos ,  "and frigging a pr ick 

whose incredible l i ttleness,  I assure you, i sn't  worth the bo ther  
describing. " 

The gen tleman with whom I had to do next, Duclos continued,  
would not perhaps deserve to be included in my report were i t  n o t  
f o r  one  element, a rather unusual one, I should say, 'which dis tin
guished h is o therwise quite rou tine pleasures, and this lit tle circum
s tance will illus trate to what point  libertinage is able to degrade all 
a man's feelings of modes ty, virtue, and decorum.  This person  did 
n o t  wan t to see; he wished to be seen. Knowing that men exis t 
whose whim it is to spy upon the pleasure-takings of o thers, he bade 
Guerin find him one such fellow, conceal him, and said he would 
enact  a drama for him. Guerin at once go t i n  touch wi th the man I 
had en tertained a few days previously behind the partition,  and 
wi thou t  telling him tha t  the performer he was about to see knew 
that he was going to  be seen-this would have in terfered with his 
passion' .I fulfillment-she gave him to believe he was to o bserve a 
very arcane mys tery indeed. 

The inspector and my sis ter were put in  the room with the 
ho le, the actor and I wen t  into the o ther one. He was a young man 
about  twenty-eigh t years o ld, handsome and s trong. Informed of 
the ho le's location, he n o t  too poin tedly moved to where he could 
be perfectly viewed and had me take my place beside him. I frigged 
him. If/hen his prick held a good slope, he got  to his feet ,  exhibited 
his too l  to the inspector, turned around, displayed his ass, raised 
my skirts and showed mine, knelt before me, teased my anus wi th 
the tip of his nose, spread heartily, displayed everything with as 
much thoroughness as deligh t, and discharged by frigging himself, 
the while keeping my hinder skirts high and my ass squarely op
posite the spy ho le, in  such wise that he  who s tood pos ted on  the 
o ther side of the wall simultaneously beheld, at this decisi've mo
men t, b o th my bum and my lover's wrathful device. If the latter 
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was in seventh heaven, God knows what was going o n  in the next 
room; my sister later told me she had had a madman on her back 
who had sworn he'd never had as fine a time as this, and after that  
her bu ttocks had been washed by a tide no  less fierce than the one 
that had burst over mine. 

"If  tha t  young man o f  yours truly had a good prick and a 
pretty ass ," Durcet opinioned, "there was ample in the situation to 
provoke a generous discharge." 

"It  must then have been delicious ,"  returned Duclos, "for his 
engine was very long, quite thick, and his ass as  soft, as sweetly 
plump, as attractively formed as the god of love's ." 

"Did you spread his cheeks ?" the Bi shop inquired. "Did you 
show his vent to the inspector ?" 

"Yes, your Lordship," said Duclos, "he displayed mine, I 
displayed his ,  he presented i t  with incomparable suggestiveness." 

"I 've been wi tness to a dozen such scenes," Durcet announced, 
"which have cost me a fortune in fuck ; there is nothing more 
delicious to see or do. I refer to both : for it i s  just as pleasant to 
spy upon someone as to want to be observed." 

Another individual, with approximately the same tastes, Duclos 
went on, took me to the Tuileries some few months later. He 
wanted me to accos t  men and frig them six inches from his face 
while he hid under a pile of folding chairs; and after I had frigged 
seven or eight passers-by, he settled himself upon  a bench by one of 
the most frequen ted of the paths, lifted my skirts from behind, and 
displayed my ass to all and sundry, put his prick in the air and 
ordered me to frig i t  well within view of half of Paris, the which, 
although it was at  night, created such a scandal that by the time 
he most  cynically unleashed his fuck, more than ten people had 
gathered around us, and we were obliged to dash away to avoid 
being publicly covered with shame. 

When I related this adventure to Guerin, she laughed approv
ingly and said she had once known a man in Lyon  ( where panders 
en ter in to the trade at an early age ) , a man, I say, whose mania 
was certainly jus t  as unusual. He would disguise himself as a public 
mercury, himself fetch in visitors to dally with the two girls he paid 
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and maintained for no o ther purpose, then he would conceal him
self in a corner to watch his client go to work j the girl, whose hire 
depended upon her skill in these moments, would guide the libertine 
she had in her arms and unfailingly give her employer a view of his 
prick and ass, the sight of which constituted the one pleasure that 
agreed with our false pimp's palate, the one that was able to lo osen 
his fuck. 

Duclos having brought her recital to an early conclusion that 
evening, the time that remained until supper was devoted to a few 
choice lubricities, and as the example of the cynic had fired their 
four daring brains, the friends did not isolate themselves in their 
closets, but disported within clear view each of the other. The Duc 
had Duclos strip off her clothes, had her bend and lean upon the 
back of a chair and commanded Desgranges to frig him upon her 
comrade's buttocks, in such wise that the head of his prick might 
graze Duclos'  asshole with each stroke. To that one was added a 
number of other episodes which the proper presentation of our 
material forbids us from disclosing at this stage ; but the fact re
mains that the chronicler 's  inferior vent was completely sprayed 
and that  the Duc, handsomely served and entirely surrounded, dis
charged to the tune of bello wings and shouts which indicated to 
what a point his mind had been stimulated. Curval had himself 
fucked, the Bishop and Durcet for their part did passing strange 
things with both sexes ; then supper was served. 

After it ,  dances were held : the sixteen youngsters, the four 
fuckers, and the four wives were able to perform three quadrilles , 
but all the participants at the ball were naked, and our roues, 
indolently reclining upon sofas, were deliciously amused by all the 
different beauties one after another offered them by the divers 
attitudes the dancers were obliged to strike. Messieurs had the 
storytellers at their side, and these ladies manualized them rapi dly 
or slowly, depending upon the pleasure they were experiencing ; but, 
somewhat fatigued by the day's frolickings, no one discharged,  and 
each went to bed to acquire the strength needed for all the follow
ing day's new infamies. 



THE FI FTH DAY 

C7'"' hat morning i t  was Curval 's  duty to lend his presence a t  the 
1 academy of masturbation, and as the l ittle girls were begin

ning to make tangible progress, he was hard put to resist the mul
tiplying thumps and jerks and the variegated but universally lu
bricious postures of these eight charming l ittle maids. Wishing to 
keep his weapon charged, he withdrew without firing it ,  lunch was 
announced, and at table the friends decreed that M essieurs' four 
young lovers, to wit : Zephyr, the Duc' s favorite ; Adonis ,  beloved 
of  Curval ; Hyacinthe ,  friend to Durcet ; and Celadon, unto whom 
the Bishop was plighted, were henceforth to be admitted to all  
meals ,  would dine beside their lovers in whose bedchambers they 
were, as well, regula rly to sleep , a favor they would share with 
the wives and fuckers ; the which eliminated a ceremony customarily 
performed, a s  the reader i s  aware, every morning, this ceremony 
consisting in the fetching of  the four lads by the four off-duty 
fuckers. They were now to come of their own accord, and when 
from now on Messieurs were to pass into the l i ttle boys' chambers, 
they were to be  received, in accordance with prescribed regulation, 
by the remaining four only. 

The Duc, who for the past two or three days had been head 
over heels in love with Duclos, whose ass  he found superb and 
language pleasing, demanded that she also sleep in his  bedroom, 
and this precedent having been established, Curval similarly in
troduced Fanchon, of  whom he was passionately fond, into his.  The 
two others decided to wait yet a little longer before deciding who 
was to fill this fourth post of  p rivilege in their chambers. 

3 2 1  
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It  was that same morning ruled that the four young lovers 
who had just been chosen would have by way of ordinary dress, 
whenever they were not obliged to wear characterizing costumes, 
a s  when formed in quatrains , would have, I say, the clothing and 
style I am going to describe : i t  was a l i ttle j erkin, t ight-fi tting, of 
l ight  cloth, tai lored like a Pruss ian uni form wi th a sli t  tail , but 
much shorter, scarcely reaching to halfway down the thigh ; this 
j a cket, l ike all uni forms buttoned across the chest and a t  the vent, 
was of pink satin lined with white taffeta, the cuffs and trim were 
whi te satin, underneath was to be worn a kind of short vest or 
waistcoat, also of  white satin, and the breeches were to match ; but 
these breeches were p rovided with a heart-shaped rear fl ap under 
which one could sl ip one's hand and grasp the ass without the 
slightest difficulty ; the flap was held up by a ribbon tied in a big 
bow, and when one wished to have the child completely exposed in 
this part, one had merely to undo the bow, which was of the color 
selected by the fr iend to whom the pucelage belonged. Thei r  ha ir , 
carelessly a rranged so that a few curls fell to either side, floated 
absolutely free behind, and was s imply knotted by a ribbon of  the 
appropriate color. A highly-scented powder, in color between gray 
and p ink, tinted thei r hai rdress, the ir  eyebrows were carefully 
plucked and emphas ized by black pencil , a l ight touch of  rouge 
applied to the cheeks, all this heightened the ir  natural beauty ; thei r  
heads were never covered, black s i lk  stockings brocaded in rose 
covered thei r  legs, they were agreeably shod in gray slippers a t
tached by a pink bow. A cream-colored gauze cravat, very volup
tuously t ied, blended prettily with a l i ttle lace ruffle ; when the four 
o f  them were clad in th i s  s tyle, you may rest assured that nothing 
in all the world was as charming to behold as these l i ttle fellows. 

Immediately they were granted thei r new privileges, a few 
others were abolished : all permissions, of the kind they had upon 
occasion been accorded in the morning, were absolutely refused 
now, but they were given all the r ights over the wives the fuckers 
enjoyed : they could maltreat the women as  they saw fi t  and not only 
at mealt ime, no, but at any time of  the day, all the time, if they 
chose, and they could be confident that  in any dispute aris ing ' twixt 
the wives and themselves, the i r  s ide would be heard with sympathy. 

These matters a ttended to, the usual searches were conducted ; 
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t h e  lovely Fanny, whom Curval had ordered t o  be in such a n d  such 
a state, was found in the contrary one ( the sequel will provide 
elucidation of this obscure point)  : her name was set down in the 
punishment ledger. Amongst the young gentlemen, Giton had done 
wha t he had been forbidden to do ; down went his  name. After the 

. chapel functions had been completed by the very few subj ects who 
were on hand to execute them, the friends went to dinner. 

This was the fi rst meal at  which the four lovers joined the 
friends at  table .  They took their  places,  each sitting to the right of 
the friend who doted upon him, the friend's favorite fucker being 
seated to the friend's left. These four additional guests lent a 
further charm to the meal ; they were all four very gentle ,  very 
sweet, and were beginning to accommodate themselves very well to 
the general tone of the household. The Bishop, in the liveliest 
spirits that day, kissed Celadon vi rtually without interruption 
throughout the course of the meal, and as that child was a member 
of the qua rtet chosen to hand around the coffee, he left table a li ttle 
before dessert. When Monseigneur, who had worked himself into 
a splendid sweat over the boy, saw him enti rely naked in  the salon, 
he  lost all self-control. 

"By Jesus !"  he  cried, his  face purple, "since I cannot tup his 
ass ,  I can at  least do what Curval did to h is  bardash yesterday." 

And so saying he seized the good-natured li ttle rascal, la id 
him on his  belly, and slipped his p rick between his  thighs. The 
libertine was lost in the clouds, h i s  weapon's  ha ir  rubbed the cute 
l ittle hole he would fain have p erforated : one of his hands fondled 
this delicious l ittle cupid's  buttocks,  with the other he  frigged 
Celadon' s prick. What was more, he glued his mouth to the lovely 
child's ,  pumped the a i r  from his lungs, swallowed his saliva. In 
o rder to excite his  brother, the Duc created a libertine spectacle by 
placing himself in front o f  the Bishop and proceeding to lick out 
the asshole o f  Cupidon, the other o f  the two boys serving coffee 
that day. Curval moved to within close range and had himself 
frigged by Michette, and Durcet offered the prelate the sight of 
Rosette ' s  widespread buttocks. Everyone toiled to procure him the 
ecstasy to which he  plainly aspired ; i t  occurred, h is  nerves trembled, 
h is  teeth chattered, his eyes shone ,  he would have been a terrifying 
obj ect for anyone save those three who knew full well the terrible 
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effects j oy had upon that man of God. The fuck finally broke forth 
and fl owed over Cupidon's buttocks, for that quick-witted little a ide 
had at the last moment wriggled his way beneath his comrade so as 
to receive the treasure which might o therwise have gone entirely to 
waste.  

The storytelling hour came,  they readied themselves. By an 
unusual stroke of c ircumstance,  all the fathers found thei r  daughters 
beside them on their couches. But Messieurs were not alarmed. 
Duclos began to spe ak. 

In that you h ave n o t  required m e, Messieurs, to give you an 
exact day by day account  of every thing that happened to me at  
Madame Guerin's es tablishmen t, but  simply to relate the m ore out  
of the ordinary even ts which highlighted some of those days, I s hall 
o m i t  mention  of several n o t  very in teres ting episodes dating fro m  
my childho o d, f o r  they would be naught but  tedious repetitions o f  
w h a t  y ou have heard already . And so  I shall tell you t h a t  I h a d  just 
reached the age of sixteen, n o t  without having acquired a wealth of 
experience in my metier, when i t  fell to my lo t to have a libertine 
whose daily caprice m erits to be cited. He was a sober, very grave 
judge of nearly fifty years, a man who, if one  is to believe Madame 
Guerin, who told m e  she had known him for many years, regularly 
exercised every m orning the whimsicali ty wherewith I shall en ter
tain you .  His ordinary pimp had reached the age of re tirem ent and 
recommended that the judge put  himself in our dear mo ther's 
h ands ,.  this was his firs t call at  the house, and he began with me.  

He s tationed himself, alone, in the room wi th the spy hole, 
I e ntered the o ther with a h o d  carrier, a Savoyard, I believe,. well, 
he was a common fellow, but  a healthy s trapping one : those qualifi
cations were enough for the judge, who cared n o thing for age or  
lo o ks .  I was, within clear view and as  near as  possible to the  hole, 
to  frig my honest  churl, who knew what was expected of him and 
reckoned this a very pre tty way indeed to earn his supper. After 
having unreservedly co mplied with all the instructions the good 
judge had given me, after having done all  my sweet  coun try buck 
could desire of m e, I had him discharge into a porcelain dish, and 
having wrung the las t drop fro m  his prick, I dashed into the ad
joining ro o m .  My man is awaiting me in an ecs tasy, he pounces 
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upon the dish, swallows the hot  luck, his own erupts; with one  hand 
I encourage his ejaculatio n, with the o ther I collect in my hand every 
precious dram that falls and, between jets, quickly. raising my hand 
to the old pranks ter's mouth, with great dexterity and nimbleness I 
see to it that he swallows his own luck quite as fast as he squirts it 
out. 

That was all there was to it; no fingerings, no kisses, he didn' t 
even lift my skirts, and rising from his chair with jus t as much 
aplomb as a moment before he had been aroused, he  took his cane 
and left, saying that I frigged very skillfully, s o  he considered, and 
that I had very well grasped his character. A new workman was 
brought in the next day, for they had to be changed daily, as had 
the women. My sis ter operated for him, he left content, returned 
again on the morrow, and during my entire s tay at Madame 
Guerin's I never saw a single day go by without him arriving punc
tually at nine, and never did he raise a single skirt, although he was 
minis tered by some charming girls. 

"Had he any inclination to see the commoner's ass ?" Curval 
wanted to know. 

"He had indeed, Monsieur Ie President," Duclos replied. 
"While amusing the man whose fuck he ate, one had to take great  
care to turn h im this way and that, and the man had also to turn 
the girl around in every direction." 

"Well, now," said Curval, " that makes sense. But for that I 'd  
not  have understood a thing." 

Shortly afterward, continued Duclos, the harem's strength was 
increased by the arrival of a girl of abou t  thirty, attractive enough, 
but with hair as red as Judas' . At firs t we thought she was a new 
recrui t, but no, she quickly disabused us by explaining that she had 
come for only one party. The man for whom this lates t heroine was 
in tended soon  arrived also : he was an important financier of pre
possessing appearance, and his singulari ty of tas te, since the girl set 
aside for him would doubtless not have been wanted by anyone else, 
this singularity, I say, gave me the greates t desire to observe them 
come to grips. No sooner had they entered the room than the girl 
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removed every s ti tch of her clo thing and displayed a very fair and 
very plump body .  

"P ery well, be off, jump abou t, skip," said the  financier, "you 
know perfectly well I like them in  a sweat." 

And thereupon the redhead falls to cu tting capers, running 
around the room, leaping like a young goat, and our man keeps his 
eye fixed on  her while he frigs himself,- these activities continued a 
great while and there was no  telling to what they were leading. 
When the girl was swimming in perspiration, she approached the 
libertine, raised an arm, and had him smell her armpit where sweat 
was dripping fro m  every hair. 

"A h, that's i t, that's it  /" cried the tycoon,  s taring with furious 
approval at  that s ticky arm she held a cen timeter from his nose, 
"what an odor / ravishing /" 

Then slipping to his knees before her, he sniffed the in terior 
of her vagina, inhaling deeply, and then breathed in the scen t 
emergen t  from her asshole, but  he  returned cons tan tly to her arm

pits, whether because those parts flattered him the most, or because 
he found the bouquet superior, i t  was always there his mouth and 
nose betook themselves with the greatest fervor. At las t a rather 
lengthy but no t  very thick device, a device he had been buffeting in 
vain for above an hour, decided to wake and have a loo k  about. 
The girl takes her place, the financier comes up from behind and 
lodges his anchovy under her armpit, she squeezes her arm, exerting 
what I judged must have been a powerful grip,- meanwhile, her 
pos ture enables the gen tleman to enjoy the sigh t and odor of her 
o ther armpit, he  lays hands on  i t, buries his snout  under i t  and dis
charges while licking, while devouring this part which affords him 
such delight. 

"And the creature had to have red hair ?" asked the Bishop. 
"That  was a sine qua non ?" 

"Absolutely," Duclos replied. "Those women, as you are not 
unaware, Monseigneur, exude an infinitely more violent underarm 
aroma, and his sense of smell once stung, no question of it ,  by ripe 
odors, his  pleasure organs would be aroused a t  once ."  

"Of course , " the Bishop agreed. "But,  by God,  i t  seems to me 
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I ' d h ave preferred smelling that woman's asshole to sniffing under 
her a rms ."  

"Ah, h a  !"  spoke up Curval, "there i s  much to  be sa id in favor 
of the one and the other,  and let me  assure you that i f  you'll but 
give the arms a try, you'll find them perfectly delicious." 

"Which is  to say, I take it ," said the Bishop, "that Monsieur 
Ie  President finds that stew to his taste ?" 

"Why yes, I 've sampled i t ,"  Curval replied,  "and apart from 
a few occasions when I added other ep isodes to that one, I p rotest 
to you that  all by i tself i t  has  always been able to get some fuck out 
o f me." 

" Oh yes, those episodes,  I fancy what they were, " the Bishop 
broke in ,  "you smelled the ass . . .  " 

"One moment there ," interrupted the Due. " Don't  oblige him 
to make his confession, Monseigneur, he'd tell us things we are not 
yet to hear ; go on ,  Duclos,  don't let these chatterers encroach upon 
your domain." 

I recall the period, our narrato r  resumed, when for more than 
six weeks Guerin absolu tely forbade my sis ter to wash, requiring 
her, on the con trary, to keep herself in the rankes t and most  im
pure s tate she could contrive to be in j we had no inkling of the 
Madame's designs un til one day there arrived a grog-blossomed old 
rake who, in a half-drunken and most  uncouth tone, asked Guerin 
whether the whore was ready. "Oh, my goodness, you may be sure 
she is," Guerin replied. They are brought together, put in the room, 
I fly to the holej scarcely am I there than 1 see my naked sis ter 
as tride a capacious bidet filled with champagne and there is our 
man, armed with a great sponge, busily washing her and carefully 
recovering every bit  of dirt that rolls from her body.  

It had been so  long since she had cleaned any part of herself, 
for she had been s trictly ordered no t  to wipe her behind, that the 
wine immediately took on  a brown and dirty hue, and probably an 
odor which could n o t  have been very agreeable. But the more the 
wine became corrupted by the filth s treaming into i t, the more de
lighted our libertine grew. He sipped a little, found it exquisite, 
provided himself with a glass and, filling it to the brim six or seven 
times, he downed the pu trid and disgusting wine in which he'd just 
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finished washing a body laden for s o  long with impurities. When he 
had drunk his fill, he seized my sister, laid her down flat upon the 
bed, and upon her buttocks and well-opened hole, spewed floods of 
immodest semen brought to a boil by the unclean details of his un
pleasant  mania. 

But ano ther visitor, a far nastier one, was time and again to 
attract my regard. We had in the house one of those women who 
are called s treet scou ts or tro tters, to employ the bordello term, and 
whose function is to run abroad night and day and dig up new 
recruits .  Over forty years old, this creature had, as well as very 
faded charms which had never been very winning, the dreadful 
defect that consis ts in s tinking feet .  And such, no o ther, was the fair 
sort whereof the Marquis de L * * *  was enamored. He arrives, 
Dame Louise-for such was her name-is in troduced to him, he 
finds her superb, and once he has conducted her into the pleasure 
sanctuary, "Pray remove your shoes,"says he. Louise, who had 
been explicitly enjoined to wear the same stockings and slippers for 
a month, offers the Marquis a foo t  that would have made a man of 
less fine discrimination puke s traigh t off,. but, as I say, that foo t's 
very filth and nauseous quality was precisely what our nobleman 
cherished mos t. He catches i t  up, kisses i t  with fervor, with his 
mouth he spreads each toe, one after the o ther, with his tongue he 
gathers from each space, and gathers with incomparable enthu
siasm, the blackish and fetid scum Nature deposits there and which, 
with a lit tle encouragemen t, easily increases by itself. No t only does 
he  draw this unmentionable s tuff into his mouth, but he swallows i t, 
savors i t, and the fuck he loses while frigging himself s tands as 
u nequivocal proof of the excessive pleasure he takes in this fare. 

" 'Tis beyond me," was the Bishop' s  simple comment. 
"Then I suppose I 'd  best explain i t  to you,"  Curval said. 
"What ? You've a taste for that ?" 
"Observe," the President replied. 
The others rose,  came from their niches,  surrounded him, and 

beheld that peerless l ibertine,  in whom were met all the tastes of  
the most crapulous lewdness, embrace the indescribable foot ten
dered him by Fanchon, that aged and foul servant we described 
earlier.  Curval was in half a swoon as he sucked. 
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"There's nothing t o  be wondered at  there," said Durcet, "one 
need but be mildly j a ded, and all these infamies assume a richer 
meaning : satiety inspires them in the libertinage which executes 
them unhesitatingly. One grows tired of  the commonplace, the 
imagination becomes vexed, and the slenderness of our means, the 
weakness of  our faculties, the corruption of our souls lead us  to 
these abominations. "  

Such mus t  surely have been  the  case, Duclos went o n ,  with the 
elderly General C* * *, one of Guerin's most reliable clients .  The 
women he required had 10 be damaged ei ther by Nature, by liber
linage, or  by the effects of the law; in a word, he accepted none  who 
were no t  one-eyed or blind, lame, hunchbacked, legless cripples, or 
missing an arm or two, or too thless, or mutilated in their limbs, or 
whipped and branded or clearly marked by some o ther act of jus
tice, and they always had to be of the ripest old age. 

A t the scene I witnessed he had been given a woman of about 
fifty, bearing the brand of a public thief, and who was, in addition, 
missing an eye. That double degradation figured as a treasure in his 
view. He closeted himself with her, had her s trip away her clo thes, 
ecs tatically kissed the indubitable signs of crime on her shoulders, 
ardently sucked each ridge and furrow of those scars he called hon
orably won.  That accomplished, he  transferred his avid at tentions 
to her asshole, he spread open her buttocks, appreciatively kissed 
the withered hole they defended, sucked i t for what seemed an age, 
and then planting himself as tride the old girl's back, he rubbed his 
prick on the wounds that  attested the triumph of justice, and as he 
rubbed, he praised her for having gone down in exemplary defeat; 
and then,  bending over her bum, he showered further kisses upon  
the altar at which he had rendered such a lengthy homage, and 
squirted an abundance of fuck upo n  the inspiring marks which had 
so  fired his own warrior's spirit. 

"Oh, by God I "  cried Curval, whose brain was in a lubricious 
ferment tha t  day, "look my friends, behold by the sign of  this risen 
prick what a flame that passion described ignites in me." 

And calling out to Desgranges : 
"Hither, impure buggress," he continued in the same strain, 
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"come, you who so resemble what we have just heard described ; 
come, beget me the same pleasure the general got by her." 

Desgranges approaches. Durcet, his friend in these excesses,  
helps the President strip her. She raises a few obj ections at  first ; 
they are the more certain and pursue their way, scolding her for 
wishing to hide something whereby she may be cherished all the 
more by the society. Her branded back comes to light at  last, and 
there are a "T" and a "P" which affirm she has twice undergone 
the dishonoring ordeal whose vestiges nevertheless completely ig
nite our libertines' impudicious urges. 

The rest o f  that  worn and wasted body-that ass of  parch
ment or ancient leather, that ample, noxious hole glistening in its 
center,  this mutilated tit, those three vanished fingers, this short leg 
that causes her limp, that mouth destitute of  teeth-everything 
combines to stimulate our libertine pair .  Durcet sucks her from in 
front, Curval posteriorly, and even though obj ects of  the greatest 
beauty and in the best condition are there before their eyes and 
ready to brave anything in order to satisfy the least o f  their desires,  
even so i t  i s  with what Nature and villainy have di shonored, have 
withered, i t  is  with the filthiest and least appetizing obj ect our two 
rakes,  presently beside themselves, are about to taste the most de
licious pleasures . . . .  Ah, now give me your explanations of man
here are two men who seem as if they were disputing what is nigh 
to a cadaver, like two savage mastiffs wrangling over a corpse ; 
here,  I say, we have two eminent citizens who, after having given 
themselves over to the foulest excesses, finally erupt their fuck, and 
notwithstanding the exhaustion caused by these feats, would very 
possibly go on to perform other ones of the same crapulous and 
infamous kind, and p erform them without an instant's delay, were 
i t  not for the supper bell announcing other pleasures well worth 
thei r  considera tion. 

The President, made desperate by his loss of  fuck, and who in 
such cases could never be revived save by excessive feeding and 
swilling, flew to work and stuffed himself like a pig. Adonis  frigged 
Invictus and gave him some fuck to drink, but hardly content with this  
latest outrage, which had been executed at  once , Curval rose,  said 
his  imagination proposed a few rather more delicious stunts, and 
without further explanation, led Fanchon, Adonis, and Hercule 
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away with him to the further boudoir and did not reappear until 
the orgies ; but then conducted himself so brilli antly that he was 
again able to commit a thousand fresh horrors, each more extraor
dinary than the other, but not, we regret, to be described to the 
reader, or  rather not yet, for the structure of  our tale obliges us to 
defer them. 

And then to bed. Curval , the unfathomable Curval to whom 
that night the divine Adelaide, his daughter, befell , Curval, who 
could have spent a most delightful night with her, was found the 
next morning squirming over the body of  the disgusting Fanchon, 
with whom he had performed additional abominations all night 
long, whilst Adonis and Adelaide, driven from his couch, were, 
one of them, in a little bed far away, and the othe r  lying on a mat
tress upon the floor. 



THE S I XTH DAY 

I
t was Monseigneur 's  turn to assist  at the mastu rbations ; he pre· 
sented himself. Had Duclos'  disciples been males,  M onseigneur 

would probably not have been able to resist them. But a li ttle crack 
below the navel was a frightful blemish in his  eyes, and had the 
Graces themselves encircled him, once he had caught sight of  that 
imperfection nothing more would have been needed to calm him. 
And so he put up an indomitable defense, I even believe his prick 
remained limp, and the operations were continued. 

Nothing could be plainer than that Messi eurs were extremely 
eager to  find fault with the eight l i ttle girls so a s  to procure them
selves the following day, which was the fatal Saturday of retribu
tion, so  as, I say, at this time to p rocure themselves the pleasure o f  
punishing a l l  eight. They h a d  s i x  already on the list ; the swe et and 
beautiful Zelmire made the seventh ; did she in all good faith re ally 
merit  correction ? or was i t  simply that the pleasure of inflicting the 
proposed penalty won out in a struggle with strict equi ty ? we leave 
the question to be decided by the wise Durce t 's  conscience ; our task 
is simply to record events. One very fa ir  dame further swelled the 
miscreants' ranks : ' twas the gentle Adelaide.  Durcet, her husband, 
appeared anxious to set an example by pardoning less in her than in 
the others, and i t  was he himself she happened to disappoint. He 
had led her to a certain place where the services she had been 
forced to render him, a fter certain o f  his functions, were something 
less than absolutely clean or  palatable ; not everyone is  as  depraved 
a s  Curval, and although Adelaide was his daughter, she had none 
o f his tastes. She may have balked. Or she may have managed 

3 3 2  
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poorly. Or, again, it might only have been some teasing on  Durcet's 
part. Whatever the cause, she was inscribed upon the punishment 
list, to the vast satisfaction of nearly all concerned. 

The examination of the boys' quarters having unearthed noth
ing, the friends moved on to the arcane pleasures of the chapel, 
pleasures all the more piquant and all the more extraordinary in 
that even those who besought permission to come and procure 
them, were usually refused admittance. Constance, two subaltern 
fuckers, and Michette were the only ones to attend that morning's 
party. 

At dinner, Zephyr, of whom they were becoming prouder 
every day, what for the charms which seemed more and more to 
embellish him and the voluntary libertinage wherein he was making 
great strides, Zephyr, I say, insulted Constance who, although no 
longer a waitress, nevertheless always appeared at the midday meal. 
He called her a baby-maker and struck her several blows in the 
belly to teach her, said he, to lay eggs with her lover, then he 
kissed the Duc, caressed him, gave his prick a few affectionate tugs, 
and managed so successfully to fire that hero's brain that Blangis 
swore the afternoon would not pass without his moistening Zephyr 
with fuck ; and the l ittle rascal nagged the Duc, daring him to do i t  
at  once. As Zephyr was to serve coffee, he left  at dessert time and 
reappeared naked with the Due's cup. Instantly they were settled 
in the salon, the Duc, very animated, began with one or two smutty 
remarks ; then sucked the child's mouth and prick, set him on a 
chair, his ass a t  the l evel of  his mouth, and earnestly pumped at his 
hole for fifteen minutes. His prick rebelled at last, dressed its lofty 
head, and the Due saw very clearly that the homage required some 
incense a fter all. However, their contract forbade everything save 
the expedient employed the day before ; the Duc resolved therefore 
to emulate his associates. He had Zephyr crouch on a sofa, drove 
his engine between the lad's thighs, but what had befallen Curval 
happened also to the Duc : his device protruded half a foot beyond. 

"You'd best do as I did," Curval advised, "frig the child 
against your prick, water your glans with his fuck." 

But the Duc found it more pleasant to impale two at the same 
time. He besought his brother to fit  Augustine in place, her buttocks 
were pressed flush against Zephyr's thighs and the Duc, thus simul-
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taneously fucking a boy and a girl , as  i t  were, to put yet a l i ttle 
more of the lubricious into the thing, frigged Zephyr's prick on the 
p retty, round and fair buttocks of Augustine, and soaked them with 
tha t  child-fuck which, a s  may easily be imagined, was mightily 
warmed by such treatment and soon spattered abundantly out. 

Curval, who found the general perspective very inviting, and 
who spied the Due's ass,  open wide and fairly yawning for a prick
a s  does the ass o f  every bugger at those instants his prick is up
Curval,  I say, drew up to repay him in kind for what he had re
ceived the previous evening, and the dear Duc no sooner felt the 
voluptuous joltings occasioned by this intromission, than his fuck, 
taking wing at almost the same time Zephyr's departed him, 
splashed the lower edges o f  the temple whose columns Zephyr was 
wetting. But Curval did not discharge, and withdrawing his  proud 
and mettlesome engine from the Duc's bum, he menaced the B ishop, 
who was likewise frigging himself between Giton's thighs, threaten
ing to make him undergo the fate the Duc had just experienced. 
The B ishop hurls a challenge, 't is  accepted, battle i s  j oined, the 
Bishop i s  embuggered and, between the thighs of  the pretty child 
he  is  caressing, goes on deliciously to lose a draught o f  l ibertine 
fuck most deliciously wheedled out of him. However, a benevolent 
spectator to it all, Durcet, having no one but Hebe and the duenna 
to attend to his needs, and although nearly dead drunk, was by no 
means wasting his opportunities and was quie tly perpetrating in
famies the proper time has not yet come to disclose.  But calm 
finally descended over the field, the warriors slumbered, and woke 
again at  six, the hour when Duclos' gi fted tongue was to lay the 
foundation for new pleasures.  

The quatrains that evening featured certain sexual changes : 
that i s  to say, all  the girls were costumed as sailors,  the li ttle 
boys as  tarts j the effect was ravishing, nothing quickens lust like this 
voluptuous l i ttle reversal j adorable to find in a l ittle boy what 
causes him to resemble a girl ,  and the girl i s  far more interesting 
when for the sake o f  pleasing she borrows the sex one would l ike 
her to have. Each friend had his wife on his couch that day ; they 
exchanged congratul ations upon that very religious arrangement, 
and everyone being ready to l isten, Duclos resumed her lewd stories.  
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There was, a t  Madame Guerin's, a certain girl o f  about thirty, 
blond, rather heavy-set, but  unusually fair and healthy; her name 
was Aurore, she had a charming mouth, fine teeth, and a voluptuous 
tongue, but-and who would beliew such a thing?-whether be
cause of a faulty education, or owing to a weak stomach, from that 
adorable mouth there used constan tly, incessantly to erupt pro
digious quan tities of wind, and above all after she had eaten a 
hearty meal, she was capable, for the space of an hour, of blowing 
a s tream of belches powerful enough to turn a windmill. But they 
are right who declare no  fault exis ts that is no t  a li ttle appreciated 
by someone, and our fine lass, thanks to this one, had one of the 
most  ardent suitors : he was a learned and grave professor of 
Scholasticism at the Sorbonne who, tired of wasting his time prov
ing the exis tence of God in his school, would sometimes come to our 
brothel to convince himself of the exis tence of his dear God's 
creatures . He would send prior no tice of his in tended arrival, and 
Aurore would feed like one dying of hunger. Curious to see that 
pious colloquy, I fly to the spy hole :  my lovers greet one ano ther, I 
observe a few preliminary caresses all directed upon  the mouth, 
then most  delicately our rhetor seats his companion in a chair, seats 
himself opposite her and, taking her hands, deposits his relics be
tween them, sad old vestiges they were, in the most  deplorable 
s tate. 

"Act, "  he enjoins her, "act, my lovely one.  Act; you know by 
what means I may be drawn from this languid condition, I beg you 
to adopt them with all dispatch, for I feel myself pressed migh tily 
to proceed." 

With one hand she fondles the doctor's flabby tool, with the 
o ther she draws his head to hers, glues her lips to his mouth and in 
no time at all she has, one  after ano ther, sho t sixty great belches 
down his gullet. Impossible to represent the ecs tasy of this servan t 
of God; he was in the clouds, he inhaled, he swallowed every thing 
that came his way, you'd have thought the very idea of losing the 
leas t puff of air would have dis tressed him, and whils t all this was 
going on, his hands roamed inquiringly over my colleague's breas ts 
and under her petticoat, but these fingerings were no more than 
episodic; the unique and capital object was that mouth overwhelm
ing him with sighs and diges tiw rumblings. His prick finally en-
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larged by the voluptuous vibrations the ceremony caused to be born 
in him, he  discharged into my companion's hand, and ran off to 
deliver a lecture, pro testing as he went  that never had he enjoyed 
himself more. 

Some time after this, a rather more extraordinary man came 
to the house with a particular problem in mind, and it well deserves 
to be mentioned in this catalogue of natural wonders. Guerin had, 
that day, urged me  to eat, had all but forced me to eat as copiously 
as, no t  long before, I had seen Aurore dine.  Guerin took  care to 
have me served everything she knew I liked bes t, and having fore
warned me, as we rose from table, of every thing I should have to 
do for the elderly libertine with whom she in tended to match me, 
she had me swallow down three grains of emetic dissolved in a glass 
of warm water. The old sinner arrived, he was a bro thel-hound I 
had seen dozens of times before without bo thering to find out what 
he  came to do. He embraces me, drives a dirty and disgusting 
tongue in to my mouth, and the action of the emetic I'd drunk is 
complemented by his s tinking breath. He sees my stomach's about 
to rise, he's in an ecs tasy. "Courage, dearie," he cries, "be brave, 
never fear, I don't propose to lose a drop of it ." Being foreadvised 
of all he expects of me, I seat him on the couch, lay his head to res t 
o n  the edge of it; his thighs are separated, I unbutton his breeches, 
drag out a slack, s tun ted instrument that betrays no sign of stiffen
ing, I shake, squeeze, pull i t, he opens his mouth : all the while 
frigging him, all the while receiving the touches of his impudicious 
hands which stray over my buttocks, at point-blank I launch into his 
mouth the imperfectly diges ted dinner that vomitive has fetched up 
from my stomach. Our man is beside himself, he rolls his eyes, 
pants, bolts down the spew, goes to my lips to seek more of the 
impure ejaculation that in toxicates him, he does not indeed miss 
a drop, and when it seems to him the operation is in danger of 
ending, he  provokes a repetition of it  by dexterously inserting his ap
palling tongue into my mouth, and his prick, that prick I've scarcely 
been able to touch because of my convulsive retchings, that prick 
doubtless warmed by no thing but such infamies, grows purple, rises 
up of itself, and weeps into my fingers the unsuspected proof of the 
impressions these foul activities have made upon it. 
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"Ah, by  God's balls," said Curval, "that's a very delicious 
passion indeed, but none the less susceptible of improvement." 

"And how ?" asked Durcet in a voice broken by signs of lu
bricity. 

"How ?" Curval repeated, "why, by the choice of food and of 
partner." 

"Partner ? Oh, but o f  course. You'd prefer a Fanchon." 
"To be sure I"  
"And the food ?" Durcet continued, while Adelaide frigged 

him. 
"Food ?" the President murmured, "why, I think I'd force her 

to give me back, and in the same manner, what I 'd just introduced 
into her." 

"That i s  to say," stammered the financier, beginning to lose all 
control of himself, "you'd spew into her mouth, she'd swallow and 
then have to blow it  back at you ?" 

"Precisely." 
And each rushing into his closet, the President with Fanchon, 

Augustine, and Zelamir ; Durcet with Desgranges, Rosette, and In
victus : proceedings were halted for roughly thirty minutes. Then 
the two lechers returned. 

"Ah," the Duc said chidingly to Curval, the first to reappear, 
"you've been up to some nastiness or other." 

"Ah, a l i ttle of this , a l i ttle of that," the President replied, 
"it 's my life's happiness, you know. I 've not much patience with 
mild or  tidy pleasures" 

"But I trust you were also purged of  a little fuck ?" 
"Enough of that nonsense ," the President said, "do you sup

pose everyone is like you, flinging fuck this way and that every six 
minutes ? Why no, I leave those efforts and that unconscionable 
prodigali ty to you and to vigorous champions like Durcet," he 
went on, watching the financier stagger wearily from his closet. 

"Yes," said Durcet, "yes, it's true, there was no resisting the 
girl. Desgranges is so filthy in word, deed, and body, she is so 
adroit, so suitable in every way . . .  " 

"Well, Duclos," the Duc said, "go on with your story, for i f  
we don't quiet h im down, the  indiscreet l ittle fellow will tell us 
everything he did ,  and never once consider what a dreadful breach 
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of good manners it is to boast of the favors one has received from 
a pretty woman." 

And Duclos obediently returned to her tale. 

Since, said our chronicler ,  these gen tlemen are so fond of 
that kind of drollery, I greatly regret they were unable to res train 
their en thusiasm yet ano ther minu te, for the effects of what I have 
s till to relate this evening might, it  seems to me, have better found 
their mark. Precisely that which Monsieur Ie Presiden t  declared to 
be lacking to the perfection of the passion I have jus t  described 
was en tirely presen t in the on e  that follows ; what a pity, I repeat, 
that I was unable to get to it in time.  The example of the elderly 
Presiden t  de Saclanges affords, in every particular and word for 
word, all the singularity Monsieur de Curval appeared to desire. 
By way of a partner for him, Guerin had chosen the dean of our 
chap ter : a tall, s turdy lass of about thirty-six, a great and chronic 
drunk, loutish, foul-mouthed, rather a fishmonger's wife, although 
by no means unattractive; the good Presiden t arrives, they are 
served supper, b o th get  blind drunk, bo th become unreasonable, one  
vomits in the  o ther's mouth, the  one  swallows the  s tuff, then  the 
o ther vomits into the mouth of the firs t, now he swallows, and so 
forth and so  on, and they finally collapse into the supper's debris, 
that is to say, into the filth they've jus t  splashed all over the floor. 
And then I am sen t in to the fray, for my co-worker has n o t  an 
ounce of s trength left, indeed she has los t  consciousness. But this, 
however, is the crucial moment  from the libertine's point  of view : 
I find him prone, his prick s traight and hard as a crowbar; I seize 
his instrumen t, the President  s tammers, swears, draws me to him, 
sucks my mouth, and discharges like  a bull, the while twis ting and 
turning and con tinuing to wallow in his ordure. 

The same girl, somewhat later, participated in a drama which 
was surely n o t  much less filthy,. a monk of some consequence, who 
paid her very liberally, threw himself as tride her belly after having 
spread and immobilized my companion's thighs by tying them to 
hea'Uy articles of furni ture. Several kinds of food were brough t in 
and served the monk, who had the dain ties placed on  the girl's 
n aked belly . The merry fellow then picks up the morsels he is to 
eat, and dips them one by one in his Dulcinea's open cun t, and only 
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consumes them after they have been completely impregnated with 
the spices the vagina secretes. 

"Ha I" cried the B ishop, "an entirely novel manner of dining." 
"And one which wouldn ' t  suit you, eh, my Lord ?" said Duclos .  
"By God's belly, no I "  replied the  man of the  Church, "I 'm not  

that  fond of  the  cunt." 

J7 ery well, our s toryteller replied, lend an ear to the item 
with which I am going to close this evening's narrations, I am per
suaded i t  will amuse you more. 

I had been with Madame Guerin for eight years-had just 
reached the age of seventeen-and during this period not a day 
had passed withou t  my seeing a certain farmer-general arrive at  
the house every morning and be received with the warmest wel
come. He was thought very highly of by the managemen t; a man of 
roughly sixty, rotund, short, he resembled Monsieur Durcet  in a 
good many points. Like Monsieur, he had an air of freshness and 
you th, and was also plump; he required a differen t girl every day, 
and those of the house were never used save in emergencies or 
when someone con tracted abroad failed to meet her appointment. 
Monsieur Dupont, so was our financier called, was just  as dis
criminating in his choice of girls as he was fas tidious in his tas tes, 
he simply would no t  have a whore to attend to his needs except in  
the rare and extreme cases I mentioned; he had to  have, on  the 
contrary, working women, shopgirls, especially milliners or seam
s tresses . Their age and coloring also had to meet specification : they 
had to be between fifteen and eighteen, neither more nor less, and, 
most important of ail, they needed to have a sweetly molded ass, 
an ass so absolutely clean that the leas t blemish, a mere grain of 
matter clinging at the hole was sufficient  grounds for rejection.  
When they were maids, he paid twice as much. 

They had made plans for, and were that day actually expect
ing the arrival of, a young lacemaker of sixteen whose ass was gen
erally acclaimed by connoisseurs as a true model of what an ass 
should be; Monsieur Dupont  did no t  know the treasure that was to 
be offered him, and as i t  turned out the young lady had word sen t  
that on this particular morning she was unable to  leave her paren ts' 
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house and that ma tters would have to proceed without  her. Guerin, 
knowing Dupon t had never set eyes on me, ordered me to dress 
in a shopgirl's costume at  on ce, to go out, take a cab at the end 
of the s tree t, and alight again at the bro thel, all  this fifteen minu tes 
after Dup o n t  en tered the house; I was to play my role with care 
and pass myself for a milliner's apprentice. Bu t the most  important  
consideration of all was the  anise water : I was to fill my s tomach 
at o n ce with half a quart of i t, and directly afterward I was to drin k  
t h e  large glass of balsamic liqueur she gave m e ;  you shall shortly 
learn for what i ts effect was in tended. Every thing wen t forward 
very smoo thly ;  fortunately, we had been given several hours' n o tice, 
and in this tim e  were able to make thorough preparations. I arrived 
a t  the house with a very silly air, I was presented to the financier 
who directly scru tinized m e  very closely, but as I was keeping a 
sharp eye o n  my conduct, he could discover n o thing abou t my person 
which might con tradict the  s tory that  had been inven ted for him. 

"Is she a maid?" Dupont  asks. 
"No t in  that place," says Guerin, pointing to my belly, "but I 

will answer for the o ther side ."  
And it  was a most  impude n t  lie she to ld. Little does  it  m atter; 

our man believed her, and that alone was n ecessary . 
"Lift your skirts, hurry it up, " says Dupont. 
And Guerin raises my skirts from behind, drawing me toward 

her as she does so and thus e ntirely exposing the temple at which 
the libertine performed his worship. He s tares, for a moment  he 
fingers my buttocks, he spreads them with b o th hands, and eviden tly 
s atisfied, he announces that the ass is suitable for his purposes. 
Next, he asks m e  several questions relating to my age, my trade, and 
con ten t with my feigned innocence and the look of having been 
born yes terday that I affect, he has me accompany him to his apart
m ent, for there was o n e  reserved exclusively for him at Guerin's : 
h e  did n o t  lik e  being observed while at work, he was certain n o t  to 
be  in this place. Bo th of us having en tered, he carefully shuts and 
secures the door, considers m e  for a moment, then in a rather bru tal 
fashion-bru tality characterized him througho u t  the scene-he 
inquired whether it were indeed true that I had never been fucked 
in the ass. As  my role called for to tal ign orance of the m eaning of 
such an  expression, I had him repeat it, declared I still understood 
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n o thing, and when b y  means o f  the most unambiguous gestures h e  
conveyed what he wished t o  say, I replied, with a simulated look of 
fright and m odesty, that I should be a very unhappy girl indeed 
if ever I had len t myself to such infamies. Whereupo n  he told me to 
remove my skirts, but only my skirts, and once I had obeyed him, 
leaving my blouse down to hide my front, he raised it above my 
buttocks to the height of my bodice; but while he was undressing me 
my neckerchief slipped down, revealing my breasts. He became 
incensed. 

"Devil take those damned tits of yours," he cried; "who 
asked you for tits ? That's what I can' t bear about these creatures, 
every single impudent one of them is wild to show you her misera
ble bubs." 

Hastening to cover them over, I approached him to beg his 
pardon, but observing that I was going to exhibit my cun t  thanks 
to the posture I was about to assume, he lost his temper a second 
tim e :  

"But, sweet Jesus ! Can't  you s tay put?" he demanded, seizing 
my haunches and turning me so that there was no danger he would 
catch a glimpse of anything but my ass, "s tay that way, fuck your 
eyes, I don' t care any more for your cun t than I do for your chest, 
your ass is all you need with me." 

So saying, he stood up and guided me to the edge of the bed 
upon which h e  installed me in  such wise the upper half of my body 
rested o n  the bed, then, seating himself on a very low stool, he found 
himself situated between my wide-flung legs and his head on  a level 
with my ass. He peers at me for ano ther instant, then, deciding I 
am n o t  yet adjusted as I ought to be, up he gets, fetches a cushion, 
fits it  under my belly, thus arching my ass more sharply; he sits 
down again, examines, and goes about everything with the sang
froid and confidence of the seasoned and mature libertine. A mo
ment passes, then he grasps my two buttocks, spreads them, poses 
his open mouth upo n  the hole, fastens his lips hermetically to it, 
and immediately, pursuant to the signal he gives me and in obedi
ence to the considerable pressure that has built up within me, I un
leash a booming fart, possibly the most explosive one he has re
ceived in all his life; it sho o ts down his gullet and he backs away, 
furious. 
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"What the devil!" he cries, "so you are so bold as to fart into 
my mouth, are you?" 

And he s traightway claps his mouth to my asshole again. 
" Yes, Monsieur," I say as I release a second s tifler, " that's 

how I deal with gen tlemen who kiss my ass." 
"Very well then ! fart, if you must, you little rascal, since you 

can' t help i t, fart, I say, fart as hard as you like and as often as you 
can. " 

From this moment  onward I cast off all restraint, no thing can 
express the urgency of my desire to give vent to the bois terous 
winds produced by the potion I had drunk earlier; our man is 
thrilled by them, he receives some in his mouth, the o thers in his 
nos trils . After fifteen minu tes of this exercise, he lies down upon 
the couch, draws me to him, his nose s till wedged between my 
buttocks, orders me to frig him and meanwhile to con tinue a 
ceremony which gives rise in him to such exquisite pleasures. I fart, 
I frig, I manipulate a slack little prick neither much longer nor 
much thicker than my finger, but by din t of buffets, jerks, and {arts 
the instrument finally s tiffens. The augmen tation of our gentleman's 
pleasure, the cri tical ins tant's approach is announced by a new 
iniquity : i t  is now his tongue that provokes my farts, ' tis his tongue 
that, like a flail, darts deep into my anus in order to s tir up the 
winds, ' tis against his longue he wants me  to blow those zephyrs, 
he becomes unreasonable, he is no longer in possession of his wits, 
' tis clear, and his wretched li ttle engine sadly sprinkles seven or 
eight drops of watery, brownish sperm upon  my fingers; and now he 
is restored to his senses. But as his native brutality fomented his 
distraction, so now it replaces it at once, and he barely gives me 
enough time to readjus t myself. He scolds, he mutters and swears, 
in one  word he offers me  the abhorrent image of vice that has slaked 
i ts thirs t, and I am made the butt of that unthinking indelicacy 
which, once i ts glitter has paled, seeks to find revenge in scorn for 
the worshiped object that  latterly captivated the senses. 

"Now that's a man I prefer  to all the others," said the Bishop. 
"And do you know if he had his little sixteen-year-old apprentice 
the next day ?" 

"Yes, M onseigneur, he did indeed, and the day after that a 
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maid o f  fifteen far prettier yet. As few men used to pay as much, 
few were better served. " 

This passion having stimulated heads so well acquainted with 
that species of disorder, and having put them in mind of a taste 
they all relished, Messieurs simply could not bear waiting any 
longer to make use o f  i t. Each of them plucked what windy fruits 
there were to be had, neglecting no likely sources, then supper  
arrived, with their  gourmandizing pleasures they blended nearly 
all the infamies they had just heard described, the Duc got Fanchon 
tipsy and had the befuddled old thing vomit into his mouth, Durcet 
had the whole harem fart, and in the course of  the evening swal
lowed at least threescore mouthfuls of  unwholesome air. As for 
Curval, in whose brain all kinds of  extravagances danced gaily, he 
declared he was moved to perform some solitary orgies and went off 
to the remote boudoir, accompanied by Fanchon, Marie,  Des
granges, and thirty bottles of Champagne wine. Later on, all four 
had to be carried back into society, for they were discovered float
ing in a very tide o f  thei r own ordures, and the President was found 
asleep, his mouth fastened to that of Desgranges, who was still 
wea rily retching into it .  The three other friends aquitted them
selves no less brilliantly, performing feats in like kind or somewhat 
different ; they too had spent their orgy period drinking, they 
had besotted their l i ttle ministers and lapped up their vomit, they 
had got the li ttle girls to fart, I truly haven ' t  space to tell you all 
they did, and had it not been for Duclos ,  who coolly kept her wits 
about her,  who when i t  was abandoned by the others assumed the 
government o f  the revels, preserved order,  and put the merry
makers to bed, I repeat that had it not been for Duclos, it i s  
very p robable indeed that rosy-fingered Dawn, opening t h e  gates 
of Apollo ' s  palace, would have found them lying still plunged in 
their excrements, rather more after the example of  swine than l ike 
heroes.  

Needful only of rest, each lay by himself that night, and 
cradled in Morpheus' arms, recovered a l ittle strength for the 
strenuous new day ahead. 



THE SEVENTH DAY 

� he friends had ceased to participate in Duclos' nine o'clock 
1 lessons. Wearied from the night's riot, fearing, furthermore, 

lest some operation might result in loss of fuck a t  that very early 
hour, and esteeming, finally, that this ceremony was accelerating 
their indifference to j oys and to objects whose interest and integrity 
i t  was surely to their advantage to preserve for a while, they agreed 
that instead of one of themselves ,  one of  the fuckers would here
a fter take his turn a t the morning exercises. 

The inspection and searches were conducted, only one li ttle girl 
was wanting to make all eight of them eligible for correction, and 
she was the lovely and intriguing Sophie ,  a child accustomed to ful
filling all her duties ; however ridiculous they may have seemed to 
her, she respected them none the less, but Durcet, who had earlier 
conferred with Louison, her governess, so artfully caused her to 
tumble into the snare that she was declared to be at fault and was 
as a consequence added to the fatal register. The sweet Aline, 
equally subj ected to close scrutiny, was also judged guilty, and so 
i t  was that the evening' s l ist contained mention of  the eight little 
girls, four of the l i ttle boys, and two from among the wives. 

These tasks accomplished, Messieurs concentrated their 
thoughts upon the marriage highlighting the festival that marked 
the end of the first week. No chapel permissions were granted that 
day, Monseigneur clad himself pontifically, they betook them
selves to the altar. The Due, representing the bride ' s  father, and 
Curval, who represented the young groom's ,  led forth Michette 
and Giton. Both were extraordinarily arrayed in the most formal 
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dress, but  also reversedly, that  i s  to say, the  l ittle boy was  costumed 
as  a girl, the li ttle girl wore boy's clothes. We regret to say that 
the sequence we originally established for the treatment of  our 
matter obliges us  to postpone yet a l ittle  longer the pleasure the 
reader will doubtless take in learning the details of  this religious 
ceremony j but the appropriate moment for disclosing them will 
surely arrive, and probably fairly soon. 

Messieurs passed into the salon. It was while awaiting the 
hour of dinner our four libertines, encloseted with that  charming 
l ittle couple, had them remove their clothing, and obliged them 
mutually to perform everything in the sphere of matrimonial ritual 
thei r  age permitted, with the single exception of  the introduction 
of  the virile member into the li ttle girl ' s  vagina , which introduc
tion could perfectly well have been effected, for the boy stiffened 
very satisfactorily, but he was held in check in order tha t  nothing 
might happen to spoil a flower destined for plucking by others. 
But,  apart from that, they were allowed to finger and caress one 
another ; young Michette polluted her l i ttle husband and Giton, 
aided by his  masters, frigged his  l ittle wife as nicely a s  you please. 
However, they were both beginning to realize full well the bondage 
they were in, and thi s  recognition prevented voluptuous j oy, even 
that j oy their young years permitted them to experience, from 
being born in their l ittle hearts. 

They dined, the bride and groom assisted at  the wedding 
feast, but at coffee, heads having waxed hot over them, they were 
stripped naked, as  were ZeIamir, Cupidon, Rosette, and Colombe, 
who were serving coffee. Thigh-fuckery having become fashionable 
at  this time of day, Curval laid hands on the husband, the Duc 
captured his  bride, and the two men enthighed the couple on the 
spot. The Bishop ,  who since coffee had been brought in had taken a 
liking to him, now fell ravenously upon the charming Zelamir's be
hind, which he tongued, sucked, and whence he elicited farts, and he 
soon managed to transpierce the little fellow in the same way, while 
Durcet committed his preferred l ittle villainies upon Cupidon's 
charming behind. Our two principal athletes did not discharge ; one 
of them soon had Rosette in his clutches, the other Colombe, they 
slipped their pricks between the children's legs and, just as they had 
with Michette and Giton, ordered them to frig, with their pretty 



346 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

li ttle hands and in accordance with the instruction they had been 
receiving, those monstrous prick ends thrusting beyond their 
crotches and out into space ; and while the youngsters toiled a way, 
the libertines comfortably fingered their helpers' delicious, fresh 
l ittle assholes. And still no fuck shed ; Messieurs knew full well 
what delicious chores lay ahead that evening, they proceeded cir
cumspectly. The young couple's  privileges were abrogated, their 
marriage, although made in keeping with every formality, became 
no more than a j est ; they each of  them returned to their quatrains, 
and the company established itself in the auditorium. Duclos took 
up her story. 

A man with more or less the same predilections as the financier 
whose exploits terminated yes terday evening's recital shall be the 
a thlete wi th whom, may it please your Lordships, today's shall be
gin. He was a crown attorney of some sixty years and no t  only 
were his eccentricities unusual, but  for practicing them he would 
have none but  women older than he. Guerin gave him one of her 
friends, an aged procuress whose withered buttocks bore a power
ful likeness to a crumple of o ld parchment being used to keep 
tobacco moist .  Such, no twithstanding, was to be the object employed 
for our libertine's offerings. He knelt down before that decrepit 
bum and kissed i t  lovingly,.  farts were blown up his nose, he waxed 
ecstatic, opened his mouth, the lady opened her ven t, his tongue 
went en thusiastically in quest of the mellow winds soughing in tha t  
tunnel. He  could no t  resis t t h e  delirium into which the  operation 
was plunging him. From his breeches he has brought  out an ancien t, 
pale, shriveled li ttle device, an object as ill-favored as the one  he 
deifies. "Ah ! Fart, my oid sweetie, fart though tlessly, fart abun
dan tly," he cries, frigging himself with all his s trength. "Fart, my 
love, for only thy little farts will break the spell binding this slum
bering prince. "  The procuress redoubles her efforts, and, drunk 
with joy, the libertine surrenders his  burden : between his  goddess' 
legs fall two or three unhappy droplets of the sperm responsible 
for the whole of his delight. 

o terrible effect of example I Who would have believed i t ? 
At the very same instant, and quite as i f  they had received a signal, 
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all  four o f  our libertines individually summon the duenna of their 
quadrilles.  They lay eager hands upon those foul and rammy asses,  
solicit farts ,  obtain them, and are fully prepared to be just as happy 
as the crown attorney, but restrain themselves ,  for they remember 
the pleasures awai ting them at  the orgies ; whereupon they dismiss 
each his Venus ,  and Duclos continues : 

I shall lay little emphasis upon the following passion, said 
that amiable creature,  for I realize that there are not many in your 
mids t, Messieurs, who are its vo taries,.  however, you have com
manded me to tell every thing, and I obey. A very young man, a 
young man with a very handsome face, used to find it vastly amus
ing to lick out my cun t  once a month, and at a certain period. 
I would be lying on my back, my legs flung wide, he used to kneel 
in  fron t  of me  and suck, with both hands lifting my flanks so as 
to bring my cun t  to within easy reach. He swallowed bo th fuck and 
blood, for he  managed so  adroi tly, worked with such good will, 
and was such a pretty lad I used to discharge. He would frig him
self, would be in seventh heaven, n othing eviden tly could afford 
him so  much pleasure, and the hottest, the most arden t discharge, 
performed while in action, used always to convince me of his high 
humor. The following day he would usually see Aurore, no t  long 
afterward i t  would be my sis ter, and in the course of the month he  
would pass us all in review, and he doubtless made the  rounds of 
every o ther whorehouse in Paris at  the same time. 

But, Messieurs, I believe you will concur in my judgment when 
I say that the aforemen tioned caprice is no  more singular than 
that of ano ther gen tleman, an old friend of Guerin, who had been 
furnishing him for years . She assured us that all his joy consisted 
in eating expelled ovulations and in lapping up miscarriages,.  he 
would be no tified whenewr a girl found herself in that case, he 
would rush to the house and swallow the embryo,  half swooning 
with satisfaction .  

"I knew that  particular  man,"  said Curval. "His  existence and 
his tastes are as  authentic as  anything else in the world."  

" Perhaps," sa id  the  Bishop. "And I know something just  as 
certain as  your man, and that is  I 'd  not imitate him."  
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"And why, pray tell ?" asked the President. "I am convinced 
it would p roduce a lively discharge, and were Constance to grant 
me her kind permission, for I hear she's gravid now, why, I can 
promise her I'll fetch Monsieur her son along before he's fully 
done, and I ' l l  toss him off like a sardine." 

"Oh, all the world knows your horror of  p regnant women," 
cried Constance, "and everyone also knows you only got rid of 
Adelaide's mother because she conceived a second time, and if Julie 
were to take my advice, she'd be careful ."  

"Why yes ,  ' t i s  perfectly true that I am not  fond o f  progeny," 
quoth Curval ,  "and that when the beast is  laden i t  quickens a furious 
loathing in me, but to imagine I killed my wife on that account is  to 
be gravely mistaken. Bitch that you are, get i t  into your head that 
I have no need of  reasons in order to kill a woman, above all a 
bitch that, were she mine, I 'd  very surely keep from whelping." 

Constance and Adelaide fell to weeping, and this brief dia
logue revealed something of the secret hatred the President bore 
for the charming wife of the Duc who, for his part, very far from 
supporting her in  the discussion, replied to Curval, saying that he 
ought perfectly well to know that he, Blangis, was equally ill
disposed to offspring, and that  although Constance was pregnant, 
she had not yet given birth.  And a t  this point Constance's tears 
flowed all the faster ; she was on her father 's  couch, and Durcet, 
not taxing himself to comfort her, advised his daughter that if  she 
did not cease her blubbering that instant, her state notwithstanding, 
he was going to boot her ass out of the auditorium. The hapless 
creature shed inwardly upon her heart the tears wherewith she was 
reproached, and was content to say : "Alas,  Great God I very 
wretched am I ,  but ' tis  my fate, I must endure it ."  Adelaide, who 
had also been weeping away on the Duc's couch and whose distress 
the Duc had been moving heaven and earth to increase, also man
aged to dry her tears, and this scene, somewhat tragical although 
very mirthful to our four libertines' villainous souls, ground to 
an end, and Duclos resumed her tale : 

In Guerin's es tablishment there was a room most curiously 
constructed, and it was always used by one  man. It had a double 
flo or, and this n arrow between-s tories area, where there was only 
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space enough to lie down, served to lodge the uncommon breed of 
libertine in the in terests of whose passion I had regular employ
ment .  He would take a girl and, descending through a trap door, 
would lie down and arrange himself in such a manner his head 
was directly below a hole that had been bored in the floor above; 
the girl accompanying him had the single chore of frigging him, 
and I, located above, had simply to do the same thing for a second 
man. The hole, obscure and seemingly a natural flaw in the planks, 
remained uncovered as if through negligence, and I, acting at the 
behest of tidiness, eager to avoid spo tting the floor, would while 
manualizing my man direct his fuck so that i t  fell through the hole 
and, consequen tly, upon the face of the gen tleman below. It was all 
managed with such skill no thing seemed out of place, and the opera
tion  would be a success each tim e :  at the moment the fuck frigged 
from the person above splashed upon the nose of the person being 
frigged below, the latter would unleash his own, and that was all 
there was to it .  

However, the elderly dame I mentioned not long ago reap
peared, but she was to be pitted agains t  a different  champion .  This 
new one, a man of about fifty, had her remove her clo thes and then 
licked out every orifice in her old corpse :  ass, cun t, mouth, nos trils, 
armpits, ears, he omitted no thing, and with each sucking the rascal 
swallowed whatever he obtained. And he wen t further still, he had 
her chew slices of pas try which he would then have out of her 
mouth and into his, and swallow. He would have her keep mouth
fuls of wine she had gargled or swished about, he would have them 
from her, and drink them too; and all the while his prick would be 
so furiously erected that the fuck seemed ready to fly all unaided. 
Finally he would sense the crucial ins tan t's arrival and, hurling 
himself upon  the crone, he would thrust his tongue at leas t six 
inches into her asshole and discharge like a madman. 

"Ah, by God I "  said Curval, "will you now say that youth and 
pretty looks are indispensable to an elicitation of fuck ? Why, once 
again ' ti s  the filthy act that causes the greatest pleasure : and the 
filthie r  i t  be, the more voluptuously fuck is shed." 

"Those are the piquant salts ," Durcet concurred, "which as 
they are exhaled from the object serving our lust ,  enter us and 
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i rri tate our animal spirits ,  put them in a commotion ; well now, 
who i s  i t  doubts tha t  everything derelict,  maculate,  o r  stinking 
secretes a greater quantity of  these salts and hence has a greater ca
pacity for stimulating and determining our di scharge ?" 

This thesis was soberly discussed for a li ttle while ; a s  there 
was a quanti ty of work to be done after supper,  i t  was served 
e a rl ier  than was customa ry, and at dessert the l i ttle girls, every 
one of them condemned to do penance, departed for the salon 
where they were to be corrected together with the four  boys and 
the two wives who also l ay under sentence. That  made fourteen vic
tims : the eight girls, whose names the reader knows, Adela ide and 
Aline,  and four youths : N a rcisse,  Cupidon, ZeIamir,  and Giton.  
Already drunk with anticipa tion o f  the p articula r  del ight that was 
awaiting them and of which they were incredibly fond, they com
pleted their intoxication by imbibing a prodigious amount of  wine 
and l iqueurs, and then removed to the salon where the pat ients 
were awaiting them, and such was Messieurs'  common state, so 
besotted were they, in  such lecherous fury did they enter, tha t there 
is surely no one in  the wide world who would have wished to ex
change places wi th those unlucky culprits.  

Attendance at the orgies was that day confined to the delin
quents and the four elders who were there as  servants ; everyone 
was naked,  everyone trembled, everyone was weeping and wonder
ing what to expect when the President, taking his seat in a tall 
a rmchair ,  bade Durcet announce the name o f  each criminal, and 
cite his  offense. Durcet's face was as  wrathful as  his  colleague 's ,  
he  took up the register and undertook to read from it ,  but en
countered difficulties and was unable to proceed ; the Bishop came 
to his  rescue,  and although quite as  drunk as  the banker, held his 
wine with greater success and in a loud voice read one after the 
other the names of the gui l ty and their  faults ; and a fter each cita
tion the President p ronounced sentence in keeping with the physical 
faculties and age of  the criminal,  but the punishment decreed was 
in every instance severe a l l  the same.  This  ceremony concluded,  
punishment was  inflicted. We are in despair ,  for here we are once 
again forced by the design o f  our history to make a l ittle detour : 
yes,  we must fo r  the time being omi t describing those lubricious 
corrections, but our readers will not hold i t  against us ; they appre-
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ciate our inability to give them complete satisfaction a t  the present 
moment ; but they can be sure of it ,  their time will come. 

The ceremony lasted a very long time. There were fourteen 
subjects to punish, and some very pleasant episodes interrupted the 
proceedings. No doubt of it, everything was delicious, for our 
scoundrels discharged, all four of them, and retired so weary, so 
drunk with wine and pleasure, that  had i t  not been for the four 
fuckers who came to fetch them, they might not have reached their 
chambers where, despite all they had just accomplished, further 
lewd exploits were performed. 

The Due, who had Adelaide for his bed companion that night, 
did not want her. She had been one of the delinquents punished, 
and punished so well by him that he, having poured out every drop 
of his fuck in her honor, had no more need of her that evening 
and, relegating her to a mattress on the floor, he gave her place 
to Duclos, more firmly installed in his good graces than ever. 



THE EIGHTH DAY 

� he previous day's examples having made a deep impression, 
1 no one was found,  no one could be found wanting the next day. 

The lessons continued,  they were executed upon the fuckers, and 
as  the day produced no outstanding event until  coffee, we will  begin 
our account with that li ttle rite. Coffee was served by Augustine, 
Zelmire,  Narcisse,  and Zephyr. The thigh-fuckeries began again, 
Curval la id hands on Zelmire,  the Duc on Augustine, and a fter 
having admired and kissed their pretty buttocks which, I truly 
don' t know why, that day possessed a charm, an attraction, a blush 
o f  vermilion the friends had not h i therto remarked, after, I say, 
our libertines had thoroughly kissed and caressed those exquisite 
little asses,  farts were elicited from them ; the B i shop, who had 
N a rcisse in his  grip, had already procured himself some, Zephyr'S  
could be heard spluttering into Durcet's mouth-why not imitate 
them ? Zelmire succeeded, but Augustine had striven with might 
and main,  the Duc had threatened her with another Saturday 
martyrdom, with punishment as  severe as  what she had just suf. 
fered the day before, but strains and struggles, menaces and im
precations were all in vain, nothing emerged from the poor l i ttle 
creature, she was already in tears when a driblet at  length appeared 
and satisfied the Duc who inhaled the aroma and, highly pleased 
with this mark o f  docil ity in the pretty child o f  whom he was so 
fond,  he camped his  enormous engine between her thighs, then 
wi thdrew it a s  he was about to discharge, and totally inundated 
her two buttocks. Curval had done the same to Zelmire, but the 
B ishop and Durcet contented themselves with what  is  known as 
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the l ittle goosing ; later,  their n a p  over, they passed into the audi
torium,  where the splendid Duclos, arrayed tha t  day in everything 
tha t  could most successfully cause an observer to forget her age, 
appeared even lovelier  under the candlelight, and our libertines, 
grown very hot with much looking at  her, were loath to allow her 
to ascend to the platform without first having her exhibit her 
buttocks to the assembly. 

"A magnificent ass, upon my soul , "  sa id Curval .  
"Oh, indeed, m y  friend," s a i d  Durcet, " 1  warrant there a r e  few 

better to be seen." 
These encomiums heard, our heroine lowered her skirts, took 

her seat, and resumed her sto ry in such wise as  the reader shall ob
serve, if h e  be pleased to continue,  which we a dvise that  h e  do for 
the sake of his pleasure. 

A ref/ection and an event were responsible, Messieurs, for 
the shift  in  battlefields; the digladiations I shall from now on  relate 
were performed in o ther surroundings. The reflection was a most 
simple one : I remarked the lamentable condi tion of my purse, and 
s traightway was set  to thinking. I had been nine years at  Madame 
Guerin' 5, and although, during that time, I had disbursed very little, 
I now found myself without  even a hundred louis ; that woman, ex
tremely clever and never once deaf to the pleading of her own wel
fare, always found a way to pocket two-thirds of the house's 
receip ts and to impose additional deductions upon the remainder. 
These practices displeased me and, subjec t to repeated solicitations 
from another procuress, Madame Fournier, who wanted no thing 
more than to have me settle down with her, and knowing that this 
Fournier received elderly debauchees of a higher tone and greater 
means than Guerin's clien tele, I decided to take my leave of the one 
and throw in my lo t with the o ther. As for the event which len t  
support t o  my ideas, i t  was the loss o f  my  sis ter : I had grown very 
attached to her, and I could no  longer remain in a house where 
every thing reminded me of her but whence she was absen t. 

For nearly six months that dear sis ter had been receiving visits 
from a tall, dark, and silen t man whose face I found exceedingly dis
agreeable. They would retire together, and I do no t  know how 
they passed their time, for never did my sister want to discuss what 
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they did, and never did they cavort in a place where I could view 
their commerce. In any even t, she came into my room one fine morn
ing, embraced me, and said that her fortune was made, she was to 
be the mis tress of the tall man I disliked, and I learned only that the 
deciding factor in her conquest was the beau ty of her buttocks . And 
with that she gave me her address, settled her accounts with Guerin, 
gave each of us  a farewell kiss, and left. You may be sure that I did 
n o t  fail to go to the indica ted address, for I wished to see her. It 
was two days after her departure j I arrived, asked for my sis ter, 
and my reques t was answered by shrugs and blank expressions. I 
saw perfectly clearly that my sister had been duped, for I could 
no t  imagine she would have deprived me  of the pleasure of her 
company. When I related the thing to Guerin and complained of 
what had happened, a malign smile crep t over her face. She refused 
to explain herself; hence I concluded she was embroiled in this 
mys terious adven ture but did no t  wan t me to become involved in it. 
I t all had a deep effect upon  me and brought a swift end to my un
resolve; as, Messieurs, I shall have no occasion to speak of that 
b eloved sis ter in  future, I may say now that, no twiths tanding the 
inquiries I had made and the lengths to which I went  to find her, 
I was never able to discover what had become of her. 

"I dare say not," Desgranges observed, " for, twenty-four 
hours a fter having left you, she was no longer alive. No, she did 
not deceive you ; rather, she was herself deceived. But, as  you sur
mised, Guerin knew what was a foot." 

"Merciful Heavens I what are you telling me ?" cried Duclos.  
"Ala s  I though deprived of  the sight of her, I still  imagined she 
was alive ."  

" Most erroneously ,"  Desgranges replied. "She told you the 
strict truth : it was indeed the beauty o f  her buttocks , the astonish
ing superiority o f  that memorable ass that procured her the ad
venture in which she flattered herself a fortune was to be earned, 
but wherein she gained death only." 

"And the tall silent man ?" Duclos asked. 
"He was no more than the courtier  in the story, he  was work

ing for another." 
"Yet ,  I tel l  you , he saw her assiduously for six months." 
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"In order to deceive her," Desgranges answered ; "hut go on 
with your tale, these clarifications might prove tedious to their 
Lordships ,  and should they wish to hear more of  the matter, they 
may rest assured the anecdote will figure in my depositions. "  

"And spare us any emotional demonstrations, Duclos," the 
Duc said dryly, upon noticing that it was all she could do to keep 
back a few involuntary tears, "we don't much care for regrets and 
grievings, you know ; as a matter of fact, all the works of Nature 
could be blown to hell and we'd not emit so much as a sigh. Leave 
tears to idiots and children, and may they never soil the cheeks of 
a clearheaded, clear-thinking woman, the sort we esteem." 

With these words, our heroine took herself in hand and re
sumed her narrative at once. 

Owing to the two reasons I have jus t presen ted to YOllr Lord
ships, I made up my mind to leave; Fournier offered me better 
accommodations, a far more in teres ting table, much more remunera
tive although more arduous work, an equal share in the receipts, 
and no service charges. I wen t  to her at once. A t that time she oc
cupied an entire house, and five pretty y oung girls composed her 
seraglio;  I made the sixth. You will allow me to proceed again as 
earlier I did when describing Guerin's es tablishment :  I will no t  por
tray my companions-at-arms until one  by one they s tep into the 
arena. 

On the morrow of my arrival, I was given a project, for 
Fournier ran a bustling house, people came and went all the time, 
each of us would often receive five or six clients in the space of a 
day ; but I shall continue, as I have until now, to select none but  
those who, by din t  of singularity or piquancy, are apt to arres t your 
attention. 

The firs t man I welcomed in my new habitation was a disburs
ing official, aged about fifty. He had me kneel by the bed with tny 
chin res ting on  its edge; he established himself on the bed, kneel
ing also, and above me. He frigged his prick squarely into my 
mouth, commanding me to keep i t  wide open; I los t n o t  a drop, 
and the bawdy fellow was prodigiously amused by the contortions 
and efforts to vomit this disgusting mouthwash caused in me. 

You will perhaps prefer me  to group the four o ther adven-
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tures in this cate(Jory I had at  Madame Fournier's, althou(Jh you  
u nders tand, Messieurs, that these encoun ters were separa ted in  
time.  I am certain the  telling will be  far fro m displeasin(J to M on
sieur Dureet, and p erhaps 'Very opportune, and for the res t of the 
evenin(J he  will most  kindly permit m e  to e n tertain him with ac
counts of a passion for which he has en thusiasm, and which pro
cured me the honor of makin(J his acquain tance. 

"What's  this ?" exclaimed Durcet ; "you are gomg to have 
me play a role in your story ?" 

"With your gracious leave, my Lord," Duclos replied. "I 
shall simply advise Messieurs when I reach the point where you 
make your entrance." 

"But my modesty . . .  oh dear,  oh dear I Before these l ittle 
girls, do you mean you intend to disclose all my turpitudes to their 
innocent hearing ?" 

And everyone having chuckled over the financier 's  whimsical 
fears, Duclos resumed her narrative. 

A n o ther libertine, much o lder and in a different  way disgus t
in(J, succeeded the o n e  I mentioned a moment  a(Jo, and came to (Ji'Ve 
m e  a second represen tation of the same mania; he had m e  s tretch 
o u t  naked upo n  a bed, s tretched out himself, his head to my toe, 
popped his prick in my mouth and his ton(Jue in my cun t, and ha'V
in(J adop ted this attitude, bade m e make re turn for the 'Volup tuous 
titillations he declared his ton(Jue was 'Very certainly going to procure 
for me. I sucked as best I could; he had my pucela(Je, he licked, bub
bled, splashed about and, without  doubt, in all these maneuvers, 
labored infinitely more in his own behalf than in mine. Wha tever 
may have been the tru th, I felt no thin(J, and was exceedingly happy 
n o t  to be horribly revolted by the whole affair; there ensued the 
roui's discharge, an operation which, in accordance with Fournier's 
earnest wishes, for she had given me foreknowledge of every thing, 
an  operation,  I say, which I s trove to make as lubricious as possible 
by sucking, by wringing the juice from his prick with my lips, by 
swishing it about  in my m o u th, and by running my hand over his 
bu ttocks and tickling his anus, which last detail, he indicated, 
pleased him very much, and which he performed on me in turn as 
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best he  could . . . .  The business completed, o ur  man  beat his retreat, 
assuring Madame Fournier that never yet  had he  been outfitted with 
a girl who gave him more satisfaction than [. 

Shortly after this lates t of my exploits, an old witch of about 
seventy came to our house; [ was curious to know what brought her 
to  us, she seemed to have an expectant air, and, yes, [ was told that 
she was awaiting a customer. Extremely eager to  see to what pur
pose the old bag of bones was going to be put, I asked my com
panions whether there were not a room from which one might have 
a view of the bouts, as had been possible a t  'Guerin's. One of my 
friends replied that indeed such facili ties were available and led me  
to a chamber equipped with no t  one, but  two holes; we  took  our 
posts, and this is what we saw and heard, for the wall was no  more 
than a thin partition, and sound traversed it so easily we los t no t  a 
word. The old dame arrived firs t. She looked at  herself in a mirror, 
primped, made adjustments, as if she fancied her charms were yet 
capable of conquering. A few minutes later, in walked this Chloe's 
Daphnis; he  was sixty at  the most, a tax commissioner, a man who 
was very comfortably well off and who preferred spending his 
money upon  worn-ou t  sluts, old trash like this, rather than upon  
pretty girls; and  why ? ' Twas a singularity of  tas te you say that you  
understand, Messieurs, and indeed you explain the  thing admirably .  
He advances, surveying his Dulcinea; she makes him a bow of 
deepest respect. 

"No nonsense, you old bi tch," says the rake, "I don't  care for 
elegan t manners . Get ou t  of your clo thes . . . .  But wait jus t one 
moment .  Have you any teeth ?" 

"No, Sire, n o t  a one is left in my head," quo th the lady, open
ing her foul o ld mouth.  "See for yourself, may it please your 
Lordship ."  

Whereupon  up s teps his Lordship and, grasping her head, he 
deposits upon  her lips one  of the most  passionate kisses I have seen 
in all my life; no t  merely did he kiss, but he sucked, he devoured, 
most  amorously he darted his tongue far, far into that pu trid gullet, 
and the dear old grandmo ther, of whom no t  so much had been made 
in many a long year, replied with a tenderness which . . . I should 
have much difficulty describing to you.  
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"Pery well, " said the official, " that will do. Off with your 
clo thes ."  

Meanwhile, h e  too undoes his breeches and brings out  a little 
dark and wrinkled member about which there is n o thing at all that 
promises an  early erection .  However, the o ld girl is naked, and with 
unimaginable effron tery comeS up to offer her lover the sigh t of an 
ancient, yellow, and shrive/ed body, dry, shapeless, and unfleshed, 
the full descriptio n  whereof, irrespective of your particular fancies 
in such matters, would so fill you with horror i t  were better for me 
to say no more; but far from being disgus ted, repelled, upset  by 
what  greets his eye, our libertine is positively enchanted; ecs ta tic, 
he seizes her, draws her to where he is seated in a chair, manualizes 
her while waiting for her to remove a last s ti tch 0/ clo thing, again 
darts his tongue into her mouth and, turning her around, for a 
momen t pays his respects to the o ther side of the coin. I very dis
tinctly saw him fondle her buttocks-but what am I saying'! but
tocks '! ra ther, I saw him manipulate the two wrinkled rags which 
fell in waves and li t tle ripples fro m  her haunches and lay flapping 
on her thighs. Well, such as they were he  drew them apart, volup
tuously fas tened his lips upon the infamous cloaca they enclosed, 
drove his tongue repea tedly therein to, and while he sweated 
happily over this ruin, she s truggled to give some firmness to the 
moribund device she  was rattling. 

"Let's get to the heart of the matter," said her beloved; "with
ou t  my favorite s tun ts, all your a t tempts will be useless . You've 
been told?" 

" Yes, Monsieur, I have been told." 
"And you know you've got to swallow'!" 
" Yes, my dearie, I' ll swallow, oh yes, my little cabbage, my 

pet, down it'll go, I'll devour every lit tle drop my duckling makes." 
A nd therewith the libertine deposits her on  the bed, her head 

lying toward its foo t, he  s traigh tway pops his limp engine between 
her gums, drives doughtily in up to the balls, wriggles about un til, 
seizing hIS delight's legs and perching them upon  his shoulders, 
his snou t  is n icely lodged between the o ld creature's buttocks.  His 
tongue wanders deep into that exquisite hole;  the honeybee going 
in ques t of the rose's nectar sucks n o t  more voluptuously ;  the lady 
sucks to o, our hero begins to s tir. "Ah, fuck !" he cries after a 
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quarter o f  a n  hour o f  this libidinous calisthenic, "suck me, suck me, 
suck and swallow it, you filthy buggress, swallow, for it's coming, 
by Jesus' sweet face, it's coming, don't  you feel i t?" And flinging 
kisses here and there, scattering kisses upon every thing in sight, 
thighs, vagina, buttocks, anus, every thing gets licked, every thing is 
sucked, the old bitch gulps, and the poor old wreck, who withdraws 
as slack a device as the one he inserted, and who has apparently 
discharged unerected, goes to ttering out  all ashamed of his trans
ports, and as promptly as ever he can gains the door in order to 
avoid the sobering sight of the appalling object which has jus t se
duced him in his weakness. 

"And the old bi tch ?" inquired the Due. 

The old bitch coughed, spat, blew her nose, dressed with all 
possible dispatch, and left. 

A few days later, the same companion thanks to whom I had 
been able to enjoy witnessing this scene had her turn. She was a 
blond girl of about sixteen, with the world's most  in teresting 
physiognomy;  I eagerly seized the opportunity to see her at work. 
The man with whom she was to hold conference was at leas t as 
old as the tax commissioner. He had her kneel between his legs, 
immobilized her head by catching hold of her ears, and snapped 
into her s tartled mouth a prick which lo oked to me to be dirtier 
and more unappetizing than a rag left to soak in the gu tter. Ob
serving that frightful morsel approaching her clean healthy lips, 
my poor colleague was moved to back awa)', but it was no t  for no th
ing our gen tleman held her like a spaniel by the ears. 

"What the devil's this?" he muttered. "Are you going to be 
difficult?" 

And threatening to summo n  Fournier, who had doubtless rec
ommended the most  conciliatory attitude to her, he triumphed over 
her hesitations .  She opens her lips, retreats, opens them again and 
finally, gagging and spluttering, accep ts into that sweetest of mouths 
that most infamous of relics ; from this point onward, the villain's 
speech was exceedingly rude. 

"A h, li ttle slut!" he shouted in a rage, "you've go t scruples, 
have you, about sucking the finest prick in  France? You suppose, 
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do you, that one's  go t to wash one's  balls jus t for your sake? Well, 
fuck you, bitch : suck, do you hear? suck the swutmeat." 

Waxing very hot thanks to these sarcasms and the revulsion 
he  no ticed he was inspiring in my companion, for true i t  is ,  M es
sieurs, tha t  the loathing you quicken in us becomes the gadfly that 
arouses your pleasure, s tings your lust;  waxing most arden t, I say, 
the libertine plunged into an ecs tasy and left in the poor girl's mouth 
the most  definite evidence of his virili ty . Less complaisant than the 
o ld woman, she swallowed no thing, and far more revolted, a mo
ment  la ter she retched her stomach empty, and our libertine, re
adjusting himself wi thout  paying much attention to what she was 
about, laughed sneeringly between his teeth, amused by his liber
tinage's cruel consequences . 

My turn came next. Bu t more fortunate thcm my two prede
cessors, it was to Cupid himself I was turned over, and after having 
satisfied him I was left with no thing but wonder to find tas tes so  
peculiar in a young man so well framed to pleau. He arrives, he 
has me take off what I am wearing and lies dOfA!n upon  the bed, 
orders me to squat above his face and with my mouth proceed to 
try to wring a discharge from a very mediocre prick, for which 
however he has words of praise and whose fuck he en treats me to 
swallow as soon as I feel i t  flow. 

"Bu t don' t was te the occasion to idleness," the li t tle libertine 
added, "meanwhile, 1'd have that cunt of yours flood urine into my 
mouth, I promise you  I' ll swallow it as you shall my fuck, and I'd 
be delighted to sniff a few farts from that splendid ass ." 

I fell to the task and simultaneously execu ted my three chores 
with such skill and grace tha t  the li ttle anchovy jOan  vomited all 
its fury in to my mouth;  I swallowed heartily, my Adonis likewise 
made short shrift of the piss that poured out of my crack and, 
while he drank, he inhaled the fragrance that a continual s tream of 
farts bore to his nos trils. 

"Forsooth, Mademoiselle ,"  murmured Dun:et, "you could 
surely have dispensed with disclosures that portray all my youthful 
childishness. " 

"Ha I "  said the Due with a merry laugh, "wdl indeed I You 
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who scarcely dare look a t  a cunt today, d o  you mean to say you 
used to have ' em piss in the old days ?" 

" 'Tis true ," said Durcet, "I  blush to admit it ,  for what could 
be more dreadful than to have such turpitudes upon one's con
science ? Oh, I presently feel the heavy weight of remorse, my 
friend . . . .  0 delicious asses I "  he exclaimed, in his enthusiasm 
kissing Sophie 's which he had drawn close for a minute's fondling, 
"0 divine asses I how I reproach myself for the incense I deprived 
you of I 0 delicious fundaments, I promise you an expiatory sacri
fice, I swear upon your altars never again while I live to stray from 
the paths of rectitude." 

And that splendid behind having heated him somewhat, the 
libertine placed the novice in what was doubtless an exceedingly 
indecent posture but one in which he was able, as  has been seen 
above, to give his l ittle anchovy to be sucked while sucking the 
tidiest, freshest, most voluptuous of asses. But Durcet, become now 
too blase, too surfeited with that pleasure, only very rarely found 
i t  invigorating ; one could suck all one wished, he could do the same 
till his lips cracked, 'twas always the same : he would withdraw 
in the same collapsed state and, cursing and swearing at the girl, 
would regularly postpone until some happier moment the pleasures 
Nature denied him then. 

Not everyone was so unfortunate j the Due, who had passed 
into his closet with Zdamir, Bum-Cleaver, and Therese, emitted 
shouts and bellows which attested to his happiness, and Colombe, 
hawking and spitting in great earnestness, left precious little doubt 
about the temple at which he had done his worshiping. As for the 
Bishop, reclining upon his couch in the most natural manner, 
Adelaide's buttocks pinching his nose and his prick in her mouth, he 
was in seventh heaven, for he was having a wealth of farts out of 
the young woman ; Curval, in an extremely upright state, plugged 
Hebe's l i ttle mouth with his outsized stopper, and yielded up his 
fuck as he resorted to other stunts. 

Mealtime arrived. The Due wished to advance the thesis that 
if  happiness consisted in the entire satisfaction of all the senses, it 
were difficult to be happier than were they. 

"The remark is  not a libertine's , " said Durcet. "How can you 
be happy if you are able constantly to satisfy yourself ?  It is not in 
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desire's consummation happiness consists, but in the desire i tself, 
in  hurdling the obstacles placed before what one wishes. Well , what 
i s  the perspective here ? One needs but wish and one has. I swear  
to you , "  he continued, "that since my arrival here my fuck has not  
once flowed because of the obj ects I find about me in this castle. 
Every time, I have discharged over what i s  not here, what i s  absent 
from this place, and so it  is," the financier declared, "that, accord
ing to my belief,  there is one essenti al thing lacking to our happi
ness. I t  i s  the pleasure of comparison, a pleasure which can only be 
born of  the s ight of  wretched persons, and here one sees none at 
all .  I t  i s  from the sight of him who does not in the least enj oy what 
I enjoy, and who suffers, that  comes the charm o f  being able to 
say to onesel f : 'I am therefore happier than he. '  Wherever men 
m ay be found equal, and where these differences do not exist, 
happiness shall never exist either : i t  is  the story of the man who 
only knows full well what health is  worth after he has been ill ."  

"In that  case," said the Bishop, "you would maintain as a real 
source of  pleasure the act of  going and contempla ting the tears of 
persons stricken by misery ?" 

" Most assuredly," Durcet replied. "In all th e world there is 
perhaps no voluptuousness that more flatters the senses than the 
one you cite . "  

"What ? You would not succor the lowly and wretched ?" 
exclaimed the Bishop who took the most genuine delight in en
gaging Durcet to expatiate upon a question whose examination was 
so much to the taste of them all and upon which, they knew, the 
financier  was able to deliver some very sound op inions. 

"What i s  it you term succor ?" Durcet responded. "For the 
voluptuousness I sense and which is  the result of this sweet com
parison of  their condition with mine, would cease to exi st were I 
to succor them : by extricating them from a state of wretchedness, 
I should cause them to taste an instant's happiness ,  thus destroy
ing the distinction between them and mysel f, thus destroying all 
the pleaure afforded by comparison."  

"Well then, following that ,"  reasoned the Due, "one should 
in one way or  another, so as the better to establish that distinction 
indispensable to happiness,  one should, I say, [lIther aggravate 
their plight." 
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"There i s  no doubting it ," said Durcet, "and that explains the 
infamies of which I have been accused all my life. Those who are 
in perfect ignorance of  my motives ," the banker continued, "call 
me harsh, ferocious, barbaric, but, laughing at these divers de
nominations, I go merrily on ; I cause, I dare say, what fools de
scribe as atrocities , but thereby I have created pleasure-giving dis
tinctions and have made many a delectable comparison." 

"Come now," said the Duc, "confess, my dear fellow : admit 
that upon more than a score of occasions you have engineered the 
ruin of some poor folk, simply by that means to serve the perverse 
tastes you have j ust acknowledged." 

" More than a score ?" said Durcet. "More than ten score, my 
friend, and, without the slightest exaggeration, I could enumerate 
above four hundred families reduced to beggardom, a state in 
which they'd not now be languishing had i t  not been for me." 

"And," said Curval , "I  fancy you have p rofited from their 
ruin ?" 

"Why yes, that has very frequently been the case, but I must 
also confess that often enough I have acted not to gain, but purely 
to undo, at the behest of that certain wickedness which almost al
ways awakens the organs of lubricity in me ; my prick positively 
jumps when I do evil, in evil I discover precisely what is needed 
to stimulate in me all of  pleasure ' s  sensations, and I perform evil 
for that  reason, for i t  alone, without any ulterior motive ."  

"Upon my soul ,"  declared the President, "I own I fancy noth
ing better than that taste. When I was in Parliament I must have 
voted at least a hundred times to have some poor devil hanged ; 
they were all innocent, you know, and I would never indulge in  that 
little injustice without experiencing, deep within me, a most volup
tuous titillation : no more was needed to inflame my balls, nothing 
used to heat them more certainly. You can imagine what I felt when 
I did worse." 

"It  i s  certain , "  said the Duc, whose brain was beginning to 
warm as  he fingered Zephyr, "that crime has sufficient charm of 
itself to ignite all the senses ,  without one having to resort to any 
other expedient ; no one understands better than I that enormities 
and malpractices, even those at  the most extreme remove from liber
tine misbehavior ,  are qui te as capable of inciting an erection as those 
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which lie directly within the sphere of libertinage. The man who 
is addressing you at this very instant has owed spasms to stealing, 
murdering, committing arson, and he is perfectly sure that i t  is  not 
the obj ect of libertine intentions which fires us, but the idea of evil, 
and that  consequently i t  is thanks only to evil and only in the name 
of evil one stiffens, not thanks to the obj ect, and were this obj ect 
to be divested of the power to cause us to do evil , our prick would 
droop, ' twould interest us no more." 

"What could be more certain than that ?" the Bishop de
manded. "And thence is born another certitude : the greatest pleas
ure is derived from the most infamous source . The doctrine which 
must perpetually govern our conduct is this : the more pleasure you 
seek in the depths of crime, the more frightful the crime must be ; 
as for myself, Messieurs ," added the Bishop, "if I may be permitted 
to speak personally, I affirm that I have reachecl the point of no 
longer being susceptible of this sensation you have been discussing, 
of no longer experiencing it, I say, as a result o:f lesser or minor 
crimes, and if  the one I perpetrate does not combine as much of the 
atrocious, of the base, of the vicious, of the deceitful, of the treach
erous as may be possibly imagined, the sensation is not merely faint, 
there i s  no sensa tion at all." 

"Very well , "  said Durcet, "is i t  possible to commit crimes such 
as these our minds yearn after, crimes like those you mention ? For 
my part, I must declare that my imagination has always outdistanced 
my faculties ; I lack the means to do what I would do, I have con
ceived of a thousand times more and better than I have done, and 
I have ever had complaint against Nature who , while giving me the 
desire to outrage her, has always deprived me of the means." 

"There are ," said Curval, "but two or three crimes to perform 
in this world, and they, once done,  there's no more to be said ; all 
the rest is inferior, you cease any longer to feel. Ah, how many 
times, by God, have I not longed to be able to assail the sun, snatch 
it out of the universe, make a general darkness, or use that star to 
burn the world I oh, that would be a crime, oh yes, and not a l ittle 
misdemeanor such as are all the ones we perform who are limited 
in a whole year's time to metamorphosing a dozt:n creatures into 
lumps of clay." 

Whereupon, their minds having waxed gay and hot, as two 
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or three young girls had already had cause to remark, and their 
pricks beginning to rise, they left the table and went in  search of 
pretty mouths, thereinto to pour the floods of that l iquor whose 
too insistent throbbings promoted the utterance of so many horrors. 
Tha t  evening they confined themselves to mouth pleasures, but in
vented a hundred manners of  varying them, and when they had 
run, all four of them, each a magnificent race, in  a few hours of 
repose they sought to find the strength necessary to starting out 
a fresh. 



THE N INTH DAY 

c-r"" hat morning Duclos expressed her opinion, saying she held 
1 i t  prudent either to offer the li ttle girls new patients to re

place the fuckers then being employed in the masturbation exerci ses, 
or  to terminate their lessons, for she believed their education suffi
ciently advanced. Duclos very astutely pointed out that by continued 
use of the young men known by their  title of fucker, there might 
result that species o f  intrigue Messieurs wished e!lpecially to pre
vent ; moreover, she added, for such exercises these young men 
were worth nothing at all ; since they were prone to discharge im
mediately they were touched, their skittishness or incontinence 
ought certainly be better exploited, Messieurs' asses had only to 
lose if the program remained unchanged. It was therefore decided 
that the lessons would cease ; they had generally succeeded, there 
were already amongst the little girls a few who frigged master
fully : Augustine, Sophie, and Colombe could easily have been 
matched, what for skill and nimbleness of wri st, against the 
capital's most famous friggers. Of them all, Zelmire was least 
adep t : not that she lacked agility or that considera ble science was 
not conspicious in all her motions, no, but i t  was her tender and 
melancholic character which stood in her way, she seemed unable 
to forget her sorrows, she was sad and pensive at  all times. At that 
morning's breakfast inspection tour, her duenna affirmed she had 
the p revious evening caught the child in a prayerful attitude, 
fl agrantly on her knees before retiring ; Zelmire was summoned, 
questioned, she was asked the subj ect of  her prayers ; she at  first 
refused to answer, then, threats having been employed, she fell to 
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weeping and admitted she had besought God to deliver her from 
the perils wherewith she was beset, and had above all prayed 
that help would come before her virginity were lost.  The Duc 
thereupon declared she deserved to die, and made her read the 
articles which dealt specifically with this subject. 

"Very well , "  she sighed, "kill me, at least the God I invoke 
shall have pity upon me, kill me before you dishonor me, and that 
soul I have devoted to Him will at least fly in purity to His breast. 
I shall be delivered of the torment of  seeing and hearing so many 
horrors every day." 

A reply wherein reigned such a quantity of virtue, of candid 
innocence, and of  gracious amenity caused our libertines prodi
giously to stiffen. There were voices that called out for her instan
taneous depucelation, but the Duc, reminding his  cohorts of the 
inviolable contract they had subscribed to, was content to propose 
-and his suggestion was unanimously approved-that she be con
demned to be punished very violently the following Saturday and 
that, in the meantime, she kneel and for fifteen minutes take into 
her mouth and suck each friend's prick, and that she be given by 
way of warning the assurance that, were she to repeat her error, it 
would decidedly cost her her life,  for she would be judged and 
punished to the fullest extent of the law. The poor l ittle thing 
crawled up to accomplish the first part of  her penance, but the 
Duc, whom the ceremony had aroused, and who after having pro
nounced sentence had prodigiously fondled her ass, like the villain 
he was, shot all his boiling seed into that pretty little mouth, in so 
doing threatening to strangle her if she spat  out a drop, and the 
poor li ttle wretch swallowed it all, not without furious repugnances .  
The three others were similarly sucked one a fter the other, but 
yielded nothing, and after the usual visit to the boys' quarters and 
the excursion to the chapel, which that  morning produced li ttle be
cause almost everyone had been refused permission to join the 
party, the meal was served, and then Messieurs entered the salon for 
coffee. 

It was served by Fanny, Sophie ,  Hyacinthe , and Zelamir ; 
Curval fancied he might thigh-fuck Hyacinthe,  and obliged Sophie 
to post herself in such a way as to be able to suck that  length of his 
prick which protruded beyond Hyacinthe'S  tightly squeezed legs. 



3 6 8  + THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

The scene was pleasant and inspiriting, he frigged the l ittle chap 
he held hugged to his belly, and Hyacinthe discharged upon Sophie 's 
face ; the Due, who owing to the dimensions of his prick was the 
only other one who could imitate this performance, likewise ar
ranged himself with Zelamir and Fanny, but the lad had not yet 
reached the discharging age, and thus the nobleman had to do 
without the very agreeable episode Curval considered so enj oyable .  
After they had finished, Durcet and the Bishop took charge of the 
four children and had themselves sucked, but no one discharged, 
and after a brief nap, the company moved into the auditorium 
where, everyone having assumed his place, Duclos went on with her 
disclosures. 

Before any o ther audience, said that amiable girl, I might 
shrink a t  broaching the subject of the narra tives wherewith this 
en tire week we shall be occupied, but however crapulous that  sub
ject, I am too well acquainted with your tas tes, Messieurs, to be 
in any wise apprehensive. No, I believe you'll not be displeased; 
quite the con trary, I am convinced you will find my anecdo tes 
agreeable. I ought however to advise you that you are about  to 
hear of abominable, filthy goings on; but whose ears could be bet ter 
made to appreciate them ? your hearts love and desire them, hence 
I enter into the matter without  further delay or ambages. 

At Madame Fournier's we had a trusty old clien t who was 
known as the Chevalier, I don' t know why, or whence the ti tle 
camej his custom was to pay us a visit every evening, and the li t tle 
rite that we regularly performed with him was equally simple and 
bizarre : he would unbutton his breeches, and we were required to 
form a queue and one by one drop a turd into them. Once we had 
all done our duty, he  would button up again and go off in great 
haste, taking that freight with him. While he was being supplied 
he would frig himself for an instant or two, but he was never seen 
to discharge, and no one knew where he wen t or what he did with 
his breechload of shit. 

"Oh, by Jesus I "  muttered Curval, who never heard anything 
he had not a desire to do on the spot, "I'll have someone shit in 
my breeches, and I 'll keep the treasure the whole evening." 
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And ordering Louison to come render him that service, the 
old libertine provided the assembly with a full-blown dramatization 
of the whimsy whereof account had just been delivered. 

"Well, go on," he said phlegmatically, nodding to Duclos and 
settling down on his couch again, "there's nothing to it ,  and I ex
pect it will only be the lovely Aline, my charming companion for 
the afternoon, who'll find something inconvenient about it . As for 
myself, a pound of shit in the vicinity suits me perfectly." 

And Duclos resumed her story. 

Forewarned, said she, of all that was destined to take place 
at the home of the libertine to whom I was being sent, I dressed 
myself as a boy, and as I was only twen ty, with pretty hair and a 
pretty face, that costume very well became me. Before leaving, I 
took care to do in my breeches what Monsieur Ie Presiden t has 
just had done for him in his. My man was awaiting me in bed, I 
approach him, he kisses me very lewdly two or three times, he tells 
me I'm the pretties t little boy he's ever set eyes upon, and while 
praising me he undertakes to unbutton my breeches. I put up a 
faint resis tance with the single purpose of inflaming his desires all 
the more, he en treats me, urges me, he has his way, but how am 
I to describe to you the ecs tasy that possesses him when he per
ceives the package I have brought along, and the colorful mess i t  
has  made of my two bu ttocks. 

"Why, what's this ?" cries he. " You've shit in your breeches, 
have you?  But, my little rascal, ' tis very nasty, you know. How 
could you have done such a thing?" 

And quick as a shot, holding me with my back turned to him 
and my breeches pulled down, he  sets to frigging and rattling him
self, presses against me, and spurts his fuck upon my beshitted be
hind, the while driving his tongue into my mouth.  

"Do you mean to say," exclaimed the Duc, "he refrained from 
touching anything ? Didn't he handle it ?" 

"N 0, your Lordship, "  Duclos made him answer, "I recount 
all that transpired, I conceal no detail ; but have a l ittle patience, 
Sire, and we will gradually reach more entertaining circumstances." 
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"Come," said one of my companions, "let's go watch a truly 
humorous fellow. He doem't need a girl, he amuses himself all 
alone." 

We repaired to the hole, having been informed that in the ad
joining room, the one  selected for his activities, there was a pierced 
chair and beneath it a chamber pot  we had been busy filling for 
four days and in which there must have been at least a dozen large 
turds. Our man arrives. He was an elderly tax-farmer of about 
seventy years .  He shuts the door, goes straight to the pot  he knows 
to be brimming with the goodies he has ordered for his sport. 
He takes up the vessel and, seating himself in an armchair, passes 
a full hour gazing lovingly at all the treasure whereof he has been 
made the proprietor; he  sniffs, inhales, he touches, he handles, 
seems to lift one  turd out  after ano ther in order to contemplate 
them the better. Finally become ecs tatic, from his fly he pulls a 
nasty o ld black rag which he  shakes and beats with all his might; 
one hand frigs, the o ther burrows into the pot and scoops out  hand
fuls of divine unction .  He anoints his tool, but it remains as limp 
as before. There are moments, after all, when Nature is so s tub
born that even the excesses we most delight in fail to awake a re
sponse. He did all in his power, and unavailingly, for no thing re
sulted or rose gloriously up, but by dint of abuse meted out by the 
same hand that had jus t  been s teeped in the ordure, the ejacula
tio n  occurred, he trembled, thrilled, fell backward, smelled, breathed 
deeply, rubbed his prick, and discharged upon the heap of shit 
which had jus t so inspired him. 

Another gentleman dined with me one evening. We were 
alone together, and twelve large plates heaped with the same 
meats were brought in and combined with the remnants of an 
earlier course. He sniffed these new dishes, sampled their aromas, 
and after he had finished eating, bade me frig him upon the one 
that  had s truck him as the most  handsome. 

A young crown attorney used to pay according to the num
ber of enemas one was willing to receive at his hands; when I 
crossed swords with him, I agreed to accept seven, he administered 
them all himself; thus, seven times over had I to mount a li ttle 
stepladder, while he, s tationed underneath me, frigged himself 
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un til I spewed out  over his prick the entire charge with which he 
had lubricated my bowels. 

As may be readily imagined, the entire evening was devoted 
to unclean activities  of roughly the same species that  had been 
treated in story, and that Messieurs turned to this kind of  sport 
will be all the more easily understood in the light of their general 
enthusiasm for this passion ; i t  was of  course Curval who carried 
matters the furthest, but his  three colleagues were scarcely less in
fatuated with the novelties laid out before them. The l i ttl e  girls' 
eight steaming turds were arranged amidst the supper's dishes, and 
at  the orgies the competition was doubtless even keener for those 
o f  the little  boys ; and thus ended the ninth day whose term they 
saw arrive with the greatest pleasure, for they had high expecta
tions for the morrow, which was destined to provide them with 
more amply detailed anecdotes treating a subj ect they adored. 



THE TENTH DAY 

(Remember to be  more gu arded in the beginning and more 
gradu ally to disclose what is to be cl arified here.) 

("T' he farther we advance, the more thoroughly we may info rm 
1 the reader about certain facts we were obliged to no more than 

hint at  in the earlier part of  our story. We are able, for example, 
presently to a dvise him of the purpose of the morning visits and 
searches conducted in the children's quarters, the cause of  their 
punishment when in the course o f  these inspections delinquents 
were found, and just what were the delights Messieurs tasted in 
the chapel : the subj ects were expressly forbidden to go to the toilet 
or in any other place to move their bowels without individual and 
p articula r  permission, this in order that there be held in reserve 
matters which could, a s  the occasion arose, be doled out to those 
who desired them. The visit served to determine whether anyone 
h a d  neglected to comply with this order ; the officer of the month 
carefully inspected all the chamber pots and other receptacles, and 
if he found any that were not empty, the subj ect concerned was im
mediately inscribed in the punishment register. However, provision 
had been made for those who could hold back no longer : they were, 
a l ittle before the midday meal, to betake themselves to the chapel 
M essieurs had converted into a privy so designed that our libertines 
were able to enj oy the pleasure which the satisfaction of  these 
pressing needs had the power to procure them, and the others, 
who had been allowed, or who had been able, to keep their loads, 
had the opportunitity to be rid of them at some time or another 
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during the  day and in that  manner which most pleased the  friends, 
and above all in that particular manner upon which full details will 
subsequ ently be provided, for these details will compass all the 
manners of indulging in this voluptuous delight. 

And there was yet another cause which led to the distribution 
of  punishment,  and it was the following one : what is  called in 
France the bidet ceremony did not exactly please our friends ; 
Curval, for example,  could not bear to have the subj ects with whom 
he came to grips wash themselves ; Durcet's  attitude was identical, 
and so i t  was that the one and the other would notify their duennas 
of  the subj ects with whom they planned to amuse themselves the 
next day,  and these subj ects were forbidden to wipe ,  rub,  or wash 
themselves in any way and under any ci rcumstances,  and the two 
other friends, who did not share this abhorrence of tidiness and for 
whom dirt was not by any means essential ,  nevertheless concurred 
with Curval and Durcet, aided in maintaining an agreeable state of 
affairs ,  and i f  a fter having been told to be impure a subj ect took i t  
into his head to be clean, he was straightway added to the  fatal 
l ist.  

That is  what happened that morning to Colombe and Hebe ; 
they had shitted during the previous night's orgies and, knowing 
that they were l isted to serve coffee on the following day, Curval, 
who planned to amuse himself with both of them and who had 
even advised them that they would be expected to fart, had recom
mended that things be left just as  they were. The children did noth
ing to themselves before going to bed. Inspection arrived, and 
Durcet, aware of  the instructions Curval had given, was perfectly 
amazed to find them as neat as a pin ; forgetfulness was the excuse 
they offered, but their names went down in the register never
theless.  

No chapel permissions were granted that morning. ( We 
should like the reader to make a particular  effort to remember 
what we mean by such an expression ; this will dispense us from 
having to repeat our explanations. ) C alculations of  what would 
be required during the storytelling period forbade any prodigality 
until tha t time. 

Upon this day the boys' masturbation lessons were suspended, 
for they had entirely served their purpose, and every one of the 
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l ittle lads frigged a s  expertly as the cleverest whore in Paris.  
Zephyr and Adonis led the pack in skill, speed, and deftness, and 
there are few p ricks which would not ej aculate nigh to bleeding 
were they to be ministered by li ttle hands as  nimble and delicious 
as theirs. 

Nothing worth citing occurred until coffee ; i t  was served by 
Giton, Adonis, Colombe,  and Hebe ; these four children had, by 
way of preparation, been stuffed with every decoction which is 
best able to provoke winds, and Curval, who had proposed to be 
treated to farts, received a generous quantity of  them. The Duc 
had himself sucked, or rather licked, by Giton, whose li ttle mouth 
simply could not manage to engulf the enormous machine tendered 
him. Durcet performed some choice little horrors with Hebe,  the 
Bish op thigh-fucked Colombe. Six o'clock sounded, they moved into 
the auditorium where, everyone having taken his post ,  Duclos be
gan to recount what you shall  read : 

A new companion had very recen tly come to Madame Fourn
ier' s ;  owing to the role she is going to play in the account  of the 
passion  which follows, I believe I should give you at  least a rough 
sketch of her. She was a young seamstress, debauched by the se
ducer I earlier mentioned having observed at Guerin's, and she also  
worked for  Fournier. She  was fourteen, had chestnut-brown hair, 
sparkling brown eyes, the most  voluptuous little face in all the 
world, skin lily white and satin smooth, very trimly made she was, 
although rather inclining to fleshiness, from which slight disadvan
tage there resulted the sweetes t, cu tes t, the plumpes t ass, the 
fairest, oh  ' twas possibly the finest ass in Paris. I was stationed at 
the hole in the partition and soon beheld the man who was to de
flower her, for she  was yet  a maid on either side, no thing could be  
plainer. Such a tidbit could only have been fed to someone  very 
much beloved of the house : he was the venerable Abbe de Fier
ville, equally renowned for his wealth and his debauchery, and he 
had the gout to his very fingertips. He arrives swathed to the eyes 
in a mantle, ins talls himself in the chamber, examines all the equip
ment  he is about to use, prepares every thing, and then the little 
girl arrives; her name is Eugenie. Somewhat  frightened by her 
first lover's gro tesque face, she  lowers her gaze and blushes. 



The 120 Days of Sodom + 3 75 

"Come hither, come hither," says the libertine, "and show me 
your behind." 

"Oh, Monsieur . . .  " murmurs the shy little thing. 
"Come, come," fumes the old roue, "nothing worse than these 

novices; she just can ' t  imagine anyone should wish to look  at an ass . 
Well, by the Saviour, get your damned skirts up." 

And, stepping closer for fear of displeasing Fournier, whom 
she has promised to be very obedient, she finally pulls her skirt 
halfway up from behind. 

"Higher, do you hear, higher," cries the pleasant old rascal. 
"Do you suppose I'm going to bo ther to do it myself?" 

And in due time the beautiful ass is completely exposed. The 
m an of God scrutinizes i t, has her s tand s traight, has her bend 
forward, has her squeeze her legs tight together, has her separate 
them and, leaning her over the bed, spends a moment crudely, nay, 
uncouthly rubbing all his fron tward privities, which he has brought 
to light and with which he now prods and pushes Eugenie's match
less bum, as if to electrify himself, as if to attract to himself some 
of that lovely child's essen tial heat .  From this he passes to kisses, 
he falls to his knees in order to be more at his ease, and wi th both 
hands holding those superb butto cks as far apart as possible, both 
his tongue and lips rummage about in search of treasure. 

" They're right," says he, "you do have a passably fine ass. 
H ave you been shitting recently ?" 

"Just a lit tle while ago ,  Father," the little one  answers. "Mad
ame had me do that before coming up." 

"Why, that's nice . . •  and so there's no thing left in your 
bowels," says the lecher. "Well, we're going to see." 

And catching up the syringe, he fills i t  with milk, returns to 
behind his object, brandishes the nozzle, plunges i t  into the vent, 
and shoots out the fluid. Having been told what to expect, Eugenie 
submits to everything,- no sooner is the remedy in her en trails than 
he lies down on the bed and orders Eugenie to come at  once and 
s traddle him . "Now," says he, "if you've got any thing to do, have 
the kindness to do it in my mouth." The timid creature has taken 
her place as she has been told to do, she pushes, the libertine frigs 
himself, his mouth, sealed hermetically to her asshole, catches 
every drop of the precious liquid that leaps out of it. He swallows 
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it all, giving evidence of the greates t s crupulousness in this matter, 
and jus t  when he swills down the final mou thful, his fuck escapes 
and he is hurled into a delirium.  But what is this strange mood, 
this cloud of loa thing which, as i n  the case of almost  every o ther 
libertine, comes to darken a mind whence the en tire illusion has 
fled? Bru tally cas ting the little girl far from him once he has 
done, the sain tly man readjusts his cleric's garb, says that he has 
been cheated, deceived, for this child, he swears, had n o t  priorly 
shi t ted, no ,  they'd lied, she'd come to him full of shit, and he'd 
swallowed half her turd, fie upon  them. It is to be no ted that 
Monsieur l'Abbe wanted milk on ly, not shit .  He grumbles, he 
curses, he  s torms, says he  won' t pay, won ' t  ever come back,  says 
he ' ll be damned if he'll s tir himself for li ttle sno tfaces like this 
one, and goes off shouting a thousand o ther invectives I' ll surely 
have occasion to report to you in connection  with ano ther passion  
i n  which they p lay a major role rather than, as  in this instance, a 
very subordinate one .  

"Well, by God," Curval remarked, "there you have a very 
fastidious man who'll get upset over swallowing a little shit when 
there are I don ' t  know how many who feast upon it ." 

"Pa tience, Sire , patience, "  said Duclos, "allow my recitals to 
succeed each o ther in the order you yourselves dictated and you 
shall see the superior libertines you allude to achieve wonders on 
the stage." 

My turn came two days later. Instructions had been given 
me, and I s tayed away from the water closet  for thirty-six hours. 
My hero was an elderly ecclesias tic who served as chaplain to the 
King; like the aforementioned athlete he to o was crippled wi th 
gout  .. he was only to be approached if one  were naked, but one's  
fron t  and breast had to be very thoroughly covered; much em
phasis had been placed upon  this latter article, and I had been 
warned that were he to ca tch the leas t glimpse of those parts, i t  
would prove a heavy misfortune, I'd never be able to get  him to 
discharge. I approach, he  s tudies my behind with extreme atten tive
n ess, asks my age, asks whether it is true I have a great urge to 
shi t, inquires as to the kind of shit I ordinarily produce, is i t  soft? 
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i s  it hard? and  a thousand o ther ques tions the asking of  which, i t  
s eems to me, has the  effect of animating him, for, a s  he chatters 
away his prick gradually lifts its head and leans toward me. That 
prick, approximately four inches in length by two or three around, 
had, despite i ts brilliant sheen, something of so humble and so  piti
ful an air that one all but needed spectacles to be certain of i ts 
existence. Solicited by my man thus to do, I laid firm hands on  i t, 
and no ticing that my mo tions were rather well irritating his desires, 
he made ready to consummate the sacrifice. 

"But is it a truly authentic desire, my child," says he, " this 
desire to shit you mention ? For I don' t care to be deceived; come, 
let's see whether you  do indeed have shit in your ass ."  

And so  saying, he  buries his right hand's longes t finger in my 
fundament, while with his left hand he sus tains the erection I have 
excited in his desire. That plummeting finger had no need to search 
far, the chaplain was swiftly persuaded I had, quite as I said, the 
sincerest wish to shit, and when his gropings con tacted the object 
of our mutual concern, he flew into a perfect ecs tasy : 

"Ah, by God's belly," he cries, "she tells the truth, the chicken 
is about to lay, and I feel the egg." 

Enchanted, the bawdy old pries t passes a moment kissing my 
bum, and observing the haste I am in and that I shall soon be un
able to res train the insurgen t turd, he has me climb aboard an 
apparatus quite similar to the one your Lordships have here in the 
chapel; o nce seated, my behind perfectly exposed to his view, I was 
able to lodge my complaint in a receptacle located two or three 
inches from his nose.  This apparatus had been built expressly for 
the chaplain, and he employed it frequently, for scarcely a day wen t 
by without  him coming to Fournier's to assis t in delivering either 
some girl attached to the house or some o ther from outside it. An 
armchair drawn close allowed him to observe the process from a 
point of van tage situated jus t below the ring supporting my ass. 

When we had taken our positions upon  our respective thrones, 
he ordered me to commence the operation .  For prelude, I release 
a series of farts; he inhales them. The turd haves into sight at last; 
he begins to pant. 

"Shit, my li ttle one, shit away, my angel," he cries, all afire. 
"Show me the turd coming forth out  of your lovely ass ."  
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And he aids the delivery, pressing his fingers abou t my anus, 
he facilitates the eruption ;  he frigs himself, he observes, he  is 
drunk with lus t, pleasure's excess finally transports him completely, 
he loses his head; his cries, his sighs, his fingerings, every thing con
vinces me he is nearing the final s tage and, turning my head toward 
him, I find I have judged correctly, for there is his miniature engine 
spattering a few drops of sperm into the same pot  I have jus t  
filled. The  chaplain left in a good humor, and even assured me he  
expected he would honor  me with ano ther visi t, which promise I 
knew very well to be false, for i t  was common knowledge he never 
saw the same girl twice. 

"Well, I appreciate his feelings in the matter," declared the 
President, who was kissing Aline's ass. "One must be in our de
plorable situation, one must be reduced to rack and ruin in order to 
be able to bear having the same ass shit twice." 

"Monsieur Ie President," spoke up the Bishop, "there is a 
certain halting tone in your voice which leads me to suspect your 
prick i s  in the air ." 

"Tush," Curval replied, "I 'm merely kissing the buttocks of 
Mademoiselle your daughter, who hasn't even the courtesy to let 
fly one wretched l i ttle fart." 

"I am then enjoying better luck than you, "  the Bishop an
nounced, "for Madame your wife, 10 and behold I has just presented 
me with the most beautiful and the bulkiest turd . . . .  " 

"Silence, gentlemen, silence, I say I "  came from the Duc, whose 
voice seemed muffled as i f  by something covering his head. "Silence, 
by Jesus I we are here to listen, not to act." 

"Which is therefore to say, I take it ,  that you are doing noth
ing, " inquired the Bishop, "and is it in order to listen that  you are 
wallowing under three or four assholes ?" 

"Well, you know, he's right. Go on, Duclos ,  i t  were wiser that 
we hear about foolish acts than commit them. We must save our 
strength. " 

And Duclos was on the point of resuming when they all heard 
the usual shouts and customary blasphemies that accompanied the 
Duc's discharges ; surrounded by his quatrain, being frigged by 
Augustine who, said he, did it deliciously, his fuck was escaping him 
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as with Sophie ,  Zephyr, and Giton he performed countless li ttle 
wantonries o f  a kind very analogous to those Duclos had been 
describing. 

"Great God I" Curval exclaimed, "I can't tolerate these bad 
examples ; there's  nothing that makes me discharge like a discharge, 
and would you believe i t ? here's that l i ttle whore," he a dded, re
ferring to Aline,  "who only a moment ago could accomplish noth
ing at all and who is presently doing everything one could ask 
for . . .  but no matter, I 'll keep my grip. Ah, you bitch, shit away, 
shit your head off, i t  will get you nowhere,  I don't intend to give 
up my seed. " 

"I see very well, M essieurs," said Duclos,  "that a fter having 
perverted you i t  i s  my responsibility to restore you to reason, and 
to do so I am going to resume my story without waiting for your 
command." 

"No, don't  you do it ," cried the Bishop, "I  am not as  continent 
as Monsieur Ie President, not I ,  my fuck's  itching me, and it's got 
to be shed." 

Wherewith, he was seen very publicly to perform things the 
structure of this very complex fiction prevents us from revealing a t  
this stage, b u t  things whose delightful influence very rapidly 
brought leaping forth the fuck whose mounting pressure had dis
comfited the Bishop's  thrice-blessed balls. As for Durcet, absorbed 
in Therese's ass,  nothing was heard from him, and in  all l ikelihood 
Nature refused him what she lavishly granted the others, for he 
was not as a rule mute when accorded her favors. Seeing that now 
a t  last calm had been restored, Duclos went on with her lubricious 
exploits.  

A month later, I came to grips with a man whom one had al
most to violate in order satisfactorily to carry out an operation  
somewhat akin to  the  one I related several minutes ago .  I sh i t  upon  
a dish, I bring i t  to h im and thrust it under his nose  while he sits 
in an armchair quie tly reading a book, seemingly unaware of my 
presence. He looks up, falls to swearing, asks how the devil can 
the girl have the insolence to do such a thing in his presence, but 
all the same it's a queer turd she's got there, he con templates i t, 
handles it; I ask forgiveness for the liberty I have taken, he con-
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tinues to mumble incoherencies at me, and then discharges with his 
eyes fixed on the morsel of shit; and in so doing he says he'll find 
me again someday, that sooner or la ter he'll see to i t  that I get 
what I deserve. 

A fourth gentleman employed none but women of seventy or 
more in practices which were quite similar; I watched him enact his 
rite with an old crea ture who could no t  have been less than eighty . 
He was reclining upon a sofa, the matron was s traddling him; she 
deposited her s trange old package on his belly while frigging a 
wrinkled, shriveled prick which scarcely discharged a t  all. 

At Fournier's es tablishment we had ano ther curious article of 
furniture : a kind of toilet chair, provided with the usual hole and 
set  against the wall; things were so  arranged that a man could 
lie in such a way that while his body extended into the neiqhborinq 
room, his shoulders passed through an opening and his head oc
cupied the place usually reserved for the chamber po t. I had been 
appoin ted to the task, and kneeling between his legs, I sucked his 
prick as bes t I could throughout  the operation.  Well, this extraor
dinary ceremony consisted in having a workman, who was paid to 
act a part whose full consequences he neither knew nor divined; in 
having, I say, a man of the people enter the room con taining the 
chair, climb upon  i t, and do his business squarely upon the face of 
the patient over whom I was toiling; but the shit bearer had ab
solu tely to be a poor drudge fetched in from the humbles t milieu, 
he had as well to be old and ugly, he was inspected before being pu t 
to work, and were he to lack any of these qualities, our libertine 
would have no thing to do with him. During all this, I saw no thing 
but heard rather a lo t :  the instan t of collision was also that of my 
man's discharge, his fuck sprang down my throa t  the same moment 
the turd splashed upon  his face, and when he emerged from be
neath the chair and go t to his fee t, I saw by the s tate he was in that 
he had been handsomely served. By chance, after the exercise was 
over, I happened to meet the fellow who had performed so bril
lian tly;  h e  was from the Auvergne, a good honest chap who earned 
his livelihood working with stonemasons; he seemed delighted to 
earn a crown by doing naught but ridding himself of what  he would 
have had one way or ano ther to expel from his bowels, and this 
lit tle chore s truck him as infinitely less arduous than carrying his 
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hod. He was, what for his looks, quite dreadful to behold and must 
have been over fortv. 

"Faith," muttered Durcet, "I  think that should do it ." 
And passing into his closet with the eldest of  the fuckers, with 

Therese and Desgranges, he was heard braying and whinnying 
some minutes later ; he returned but was disinclined to inform the 
company of the precise nature of the excesses whereunto he had 
surrendered himself. 

Supper was announced ; i t  proved at least as  libertine as  ever, 
and a fter the meal, the four friends having been moved to spend 
the evening away from one another instead of  frolicking together 
as  they customarily did, the Duc went off to the boudoir at  the end 
of the corridor, taking with him Hercule, Martaine, his daughter 
Julie, Zelmire, Hebe, Z elamir, Cupidon, and Marie.  

Curval commandeered the auditorium, providing himself with 
what companionship Constance could afford him, for she fell to 
trembling every time she found herself with him, and he did 
exceedingly li ttle to allay her fears ; he also took Fanchon, Des
granges, Bum-Cleaver, Augustine, Fanny, N arcisse, and Zephyr. 

The Bishop went into the drawing room with Duclos who, 
that evening, revenged herself upon the fickle Due, who had led 
Martaine away with him ; Aline, Invictus, Therese, Sophie,  the 
charming l ittle Colombe, Celadon, and Adonis completed the prel
ate' s entourage. 

Durcet remained in the dining room. It was cleared, rugs and 
cushions were brought in and strewn all about. He encloseted him
self, I say, with Adelaide, his beloved wife, with Antinoiis, Louison, 
Champville, Michette, Rosette, Hyacinthe, and Giton. 

More the redoubling of lecherous appetites than any other 
reason had doubtless dictated this arrangement, for brains were 
heated to such a point that evening that it was unanimously agreed 
no one would go to bed ; i t  was perfectly incredible what was 
achieved in each room by way of  infamies and impurities. 

Toward dawn, their Lordships decided to return to table, 
although they had taken abundant drink throughout the night ; 
everyone trooped into the dining room, there was an indistinct, 
promiscuous pell-mell, the cooks were awakened and soon sent in 
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scrambled eggs, toast, onion soup , and omelettes. Drinking was 
resumed, the company grew very merry, all save Constance who 
was plunged in inconsolable sadness. Curval 's hatred was growing 
just  as certainly as was her poor belly ; she had that night during 
the orgies experienced the effects of his hostil ity , she had suffered 
everything but blows, for Messieurs had agreed to leave the pear 
to ripen ; she had, I say ,  blows excepted, undergone every imagina
ble mistreatment ; she thought to complain to Durcet and to her 
husband, the Duc : they both bade her go to the devil and remarked 
that she must surely have been guilty of some fault which was 
hidden from their eyes, yes , surely, else how could she thus ever 
have displeased that most virtuous and most gentle of mortals ; 
they wagged their heads and walked away. And then they all went 
to bed. 



THE ELEVENTH DAY 

C'T" hey did not rise till late that day, and dispensing with all the 
1 usual ceremonies,  went directly to table once they had got up 
from their beds. Coffee, served by Giton, Hyacinthe, Augustine, 
and Fanny, was largely uneventful ,  although Durcet could not do 
without some farts from Augustine, and the Duc thrust his brave 
instrument between Fanny's lips. Now, as from the desire to what 
the desire causes ' ti s  ever but a single step with personages such 
as our heroes, they went unswervingly toward satisfying them
selves ; happily, Augustine was prepared, she blew a steady breeze 
into the li ttle financier 's  mouth, and he came nigh to stiffening ; a s  
for Curval a n d  the Bishop, they confined themselves t o  fondling the 
two l ittle boys' behinds, and then our champions moved to the 
auditorium. 

One day li t tle Eugenie, who was becoming more familiar with 
the res t of us and wh o m  six m o n ths in the whorehouse had only 
rendered all the prettier, Eugenie, I say, o n e  day accos ted me and, 
lifting her skirts, bade m e  lo o k  at her ass. "Do you see, Duclos, 
how Fournier wan ts me to keep my behind today ?" 

An inch-thick patch of shit covered her sweet little asshole.  
"And why does she wan t  y o u  to wear tha t?" I asked h er. 
"/ t' s for the sake of an  o ld gen tleman who is coming this 

aftern oon,"  she explained, "and he expects a beshit ted ass ."  
" Well, well, " s aid I,  "he' ll be very pleased with y o u  I'm sure, 

for y ours couldn't  possibly be  m ore thickly encrus ted. " 
And she told m e  that Fournier's was the hand that had 
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smeared her thus. Curious to witness the impending scene, I flew to 
the spy hole as soon  as dear lit tle Eugenie was summoned. The 
principal actor was a monk, but one of those monks we call gros 
bonnets, a Cis tercian, tall, heavy, vigorous, and nearing sixty . He 
caresses the child, kisses her upon  the mouth, and demanding to 
know whether she is neat  and clean, he hoists her petticoa ts per
sonally to verify a cons tan t s ta te of cleanliness whereof Eugenie 
gives him full assurance, although knowing no thing could be further 
from the tru th; but she had been ins tructed so  to speak to him . 

"What's  this, my li t tle rascal?" exclaims the monk upon  catch
ing s ight of that formidable mess .  "What?  Do you dare tell me you 
are  neat  and tidy when your ass  is as filthy as this ? Why, by the  
Virgin, I'm sure ' tis a fortnight  since this bum's  been  wiped. ' Tis 
very troubling indeed, for I like  things to be clean, I do, and it 
truly looks as if I had better lo ok  into the situation ."  

While speaking he had deposi ted Eugenie upon  a bed, knelt 
behind her bu ttocks, and begun to pry them apart with bo th his 
hands. One would have thought that, at the ou tset, he  purposed 
simply to observe the s tate of affairs, which caused him great  sur
prise, bu t  li t tle by li t tle he becomes accustomed to things as they 
are, sees h ere a virtue where he had seen only a fault before, s ticks 
o u t  his tongue and moves his head closer, se ts to polishing the gem, 
the clods and spots he removes, the pris tine object they conceal in
flames his senses, his prick gets up, his nose, mou th, and tongue 
seem simultaneously to be at work, his ecs tasy appears so delicious 
he  is all but deprived of the power to speak, his fuck finally moun ts 
-he grasps his prick, frigs i t, a nd as h e  discharges, finishes cleiJn
ing that anus, which is now so  fresh and pure one  would scarcely 
suppose  i t  had been nasty no  more than a minute or two before. 

But the libertine was n o t  yet ready to bring the affair to a 
conclusion,  this volup tuous mania of his constitu ted a mere pre
liminary ; he gets to his fee t, bestows further kisses upon his little 
partner, exposes to her view a great  ass of very evil aspect and 
very unclean, and he orders her to give i t  a thorough shaking, to 
socratize i t ;  this  brings his prick up furiousl), again, he now returns 
to Eugenie's ass, overwhelms it with renewed caresses, lickings, and 
so  forth, but wha t  h e  did after that i t  is not for me to rela te, nor 
would it properly figure in these in troductory narratio ns;  you will, 
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Messieurs, have the great kindness t o  allow Madame Martaine to 
tell you of the behavior of a villain with whom she was only too 
well acquain ted; and in order to avoid all questions, my Lords, 
which your own regulations forbid me to treat, or resolve, I con
tinue on to ano ther episode. 

"] ust one word, Duclos," said the Due, who then queried the 
storyteller in an indirect language which enabled her to make law
ful reply. "Was i t  big with the monk ? Was this Eugenie's  first 
time ? . . .  " 

"Yes, Sire, the first, and the monk's  was about the size of 
yours."  

"Ah, fuck my eyes !"  muttered Durcet ; "a  damned pretty 
demonstration, I'd like to have seen that." 

You would perhaps have been equally curious, Duclos said as 
she p icked up the thread  of  h e r  narrative, about the individual who, 
a few days later, passed into my hands. Outfitted with a vessel con
taining eight or ten great turds gathered fro m  all quarters and 
whose authors he  would have been very distressed to have iden
tified, I was with my own hands to rub him from head to toe with 
this fragran t pomade. No t an inch o n  his body was neglected, n o t  
even his face, a n d  when I h a d  massaged his prick, which I frigged 
at the same time, the infamous pig, who all the while s tared con
tentedly at  himself in a mirror, left evidence of his humble virility 
between my palms. 

And at  las t, gentlemen, we have arrived; I can now advise you  
that the  homage is about  to be made in the  veritable temple.  I had 
been told to hold myself in readiness, I kept my bowels closed for 
two long days. It was a commander of the Order of the Knights of 
Malta with whom I was to break a lance; he used to see a different 
girl every morning for these exercises; the following scene tran
spired at his home.  

"P ery fair buttocks," was his opinion as he embraced my be
hind. "However, my child, " he continued, " there's more to i t  than 
simply having a comely ass, you know. That comely ass must know 
how to shit. Tell me, have you the urge?" 

"Such an urge 1'm dying to satisfy i t, Monsieur, " I confessed. 
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"Well, by Jesus, that's delicious /" exclaimed the commander, 
" that's what is called excellent  service to society, but look here, my 
li ttle duck, would you like to shit in this chamber pot I'm offering 
you?" 

"In faith, Monsieur," I made answer, "what with the need 1 
have to shit, I'd do i t  anywhere, I'd even shit in your mouth." 

"No ! In my mouth, you say ?  Why, bless me, that is  delicious, 
and that's precisely the place I myself had in mind for you," he 
added, setting the pot aside. 

"Well, Monsieur, let's make haste, bring up your mouth," 
said I, "for indeed I'll not be able to hold back much longer." 

He places himself on the couch, 1 climb as tride him, while 
operating I frig him, he supports my haunches with his hands and 
receives, piece by piece, every thing I deposit in his avid mouth. He 
is thrilled by it ali, nears his ecstasy, my wrist is hardly needed to 
bring forth the floods of semen which salute my performance; I 
frig, conclude my shitting, our man loses himself and his seed al
together, and I leave him deligh ted with me, or at leas t so he has 
the kindness to say to Fournier, at the same time requesting the 
services of ano ther girl for the morrow. 

The personage who came next employed more or less the same 
approach to the problem, but simply kept  the morsels in his mouth 
for a longer period. He reduced them to a fluid, rinsed his mouth 
with them for a quarter of an hour, and spat out little more than 
dingy water. 

Yet ano ther had, if tha t is possible, a still more bizarre eccen
trici ty; he liked to find four turds in the pot beneath a pierced chair, 
but  those four turds coult! no t  be mixed with so much as a single 
drop of urine. He would be shut up alone  in  the room con taining 
this treasure, never did he allow a girl with him, and every pre
cau tion  had to be taken to insure his solitude, he could no t  bear the 
thought he might be  o bserved, and when at las t he felt secure he 
wen t into action;  but I am absolutely unable to tell you what he did, 
for n o  one  had ever seen him,- all that is known is that when he 
had left the room, the pot  was discovered perfectly empty and as 
tidy as can be. But what he did with his four turds only the devil 
can tell y ou, if indeed he knows. He may perhaps have thrown 
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them away somewhere, but, then again, he  could also have done  
something else with them. 

However, what would lead one to suspect he did no t  do that 
something else wi th them is that  he left the procuring of those four 
turds en tirely up to Fournier, and never made the least inquiry 
about their origin. One  day, in order to observe whether what we 
were about to say would alarm him-for his alarm might have 
provided us with a clue about the fate of those turds-we told him 
that the ones he had been served that day had come from several 
persons suffering from syphilis. He laughed good-naturedly with us, 
was no t  in the slightes t  disturbed, which reaction was n o t  to be 
expected from someone who had employed rather than cast away 
the turds. When we sought, upon one  or two occasions, to push our 
questions a li ttle further, he  bade us be  silent, and never were we 
to learn more of the matter. 

That concludes what I have to tell you this evening, said 
Duclos ; tomorrow I propose to relate my new mode of life, or 
rather the new turn my same mode of life took, when I met M on
sieur d' Aucourt; and as for the charming passion you so heavily 
favor, I hope to have the honor to en tertain you with examples 
of it for at least ano ther two or three days. 

Opinions were divided about the fate o f  the turds in  the 
episode Duclos had just recounted, and while arguing and reason
ing about them, Messieurs had a few produced for themselves ; 
and the Due, eager to make everyone aware of the taste he was 
developing for Duclos, exhibited to the entire assembly his libertine 
manner of  amusing himsel f with her, and the dexterity,  aptitude, 
and promptness, accompanied by the most stirring language, where
with she knew so artfully how to satisfy him. 

Supper and the orgies transpired without any unusual incident, 
nothing of importance took place before the afternoon of  the next 
day, and so we may move directly to the recitations wherewith 
Duclos brightened the 1 2th of November. 



THE TWELFTH DAY 

� he new m ode of life I was about  to begin, said Duclos,  
1. obliges me  to draw your attention, Messieurs, to my personal 

appearance and character at the time,. one is better able to figure 
the pleasures being described if one  is firs t acquain ted with the ob
ject that procures them. I had just a ttained my twen ty-firs t year. 
My hair was brown, but nevertheless my skin was of a most  agree
able whiteness. The abundance of hair covering my head fell in 
floating and perfectly authen tic curls to just  above my knees. I had 
the eyes you  behold me now to have, and they have always been 
judged lovely .  My figure was rather full although tall, supple, and 
gracious. With what regards my behind, that part of the anatomy 
in which libertines today take such a keen in teres t, i t  was by com
mon consent  superior to the most sublime specimens one  is likely 
ever to see, and there were few women in Paris who had an ass as 
deliciously molded; i t  was full, round, very plump, and exceedingly 
soft, generous, I say, but  without  its ampleness detracting anything 
fro m  i ts elegance, the leas t ges ture immediately discovered that  
heavenly little rosebud you so cherish, Messieurs, and which, I do 
indeed like  yourselves believe, is a woman's most  magical attrac
tion .  Although I had been for a long season active in libertinage, 
my ass could not have been healthier or looked m ore untried; i ts 
splendid condition was in part owing to the good constitu tion 
Nature had granted me and in part to the extreme prudence I 
exercised on the battlefield, scrupulously avoiding encounters capa
ble of damaging my most  precious asset. I had very little love for 
men, I had never had bu t  one  attachment; I had a libertine mind, 
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but  i t  was extraordinarily libertine, and after having described my 
charms it is only fitting that I say a word or  two about  my vices. I 
love women, Messieurs, I don' t deny i t. No t h owever to the un
common degree my good colleague, Madame Champville, loves 
them; she will very probably tell you that she has ruined herself 
for them; I have simply always preferred them to men in my 
pleasures, and those they have procured me have always exerted 
a more powerful sway over my senses than masculine deligh ts. 
Apart from this fault, I have had ano ther of adoring to s teal: I 
have refined this mania to an unbelievable point. En tirely convinced 
that all possessions should be equally dis tribu ted in the world and 
that it is only s trength and violence which are opposed to this 
equality, foremost  law of Nature, I have s triven to rectify the 
actual scheme and to do my u tmost  to  re-establish the proper 
balance. And had it n o t  been for this accursed compulsion I might 
perhaps s till b e  with the benevolent  mortal of whom I shall speak 
next. 

"You say you have done considerable stealing ?" said Durcet. 
"An astonishing amount, M onsieu r ; had I not always spent 

what I filched, I would be wealthy today." 
"But was there not more to i t  than that ?" the financier pur

sued. "Some aggravating detail ,  such as, for instance, forced entry, 
abuse of confidence, mani fest deceit ?" 

"Everything under the sun ,"  Duclos assured him. "I did not 
think it worth dwelling on these matters which would also have 
disturbed the smooth unfolding of my histo ry, but since it is evident 
they might amuse you, in future I'll not forget to cite my thefts. 

"As well as that fault, I have always been reproached for 
another : I am said to have a hard heart, a very bad one indeed; 
but i s  that fault really mine? or is it not rather from Nature we 
have our vices as well as our perfections? and i s  there anything I 
can do to soften this heart she caused to be insensible ? I don't be
lieve I have ever in all my l i fe wept over my troubles ,  and I can 
safely assure you I have never dropped a tear for the afHictions of 
others ; I loved my sister, and I lost her without the least twinge o f  
grief, you were witness t o  the stoic indifference with which I greeted 
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news o f  her  undoing; I would, by God, see the universe perish 
without a snifRe o r  a si gh." 

"That  is how one must be ," sa id  the Due, "compassion is a 
fool' s  virtue.  Close  examination reveals that i t  is never anything 
but compassion which costs u s  del ights. But with that toughened 
heart o f  yours, you must have committed crimes,  for, you know, 
insensibil ity leads  straigh t  to nothing else." 

"My Lord," Duclos repl ied,  "the regulations prescribed for 
our n arrations p revent me from apprising you of a grea t  many 
things; my companions will supply what you have ordained I omit. 
I do have one word to s ay, however: when later  on they attempt to 
represent themselves to you a s  vil lains,  you may be perfectly sure I 
have never been any better than they." 

"That ,  I should say, is doing justice to oneself," Blangis  ob
served. "Well ,  go on with your tales; we'll have to be  content with 
what you tell us ,  for we have ourselves set  bounds to your dis
courses; but remember that when we, you and I ,  have a l i ttle chat 
together,  I'll ins ist  upon h e a ring of your various peccadillos." 

"And I shall conceal  none of them from you, Si re. M ay it be 
that  a fter having heard m e  out you shall  have no cause to repent 
o f your indulgence toward one of  the King's worst subjects." 
Wherewith she l i fted up her  voice and addressed the assembly 
again: 

Despite all these defects, and above all that of being thoroughly 
unappreciative of the value of the humiliating sentiment of grati
tude, which I consider as naught but an injurious burden to humanity 
and one which completely degrades the pride and self-respect im
planted in us by Nature, with all these deficiencies, I say, my 
companions were nevertheless very fond of me, and of them all I 
was the most sought after by men. 

Such was my situation when a rich landowner named d'ducourt 
came to have a party at Fournier's; as he was one of her steadfast 
clients, but one who preferred girls brought in from outside the 
house to those residing in it, he was held in the highest esteem, and 
Madame, who felt I had absolutely to make his acquaintance, gave 
me notice two days beforehand not to waste an ounce of the precious 
matter for which he had a greater passion than any of the other 
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men I had met with un til then; but from the details you will be  
able to judge of all this for  yourselves. D'  Aucourt arrived, and 
ha'l.!ing eyed me up and down, he  scolded Madame Fournier for 
having waited so long to supply him with this pretty creature. I 
thanked him for his gallan try, and up we went together. D'Aucourt 
was about fifty years of age, heavy-set, fat, but his face was pleasan t 
to see, there was animation in his features, he was witty and, what 
pleased me most  of all about him, he had a gentleness and honesty 
of character which enchanted me from the first moment. 

"You must have the world's lovelies t ass, " said he, drawing 
me to him and burrowing his hand beneath my skirts . His hand 
went directly to my behind. "I am a connoisseur, and girls of your 
figure and general look  almost in'l.!ariably possess s triking asses. 
Why, look  here, didn' t I tell you so?" he con tinued, after briefly 
palpating the  object, "how fresh and round it is /" 

A nd nimbly turning me  around as with one  hand he lifted my 
skirts to my waist and with the o ther fondled the article, he fell to 
work examining the altar to which he  addressed his prayers . 

"Jesus!" he cried, "by the Saviour, ' tis really one of the fines t 
asses I have clapped eyes on  in all my days and, believe me, I have 
studied many . . . .  Spread .. . Great God, behold that strawberry! 
. . .  allow me to suck it . • .  devour it ... 'tis really a beau tiful ass 
indeed, this o n e  . . . eh, tell me, dearie, have they given you the 
ins tructio ns?" 

"Yes, Monsieur." 
"They told you I have them shit'!" 
"Yes, Monsieur. " 
"But your healthr' went on the capitalist, "there's no thing 

amiss?" 
"Never fear, good sir." 
"/t's simply, d'ye see, that I carry things rather far, " he went 

o n, "and if you have the least illness or symptom, then I run a great 
risk . " 

"Sir, " said I, "you can do absolutely anything you please, I 

guarantee you I am as fit and sound and safe as a newborn babe; 
you may act in confidence." 

After this preamble, d' Aucourt ha/;i'.flte bend around toward 
him and, all the while keeping my buttocks spread wide, and gluing 
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his mouth to mine, he sucked my saliva for fifteen minutes or so; he  
withdrew h i s  mouth in order to expectorate a li ttle "fuck," and 
then returned to  his amorous mouth pumping. 

"Spit into my mouth, spit," he repeated, "from time to time, 
fill it with sa/iva." 

And then I felt his tongue run over my gums, drive as far as 
possible into my mouth, and I had the impression it was endeavor
ing to draw every thing out  of me. 

"Excellent," said he, "I'm getting s tiff. Let's go to work ." 
Then he fell to con templating my buttocks again, ordering me 

to encourage the  rise of his prick. I pulled out  a s trange lit tle engine 
three inches thick and only five long; it was as hard as a cobbles tone 
and full of fire. 

"Remove your skirts," d' Aucourt told me, "while I take off 
my breeches; your buttocks and mine too have to be thoroughly a t  
their ease for the ceremony we  are about t o  execu te." 

Then, once I had obeyed him: 
"Lift your blouse further up, that's i t, close to your corset, " 

he con tinued, "and see to it your behind is absolutely disencum
bered . . . .  Lie on  your s tomach upon  the bed." 

He fetched up a chair and seated himself by the bed, then re
turned to caressing my bum, the mere sigh t of which appeared to 
in toxicate him ; he spread my buttocks for a moment and I felt 
his tongue sound deep into my en trails, this, said he, in order beyond 
any shadow of equivocation  to 'l)erify whether indeed the hen were 
inclined to lay ; I report his own expressions to you .  All this while, 
I was no t  touching him, no t  at that s tage, he was himself ligh tly 
s troking the dry li ttle member I had jus t brought from its lair. 

"Are you ready, my child?" he asked. "For i t  is high time 
we undertake our task;  your shit seems to me as it should be, I've 
es tablished that, remember to shit gradually, a li ttle at a time, and 
always to wait un til I have consumed one morsel before pushing 
out the next. My operation takes quite a while, so don't be in haste. 
A light  slap on your ass will no tify you that I'm ready for more, 
bu t see to it that  I get no more than a bite " 

Having then adopted the mos t  comfortable position, he glued 
his mouth to the object of his worship, and in less time than i t  takes 
to tell I delivered a gobbet of shit the size of a pigeon's egg. He 



The 120 Days of Sodom + 393 

sucked i t, turned it a thousand times about in his mouth, chewed it, 
savored i t, a t  the end of three or four minutes I dis tinctly saw him 
swallow i tj I push  again, the same ceremony is repeated, and as I 
had a prodigious charge to be  rid of, ten times over he filled his 
mouth and emptied i t, and even after all was done he seemed 
famished s till. 

"That is all, Monsieur," I said when I had finished, "I'm 
pushing in vain now." 

"It's all over, is i t, my little dear'! Why, then I believe I'll dis
charge, yes, discharge while paying my respects to this superb ass . 
Oh, Great ,God, what pleasure you give me!  I've never eaten more 
delicious shit, I'd swear to that before any jury. Give it to me, 
bring it hither, hither, my angel, bring me your matchless ass to 
suck, let me  devour it." 

And thrusting what seemed to be twelve inches of tongue 
through my anus and while doing so manualizing himself, the liber
tine spatters his fuck over my legs, no t  without u ttering a host of 
obscene words and oaths necessary, apparen tly, to the crowning of 
his ecs tasy . 

When a t  las t i t  was all over, he sat down, invited me to sit 
beside him and, regarding me  with great in teres t, asked whether I 
were no t  tired of the life of the brothel and if I should no t  be 
pleased to come across someone who would extricate me  from itj 
seeing he had taken a fancy to me, I began to demur, and to spare 
you a long story which could no t  possibly be of any in teres t to you, 
after an hour of debating I let myself be won over, and i t  was 
decided that on the following day I would take up quarters in his 
home in return for twenty louis per month and boardj that as he 
was a widower, I could convenien tly occupy a large apartment in 
his town housej that I would have a maid to wait upon me  and the 
society of three of his friends and their mis tresses with whom he 
got  together for libertine suppers four times each week, sometimes 
at  his own es tablishment, sometimes at one of theirs j that  my one 
obligation, and occupation, would be to eat a great deal, and always 
the fare he had served to me, because, doing what he did, it  were 
essen tial I be fed on a diet which accorded with his tas te-to eat a 
great deal, I say, to sleep long and soundly in order that my diges
tion  be good and thorough, to purge myself regularly once a month, 
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and to shi t into his mouth twice every day; that this rate of shit 
consumption, or rather of shit production, ought no t  to frighten me 
because, by s tuffing me with food, as he planned to do,  I would per
haps hear the call no t  twice but  three times a day . The capitalis t 
presented me with a very pretty diamond in token of his eagerness 
to conclude the bargain ; then he embraced me, told me to settle my 
affairs with Fournier and to be ready the following morning, at 
which time he would come to fetch me himself. My farewells were 
quickly said; my heart regretted no thing, for it knew no thing of the 
art of forming attachmen ts, but my pleasures regretted the loss of 
Eugenie, with whom for six months I had enjoyed an exceedingly 
in timate liaison; I left. D' Aucourt received me with wonderful 
graciousness and himself took me to the very pretty suite which was 
to be my new habitation;  I was soon  fully ins talled. I was expected, 
indeed condemned, to eat four meals whence were excluded a great 
number of things I should have adored having : I had to go wi thout 
fish, oys ters, salted meat, eggs, and every kind of dairy product; 
but on the other hand I was so  well recompensed that in truth I had 
no real grounds for complain t. The basis of an ordinary repas t con
sisted of an immense quan tity of breast of chicken, of boned fowl 
prepared and presen ted in every imaginable fashion, li ttle beef or 
o ther red meat, no thing that con tained grease, very little bread or 
fruit .  I had to eat these foods even for breakfast in the morning 
and, in the afternoon, at tea; a t  these hours, they were served me 
withou t  bread, and d' Aucourt gradually induced me en tirely to ab
s tain from breadj ever since then I've n o t  eaten it  at all, and I've 
also given up heavy soups. The result of this diet, as my lover had 
calculated, was two bowel movements per day, and the stools were 
very soft, very sweet, somewhat small but, so  d' Aucourt main
tained, of an exquisite taste which could not  be ob tained by ordi
nary nourishmen tj and d'Aucourt was a man whose opinion de
served to be accorded some weight, for he was a connoisseur. Our 
operations were performed when he awoke and when he re tired 
for the night. Their details were more or less what I have already 
given you : he would always begin with a prolonged sucking of my 
mou th, which I had always to present to him in i ts natural s tate, 
that  is to say, unwashed: I was only allowed to rinse it alit after
ward. He would no t, furthermore, discharge every time he dined, 
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our arrangement did no t  in any way bind him to fidelity . D' Aucourt 
kept me  as the piece de resistance, I was the roas t beef, as it were, 
but that  did no t  preven t him from sallying forth every morning for 
a nibble of lunch somewhere else. 

Two days after I had arrived, his comrades in debauch came 
for an evening a t  his home, and as each of the three boas ted, in the 
tas te we are presen tly analyzing, a superficially differen t  although 
fundamentally iden tical passion, by your leave, Messieurs, every 
li ttle example adding to our collection, I shall devote a few words 
to the fan tasies in which they indulged themselves. 

The gues ts arrived. The first was an elderly parliamentarian, 
in his sixties, and named d'Erville; his mis tress was a woman of 
forty, exceedingly handsome, and having no visible defect o ther 
than a certain excess of flesh: her name was Madame du Cange. 
The second was a retired mili tary officer of between forty-five and 
fifty, he  was called Despres, his mis tress was an attractive young 
person  of twen ty-six, blond, and having as lovely a body as you 
may hope to find: her name was Marianne. The third was an ab
bo t, sixty years old, Du Coudrais by name; his mis tress was a lad 
of sixteen, pret ty as a s tar, who m  the good ecclesiastic passed off as 
his nephew. 

The table was laid in that part of the house near my cham
bers ;  the meal was fes tive, the fare delicate, and I remarked that 
the young lady and the youth were on a diet very similar to mine. 
Characters declared themselves while we dined; i t  was impossible 
to be more a libertine than d' Erville; his eyes, his speech, his ges
tures, everything about him proclaimed debauchery, libertinage was 
pain ted in his every line; there was more of the res trained, the 
deliberate in Despres, but lus t  was none  the less the soul of his 
exis tence; as for the abbo t, he  was the world's most  arrant, boldest 
atheis t: blasphemies flew from his lips with virtually every word he 
pronounced; with regard to the ladies, they emulated their lovers, 
tattled and chattered a blue s treak but  in a rather agreeable tone; 
the young boy s truck me  as being as great a fool as he was a pretty 
one, and du Cange, who seemed smitten by him, cas t a series of 
tender glances toward him, every one of which he  failed even to 
notice. 

A II propriety had vanished by the time dessert arrived, and 
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the conversation had become  as filthy as the goings on: d' Erville 
congratulated d' Aucourt upon his lates t acquisition and begged to 
know whether my ass had any meri t, and if I shitted pleasan tly . 

"Oh, by God," my capi talis t replied with a smile, "you've only 
to es tablish the facts for yourselfj we hold our goods in common, 
you know, and lend one ano ther our mis tresses quite as willingly as 
we do our purses." 

"Why, " d' Erville murmured, "I believe I will have a peek." 
Taking me  by the hand at once, he proposed that we repair to 

a closet  together. As I was hesitating, du Cange raised her brows 
and said in a rude voice; 

"Be off with you, Mademoiselle, we don't  stand on ceremony 
here. I' ll look after your lover while you're away. "  

And  d '  Aucourt, whose eyes I consulted, having made a sign of 
approbation, I followed the old legislator. 'Tis he, Messieurs, and 
the o ther two as well, who are going to offer you the three demon
s trations of the taste we are currently s tudying and which should 
compose the better part of today's narration .  

As soon as I was closeted with d'Erville, he, very much 
warmed by the drink he  had imbibed, kissed me  upon  the mouth 
with extreme enthusiasm, and in so  doing belched a few hiccups into 
my mouth, which nearly made me eject from that orifice what, a 
few minutes later, he seemed to have the most  pressing desire to 
see emerge from ano ther. He lifted my skirts, examined my behind 
with all the lubricity of a consummate libertine, then informed me 
he  was not at  all surprised a t  d'Aucourt's choice, for indeed, said 
he, I had one of the most  beau tiful asses in Paris. He besought me 
to commence with a few farts, and after he  had absorbed a half 
dozen of them, he returned to kissing my mouth, the while fondling 
m e  and vigorously spreading my buttocks . 

"Are you beginning to feel the need?" he asked. 
"I feel little else, " I replied. 
"P cry well, my pretty child, be so  good as to shi t  upon this 

dish .  " 
He had brought with him one  of white porcelain, he held it 

while I pushed, and scrupulously examined the turd as i t  emerged 
from my behind, a delicious spectacle which, so he maintained, in
toxicated him with pleasure. When I had finished, he picked up the 
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plate, ecs tatically inhaled the voluptuous product it con tained, 
handled, kissed, s niffed the turd, then telling me he  could bear it 
no  longer, and that it was now lus t wherewith he was drunk thanks 
to this, the most  sublime piece of shit he had ever seen, he bade 
me suck his prick; although there was no thing in any way agree
able about this operation, fear of angering d' Aucourt by no t  co
operating with his friend induced me to accede to everything. He 
settled himself in an armchair, or ra ther sprawled sideways in it, 
having deposited the plate on a neighboring table upon  which he 
also res ted half his body, his nose buried in  the shit; he extended 
his legs, and I, having drawn up a low chair and having pulled 
from his fly a mere suspicion of a very soft prick instead of a real 
member, despi te my repugnance I fell to sucking this miserable 
relic, hoping that a mou thing would give it at least a lit tle consis
tency.  It did no t: once I had taken the wretched object into my 
mouth, the libertine s tarted his operation and thrust in to his the 
pretty little egg, all bright and new, which I had jus t laid for 
him; he did no t  eat i t, he battened upon i t: the game las ted three 
minu tes, during which his squirmings, shudderings, contortions, de
clared a very arden t  and a very expressive delight. But it was all in 
vain, no t  a trace of solidi ty appeared in that ugly li ttle stub of a 
tool  which, after having wept tears of chagrin into my mouth, with
drew itself more ashamed than ever and left its mas ter in that 
prostration, in that abandon, in that exhaus tion  which is the certain 
consequence of a potent draught  of pleasure. 

"A h," said the parliamen tarian, "I forswear my faith; never 
have I seen anyone shit like that." 

Upon  returning to the dining room we found only the abbot 
and his nephew, and as they were operating, I can give you the es
sen tial particulars at once. Whereas the o thers exchanged mis
tresses in this little society, no thing could induce Du Coudrais to do 
s o : always content with what he had, he never accepted a substitute 
for it; he would not have been able, I was informed, to amuse him
self with a woman ; but in every o ther respect, he and d'Aucourt 
were alike. He wen t  about his ceremony in the same way, what was 
more, and when we entered the room the youngster was lying belly 
down upon the edge of a divan, presenting his ass to his dear uncle 
who, kneeling before i t, was lovingly receiving into his mouth and 
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s teadily consuming all the lad was producing, the while frigging an 
exceedingly small prick we observed dangling between his thighs. 
The abbo t  discharged, our presence no twiths tanding, and swore 
that the boy was shitting better with every day that passed. 

Marianne and d' Aucourt, who were amusing themselves to
gether, soon  reappeared and were followed by Despres and du 
Cange who, they said, had only been cuddling and volleying while 
waiting for me. 

"Because," said Despres, "she and I are old acquain tances, 
whereas you, my lovely queen, you whom I see for the firs t time, 
inspire in me the most  ardent  desire for a more thorough amuse
ment." 

"But," I objected, liM onsieur d'  Erville has taken i t  all; I have 
no thing more to offer you ." 

"Why indeed!" he said with a merry laugh, "indeed, I ask 
n o thing from you, I'll furnish all that is needed. I merely require 
y our fingers ."  

Curious to learn the  meaning of this enigma, I accompany 
him, and as soon  as we are alone  together, he asks to kiss my ass 
for a brief minu te. I raise i t  toward him and after two or three licks 
and sucks at the hole, he unbu ttons his breeches and bids me do 
unto him what he  has just done  in my behalf. His pos ture excited my 
suspicions : he  was seated facing the back a/a chair, by clinging to 
which he  kept his balance, and beneath him was a po t waiting to be 
filled; and so, observing he was ready to perform all by himself, I 
asked why it were necessary for me to kiss his ass. 

"N o thing could be m ore necessary, my heart," he replied; 
"for my ass, in all of France the m ost  capricious of asses, never 
shits save when kissed." 

I obeyed, but took care to s tay clear of danger; perceiving my 
cautious maneuvering: 

"Closer, for God's sake, get closer, sweetie, " he said in an 
imperious tone.  "Are you afraid of a li ttle shi t?" 

And so at las t, in order to be friendly, I brought my lips to 
the vicinity of the hole ;  but he  no  sooner felt them there than he 
tripped the spring, the eruption was so violent one of my cheeks 
was splashed from temple to chin. He needed but one shot  to sub
merge the plate; never in my life had I seen such a turd : all by i t-
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self it would easily have filled a very deep salad bowl. Our man 
snatches i t  up, takes it with him, and lies down o n  the edge of the 
bed, presents his entirely beshitted ass, and orders me to play with 
it  while he feasts upon  what has jus t darted out  of his en trails . 
Filthy as his bum was, I had to o bey. "His mis tress doubtless does 
as much,"I said to myself; "I must be  as obliging as she." I plunge 
three fingers in to the murky aperture pleading for my attentions; 
our man is beside himself with joy, he falls upon  his own excre
ments, daubs his face with them, wallows in them, feeds upon them, 
one  of his hands ho lds the plate, the o ther jos tles his prick rising up 
majestically between his thighs; I redouble my efforts, they are no t  
in  vain, I feel his anus contract around my fingers, this reports that 
his erector muscles are about to launch the seed, the prospect de
lights me, the plate is licked clean, and my partner discharges. 

Once again back in the salon, I find my inconstant d'Aucourt 
with the lovely Marianne; the rascal had also  made use of her. The 
only one who remained was the page boy, with whom, I believe, he 
might also  have come to terms had the jealous abbot only consen ted 
to relinquish him for half an hour. When everyone  had returned, 
they all spoke of removing their clo thes and of performing a few 
extravagances in fron t  of each o th er. The idea s truck me as excel
len t, for it would enable me to see Marianne's body, which I had 
the greates t desire to examine; it proved delicious, firm, fair, splen
didly proportioned, and her ass, which I fondled several times in a 
joking manner, seemed to me  a veritable masterpiece. 

"What do you want with such a pretty girl?" I asked Despres . 
"For the pleasure you  appear to cherish places no  emphasis upon  
looks ." 

"Ah," said he, "you don ' t  know all my mysterious li ttle ways." 
I was absolutely unable to learn more about them, and al

though I lived for m ore than a year with d' Aucourt, and was pres
ent at every get-together, n either Despres nor  Marianne wished to 
clarify anything to me, and I remained in  en tire ignorance of their 
s ecret in telligences which, of whatever kind they may have been, 
did n o t  prevent the tas te her lover used to satisfy with me from 
being an au thentic and distinct passion worthy in every respect of 
inclusion in our anthology .  Whatever he did with Marianne, I sup-
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posed, must have been merely episodic and either has been or cer
tainly will be related at some one  of our sessions. 

After some ralher indecent libertine slunts, some farts, yet  a 
few more little turds or turdlets, we had considerable talk and 
sounding impieties on the part of the abbot, who seemed to locate 
one of his most perfect  lecheries in ungodly conduct and discourse,. 
after all this, everyone put on his clo thes again and wen t off to bed. 
The next morning, as usual,1 appeared in d' Aucourt' s room as he 
was preparing to arise, and neither of us reprimanded the o ther for 
our little infidelities of the evening before. He said that, with the 
exception  of myself, he knew of no girl who shitted be tter than did 
Marianne,. I put several ques tions to him, asking what she did with 
a lover who was so admirably self-sufficient, and d' Aucourt replied 
that all this was a secret between the two of them and they had 
never seemed willing to disclose it. And we, my own lover and I, 
went on with our usual lit tle tricks . 

I was no t  as confined at d' Aucourt's house as I had been be
fore; I sometimes ven tured abroad; he had complete faith, he told 
me, in my honesty, I could very well see what danger I would be 
exposing him to were I to impair my health, and he left me to 
my own devices. With what regarded the health in which, most  
selfishly, he took such a keen in teres t, I did no thing to betray his 
trus t, but as for the rest, I considered myself free to do jus t  about 
every thing that would earn me any money.  And so, being repea t
edly so licited by Fournier who was eager to arrange parties for me 
at her es tablishmenf, I len t my talents to every project wherefrom 
I was assured an honorable profit. I was no longer one of her crew, 
I was a young lady kept by a farmer-general; would I have the 
great kindness to give Madame Fournier an hour of my valuable 
time and pass at her establishment  on such and such a day, e tc., etc. 
You may fancy how well tltat paid. It was in the course of these 
brief dis tractions that I encountered the new shit worshiper 1' ll dis
cuss next. 

"Just one instant," put in the Bishop. "1 did not want to inter
rupt you until you reached the end of a chapter; you seem to be at  
one now . Would you therefore have the kindness to shed some 
additional l ight upon two or three essential points in  this latest 
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party? When you celebrated the orgies after your interview with 
Despres, did the abbot, who until then had been caressing his 
bardash only, commit acts of infidelity? In a word, did he lay hands 
upon you? did the others desert their women for the boy?" 

"Monseigneur," said Dudos,  "the abbot never once left his 
l i ttle boy ; he scarcely so much as glanced at us  even though we were 
naked and all but on top of him. But he toyed with d'Aucourt's ass 
and Despres' and also d'Erville' s: he kissed them, sucked them, 
d'Aucourt and d'Erville shitted into his mouth and he swallowed 
the better part of  each of those two turds. But he would not touch 
the women. The same was  not true of the three other friends rela
tive to his youthful bardash ; they kissed him, licked his asshole, 
and Despres went off alone with him for I have no idea what 
exercise.  " 

"Excellent," said the Bishop. "You observe that you failed to 
mention everything, and that what you have just recounted forms 
still another passion, since it figures the taste of a man who has 
other men shit in his mouth, and quite mature men at that." 

"That is true ,  Monseigneur," Duclos admitted, "I confess my 
error but am not sorry for it, because the soiree has drawn to a 
close  and has indeed been overlong. The bell we are about to hear 
struck would have indicated that I did not have sufficient time to 
end the story I was preparing to begin, and with your gracious 
leave we will postpone it  until tomorrow." 

The bell did indeed ring and as no one had discharged during 
the sitting and as every prick was, however, mightily aloft, they 
only betook themselves to supper after promising to make good 
their loss at the orgies. But the impetuous Duc was never able to 
postpone important business and having ordered Sophie to present 
her buttocks, he had that lovely child shit, and he swallowed her 
turd for dessert. Durcet, the Bishop, and Curval, all similarly oc
cupied, concluded the same operation, the first with Hyacinthe, the 
second with Celadon, the third with Adonis .  The last named, hav
ing failed to give ample satisfaction, was inscribed in the punish
ment book, and Curval ,  swearing like a trooper, revenged himself 
upon Therese ' s  ass, which exploded, at point-blank range, the most 
ponderous turd imaginable. The orgies were eminently libertine 
and Durcet, forsaking youthful turds, said that for the evening' s 
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games he would have none but what his three old friends could 
yield him. They humored him with passing fair performances, and 
the little libertine discharged like a stallion while devouring Cur
val 's  shit. Night came at last to restore some measure of calm to so 
much intemperance, and to restore as well our libertines' desires 
and faculties. 



THE THIRTEENTH DAY 

'T" he President, who that night lay with Adelaide,  his daugh-
1 ter, having sported with her  until he felt sleep about to claim 

him, had therewith relegated her to the p allet beside his bed in 
order that  Fanchon might have her place, for he  was ever eager to 
h ave the old duenna by his side when lust awoke him, which oc
curred almost every nigh t ; toward three in  the morning, he opened 
his eyes with a start and fell to swearing and blaspheming like the 
true rascal he was.  H e  would at  such times be gripped by a lubric 
furor which now and again became dangerous. That  is why he  was 
so fond of h aving that trusty old Fanchon near him, for no one 
was so skillful a t  calming him, whether by offering herself or  by im
mediately bringing him one of the objects lying in his  bedchamber. 

On that p articula r  night, the President, instantly recollecting 
some infamies he  had perpetrated upon his daughter just before 
falling asleep , called for her at  once with the intention of repeating 
them ; but she was not there. Imagine the consternation and the 
commotion created by such an incident. Curval springs from bed in 
a towering rage, asks where his daughter is ; candles are lit,  every
one hunts about, the place is ransacked, nothing's to be found ; the 
last place searched is  the girls' apartments. Every bed is examined, 
and at  last the interesting Adelaide i s  discovered seated in her 
nightgown near  Sophie ' s  cot .  Those two charming girls ,  united by 
their  similarly tender natures, their  p iety, virtuous sentiments,  can
dor, and absolutely identical amenity, h a d  been seized by the most 
beautiful a ffection for each other and they were exchanging com
forting words, consoling one another for the dreadful fate that h a d  
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been reserved for them. No one had perceived their commerce until 
then, but what followed proved that this was not the first time they 
had got together, and it was discovered as well that the elder of 
the two was cultivating the other's finer sentiments, and had es
pecially pleaded with her not to stray from her religion and her 
duties toward God, Who would one day comfort and console them 
for all their woes. 

I leave it to the reader to picture Curval's fury and stormy 
reaction when he loca ted the lovely missionary; he seized her by 
the hair and, overwhelming her with invectives, all very harsh, 
dragged her to his chamber, where he tied her to his bedpost and 
left her until the next morning to ponder over her indiscretion. All 
of the friends having rushed to the scene, it will also be readily 
imagined with what haste and decision Curval had the two delin
quents' names written down in the register. The Duc argued pas
sionately in favor of instantaneous correction, and what he pro
posed was not by any means mild; but the Bishop having countered 
with a very reasonable objection to what his brother was urged to 
do, Durcet was content simply to include them on the agenda. 
There was no way of attacking the duennas; they were all four 
bedded in Messieurs' chambers that night. This fact accounted for 
the imperfect administration of the household, and arrangements 
were made whereby, in future, there would always be at least one 
duenna in the girls' quarters and another in the boys'. Their lord
ships retired to bed again, and Curval, whom anger had rendered 
more than cruelly impudicious, did things to his daughter we cannot 
yet describe, but which, by precipitating his discharge, at least put 
him quietly to sleep. 

All the hens in the chicken coop had been so terrified that, on 
the morrow, no misbehavior was discovered, and amongst the boys, 
only Narcisse, whom, the evening before, Curval had forbidden to 
wipe his ass, wishing to have it nicely beshitted at coffee, which this 
child was scheduled to serve, and who had unfortunately forgot his 
instructions, only Narcisse, I say, had cleaned his anus and he had 
done so with extreme care. It was in vain the little chap explained 
that his mistake could be repaired, since, said he, he wanted to shit 
there and then; he was told to keep what he had, and that he would 
be none the less inscribed in the fatal book; which inscription the 
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redoubtable  Durcet instantly performed before his eyes, thus to 
make him sense all the enormity of his fault, a veritable sin and 
possibly by itself capable  of upsetting or, who knows ? of prevent
ing Monsieur Ie President's discharge. 

Constance, whom they did not hinder because of  her state, 
Desgranges, and Bum-Cleaver were the only ones who were granted 
chapel permission ; everyone else received the order not to draw the 
cork until the evening toasts. 

The preceding night' s events provided the dinner's conversa
tion ; they macie game of the President for permitting the bird to 
fly from its cage, etc. ; some champagne restored his gay spirits, 
and the company sallied forth to coffee. Narcisse, Celadon, and 
Zelmire distributed it, so did Sophie, who was greatly ashamed of 
hersel f ; she was asked how often the thing had happened, she re
plied that it had occurred only twice, and that Madame de Durcet 
gave her such good counsel that indeed she thought i t  most unjust 
to punish them both for i t. The President assured her that what 
she called good counsel was, in her situation, the very worst, that 
the devotion wherewith Madame de Durcet had been filling her 
head would serve no purpose save to get her punished every day, 
and that, in her present circumstances, she was to have no masters 
and no gods save his three confreres and himself, no religion save 
that of blindly serving and obeying them in everything. And, all 
the while he was delivering this sermon, he had her kneel between 
his legs and bade her suck his prick, which the poor little thing did 
all atremble. As always partisan to thigh-fuckery, the Due, obliged 
as he was to abstain from the capital practice,  impaled Zelmire in 
this style ,  meanwhile having the little girl shit in his cupped hand 
and gobbling it up as quickly as it was received, and all that while 
Durcet was inducing Celadon to discharge into his mouth, and the 
Bishop was industriously extracting a turd from Narcisse. A few 
minutes, no more, were set aside for the nap that they found such 
an aid to digestion ; then, having taken up their posts in the audi
torium, Duclos faced the gathering and began the day's  narrative. 

The gallant octogenarian Fournier had in mind for me, M es
sieurs, was an official from the auditing bureau, short, pudgy, and 
with an extremely unpleasan t  face. He set a pot between us, we 
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squatted down back to back and shitted simultaneously ;  he seizes 
up the po t, with h is fingers stirs the two turds, mixes them, swal
lows the batter while I promote his discharge, an eruption which 
takes place in  my mouth .  He barely even glanced at my behind. 
Nor did he do any kissing, but his ecs tasy was very sharp and com
pelling all the same : he pranced all about the room, swearing while 
he gulped and ejaculated, and then took himself off, giving me four 
louis for this s trange ceremony. 

However, my landowner became more fond of me with each 
passing day, and more trus ting too, and this trust, which I lost no 
time  in abusing, soon  became the cause of our eternal separation . 
. . . One day when he had left me  alone in his library, I no ticed 
that, before going ou t  for the day, he had filled his purse with 
money taken from a deep drawer entirely filled with gold. "A h, 
what a capture!" I said to myself, and having from that very in
stant conceived the idea of making off with this sum, I set  to watch
ing for the means and opportunity whereby to appropriate it : 
d' A ucourt never locked the drawer, but  he carried with him the key 
to h is library, and having discovered that this door and lock were 
both very frail, I fancied it would take li ttle effort to break the 
one and the o ther. Having adopted the plan, I concentrated upon  
no thing bu t  taking advantage of  the first time d'Aucourt was ab
sen t the entire day; that used to be the case twice a week, when he 
wen t off for private bacchanals in the company of Despres and the 
abbo t; Madame D esgranges will perhaps describe what occurred 
during these outings, they lie beyond my province. The favorable 
moment  was s oon  at hand; d' Aucourt' s valets, as libertine as their 
master, never failed to go with him to these parties, and so I found 
myself almost  alone  in  the house.  Full of impatience to put my 
project into execution, I go straightway to the door  of the library, 
break the thin panel with a blow of my fis t, rush to the drawer, find 
it unlocked as I knew it would be. I remove every thing it con tains ;  
my prize amounts to no t  less than three thousand louis. I fill my 
pockets, rifle o ther drawers ; a splendid jewel case catches my eye, I 
pick it up, but what was I no t  to find in the o ther drawers of that 
bountiful secretary ! . . .  Fortunate d'Aucourt! What  great good 
luck for you that your imprudence was no t  discovered by anyone  
els e  but me,. the  secretary contained enough to have had him 
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broken on  the wheel, Messieurs, that is all I can tell you. Quite 
apart from the transparent and expressive notes addressed to him 
by Despres and the abbot pertaining to their secret commerce, 
there was every kind of furniture needed for the performing of 
those infamies .. . .  But I halt myself here; the boundaries you have 
prescribed to my depositions prevent me from saying more,. Des
granges will treat the whole matter. As for myself, the theft once 
effected, I left at once, shuddering to think of all the dangers I had 
perhaps been exposing myself to by frequenting the company of 
such scoundrels. I crossed over to London and, as my sojourn in 
that city, where for six months I dwelt in the most comfortable 
style, offers nothing that could be of any outstanding interest to 
your Lordships, you will permit me to pass quickly over this part of 
my story. I had maintained contact with no one in Paris but 
Fournier; however, she advised me of the hue and cry the land
owner had raised over this paltry little robbery, and I finally re
solved to put an end to this b lathering : I took up pen and paper 
and very coolly informed him that she who had happened upon his 
money had also discovered other things, and that if he were deter
mined to continue to search for the culprit, I would as bravely as 
possible endure my fate and very certainly depose, with the same 
judge who would question me  upon what I had done with the con
tents of the small drawers, a detailed statement of what I had 
found in the larger ones. Our man fell as silent as a tomb; and as 
six months later their three-partied debauchery came broadly to 
light and as they themselves left France for security abroad, I re
turned to Paris and, must I avow my misbehavior? I returned, 
Messieurs, as poor as I had been before dispossessing d'Aucourt, 
and such were my straits I was obliged to put myself back in 
Madame Fournier's safekeeping. As I was no more than twenty
three at the time, I did not want for adventures,. I am going to 
ignore those exterior to my domain and recount, with your Lord
ships' indulgent permission, only the ones wherein I know now that 
you take some interest. 

A week after my return, a barrel brimming with shit was 
placed in the chamber appointed for pleasures. My Adonis arrives; 
he proved to be  a saintly ecclesiastic, but one so habituated to those 
pleasures, so blase, that he was no longer capable of being stirred 
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save by the excesses I shall describe. I was naked when he entered. 
For a moment  he regards my buttocks, then, after having fingered 
them rather bru tally, he tells me to undress him and help him get 
into the barrel. I remove his garmen ts, aid him to climb in, the o ld 
pig slides down into his element  j a hole has been specially bored 
for the purpose and, fifteen seconds after having immersed himself, 
his prick, almost  s tiff, pops through the aperture j he orders me to 
frig i t, covered as i t  is with filth and horrors. I do as I am to ld, he 
ducks his  head down into the shit, splashes in shit, swallows shit, 
shouts, discharges, and, clambering ou t, tro ts off to immerse him
self in a bath, where I leave him in the hands of two house servan ts 
who spend a quarter of an hour scrubbing him clean. 

Ano ther one  appeared shortly afterward. I had shitted and 
pissed into a p o t  a week before and had carefully preserved the mix
ture; this period was necessary before matters reached the s tage 
our lates t libertine desired. He was a man of thirty-five, and my 
guess was that he was connected with finance. Upon entering he 
asked where the pot was j I handed it to him, he sniffed i t  experi
mentally .  

"You're perfectly certain that was done a week ago?" h e  
asked. 

"M onsieur," I replied, "I am prepared to answer for its age j 

you  will n o tice the firs t signs of mildew there, some moldiness near 
the edge." 

"Why, indeed, it lo oks as if it will do very nicely," he  agreed, 
"it's the mold I adore, you know. Never too moldy to suit me.  
Show m e, if you  please," he con tinued, " the pretty ass that shitted 
wha t  we have here." 

I presented it .  
" That's i t," said he, "pu t  i t  right there opposite me so that I 

can see i t  while eating its creation ." 
We arrange ourselves, he samples a li t tle tidbit, is thrilled by 

the tas te, plunges directly ahead, and in n o  time has devoured that 
exquisite lunch, on ly interrup ting his chewing to scan my bum ;  bu t 
there was no o ther episode, h e  did n o t  even draw his prick fro m  his 
breeches. 

A month passed, ano ther unusual fellow came to our do or, 
and this one  would deal with none  but  Fournier herself. What an 
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object he selected, Great God! she had seen sixty-eight  summers, an 
erysipelas was eating every inch of her hide, and the eight ro tten 
teeth decora ting her mouth communicated so fetid an odor it was 
all but impossible to speak with her a t  a dis tance of under five 
yards; but  it was these shortcomings and n othing else that en
chanted the lover with whom she was to take a tumble. Most eager 
to observe the contest, I run to the spy hole :  the Adonis was an 
elderly doctor, but  younger nevertheless than she. He takes her in 
his arms, kisses her mouth for a good fifteen minutes, then, having 
her presen t an ancient, wrinkled ass such as you see on a very old 
cow, he kisses and sucks i t  avidly . A syringe is brought in, three 
half bottles of liqueur too; Aesculapius' worshiper loads his syringe 
and pumps the healing drink in to the en trails of his Iris ; she re
ceives the potion, holds i t, the doctor does no t  cease kissing her, he 
licks every square inch of her body. 

"Ah, my friend,"  the old lady cries at  las t, "I can contain my
self no  longer, n o t  another second, prepare yourself, dear friend, 
I'm going to have to give it back." 

Salerno's scholar kneels, from his fly pulls forth a dark, 
wrinkled s tub of a device, which he pounds and coaxes with em
phasis, Fournier settles her great ugly ass upon his mouth, pushes, 
the doctor imbibes, a turd or two doubtless emerge with the liquid, 
he gasps but  i t  all goes down, the libertine discharges and falls 
back'ward, dead drunk. ' Twas thus this debauchee satisfied two pas
sions at a single stroke : his wine bibbery and his lewdness. 

"One moment," said Durcet. "Those excesses always give me 
an erection. Desgranges," he pursued, "I fancy you possess an ass 
closely resembling the one Duclos has just figured; come apply it to 
my face." 

The old procuress obeyed. 
"Let it go, release it," Durcet said in a muffied voice, for he 

was speaking from between that pair of awe-inspiring buttocks. 
"Give it to me, buggress, never mind if it's not liquid, I am per
fectly able to chew, and I always swallow whatever comes my way." 

And the operation was concluded while the Bishop was per
forming a similar one with Antinoiis, Curval with Fanchon, and 
the Duc with Louison. But our four athletes, fully acquainted with 
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all these extravagances and totally at their ease while committing 
them, performed with absolute effortlessness and even nonchalance: 
the four deposits were consumed without a single drop of fuck 
being shed in any quarter. 

"Well ,  on with your story, Duclos,  finish up for the day," the 
Duc said; "if we are no more tranquil than before,  we are at  least 
less  impatient and better able to pay attention." 

"Alas ,  Messieurs," our heroine answered, "I fear that  the 
anecdote I have still to relate this evening is far too simple,  too 
mild for the state you are  in. 'Tis a pity, but no matter; its turn has 
come ,  it must keep its place." And she continued a s  follows: 

The hero of the adventure was an old brigadier in the King's 
army j he had to be stripped to the skin, then swaddled like an 
infantj when he was thus prepared, I had to shit while he looked 
on, bring him the plate and, with the tips of my fingers, feed him 
my turd as if it were pap. Everything is done according to prescrip
tion, our libertine swallows it all and discharges in his swaddling 
clothes, the while simulating a baby's cry. 

"Let  us then have recourse to children," said the Duc, "since 
you leave us with a children's story; Fanny, my dear," he continued, 
"come to your old friend and shit in his mouth, and remember to 
suck his prick while you are about it, for it seems to have to dis
charge again." 

"Let thy will be done," murmured the Bishop. "Come hither, 
Rosette; you have heard the orders given to Fanny. Then do a s  
she. " 

"May the same orders apply to you," Durcet said to Hebe, 
who responded to his call. 

"When in Rome," said the wise Curval ,  "do as  the Romans 
do, my little one. Augustine,  emulate your companions, cause simul
taneously to flow both my fuck into your mouth and your shit into 
mine." 

And all these things were done; upon this occasion, all those 
worthies came; from everywhere the sounds of farting and falling 
shit were to be heard, discharges too, and, much lust sated, they be
took themselves to the table, their appetite was passing strong. But 
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at the orgies, refinements were employed, the little ones were sent 
off to bed. Those delicious hours were spent with none but the elite 
fuckers, the four ladies-in-waiting, the four storytellers. Messieurs 
became completely drunk and performed horrors of  such absolute 
filthiness that I should not be able to describe them without doing 
an injustice to the less l ibertine tableaux I have yet to offer my 
readers. Curval and Durcet were carried away unconscious, but the 
Duc and the Bishop, quite as cool as if nothing had happened, were 
perfectly able to pass the rest o f  the night indulging in their ordi
nary riot. 



THE FOURTEENTH DAY 

Tt was discovered upon that day tha t  the weather had lent i ts  
..L approval to our l ibertines'  infamous enterprises, and had re
moved them to an even greater distance from the probability they 
would be spi e d  upon by mortal eyes; an immense blanket of snow had 
fallen, it filled the surrounding vale, seeming to forbid  even to wild 
b easts access to our scoundrels' retreat; of all human beings, there 
was  not  one tha t  existed who could dare hope to re ach where they 
lay fast. Ah, it is not readily to be imagined how much voluptuous
ness, lust, fierce joy are flattered by those sureties, or what is meant 
when one i s  able to say to oneself: "I am alone here, I am at the 
world's  end, withheld from every gaze, here no one can reach me, 
there is no creature that can come nigh where I am; no limits, hence, 
no barr iers; I am free." Whereupon, thus situate, desires spring 
forth with an impetuosity which knows no bounds, stops at nothing, 
and the impunity that  electrifies them most deliciously incre ases all  
their drunkenness. The re, nothing exi sts save God and one ' s  con
science; well, what weight  may the former exert, of what account 
m ay God be in the eyes of an atheist in heart and brain? and what 
sway i s  the conscience to enjoy, what influence upon him who is so 
accustomed to vanquishing remorse, routing gui lt, that so to do 
becomes for him a game, nay, a l ittle pleasure? Luckless flock de
l ivered to the murderous tooth of such villa ins; how would you have 
tremble d  had you not still been in  ignorance of what lay in  store for 
you! 

That  day was a festival, the second week had ended, the second 
m a rr iage was  to be celebra ted; Messieurs were in  a gla d  humor and 

412 
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thought not but to frolic on that holiday. The  m arriage to take place 
was that o f  N arcisse and Hebe, but, cruel fate I it was also decreed 
that the bride and groom were both doomed to be punished that 
same evening ; and thus,  from the warm embrace of hymeneal 
pleasures they were to move directly to the more bitter lessons 
taught in this school, how unkind ! Little Narcisse, who was not a 
dull fellow, remarked this i rony, but Messieurs none the less pro
ceeded to the usual ceremonies.  The Bishop officiated,  the couple 
was conj oined in very holy matrimony, and they were permitted to 
do to each other,  before the public 's  eyes ,  all they wanted to do ; 
but, who would ha ve believed it ? the order was of a too liberal scope, 
or  too well understood, and the little  husband, who had an aptitude 
for learning, perfectly delighted with the prospect before him but 
unable to introduce himself into his pretty wife, was however about 
to deflower her with his fingers, and would have, had he been given 
his way. Firm hands intervened just in time, and the Due, m aking 
off with Hebe, thigh-fucked her on the spot, while the Bishop did 
likewise wi th N arcisse. 

Dinner came next, the newly-wedded couple  were admitted to 
the feast, and as  they had been given and commanded prodigiously 
to eat, both ppon leaving the table shitted handsomely, one for 
Durcet's bener f- .  the other for Curval 's ,  who, after h aving swallowed 
those l ittle p , ' cts of  childhood, smacked their lips and declared 
'twas deliciou 

Coffee w. s served by Augustine, Fanny, Celadon, and Zephyr. 
The Duc ba(:e Augustine frig Zephyr, and the latter shit in the 
nobleman's mouth at the same time he discharged ; the operation 
was a stunning success,  so much so that the Bishop wanted to dupli
cate it with C6ladon ; Fanny attended to the frigging, and the li ttle 
fellow received orders to shit in  M onseigneur's  mouth the moment 
he felt his  fuck flow. But the young operatives succeeded less b ril
l iantly than had their  companions : Celadon was never able to co
ordinate his shitting with his discharge ; however, as this exercise 
was merely a test of  skill, and as the regula tions made no mention 
of the subj ects being obliged to excel in it, no punishment was in
flicted upon him. 

Durcet gleaned shit from Augustine, and the Bishop, firmly 
e rect, h a d  Fanny suck him while she shat in his mouth ; he he dis-
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charged, and as his crisis was violent, he brutalized Fanny some
what but, unhappily, failed to find adequate grounds for having 
her punished, great as  was his  appa rent wish to arrange something 
for her.  A greater tease than the Bi shop never lived ; no sooner 
would he finish di scharging than he would wish for nothing better 
than to see his  pleasure-obj ect gone to the devil ; everyone was 
famil iar  with his  character, and the li ttle girls, the wives, and the 
li ttle boys dreaded nothing as  much as helping him to be r id of his 
fuck. 

The midday nap over, they passed into the auditorium, the 
company distributed i tself, and Duclos resumed the thread of her 
narrative : 

I sometimes used to go  into town for parties, said she, and as 
they were usually more lucrative, Fournier did her best to procure 
as many of that kind as she could. 

She o nce sen t me to the home of an elderly Knight of Malta 
who opened a kind of wardrobe filled with cubbyholes, each of 
which housed a porcelain chamber pot  con taining a turd; the old 
rake had made arrangements with a sister of his, abbess of one  of 
the most  considerable convents in Paris; that obliging girl, upon  his 
request, every morning sent  him a crate of fresh shit produced by 
her pre tties t li ttle pensionnaires.  He filed away each performance 
according to a classifying system, and when I arrived he bade me  
take down such and such a number, and i t  proved to  be the most  
venerable. I presen ted the po t  to him. 

"Oh yes, " said he,  " that belongs to a girl of sixteen, lovely as 
the day. Frig me  while I eat her gift."  

The  en tire ceremony consis ted in twiddling his device and in 
dressing my bum before his eyes while he ate, then in replenishing 
the po t  he had jus t emptied. He watched me do it, wiped my ass
hole clean with his tongue, and discharged while sucking my anus. 
After that, the wardrobe is closed and locked, I receive my pay, 
and our man, whom I visited at an early hour in the morning, curls 
up and goes blissfully back to sleep. 

Ano ther, more extraordinary in my opinion, was an elderly 
monk .  He enters, demands eight or  ten turds from the firs t person  
he s ees, girl or b oy, it's all the  same to h im.  He mixes them in to 
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a paste which h e  n ext kneads like dough, bites into the lump and, 
eating at least half of it, discharges into my mouth. 

A third, and of all the men I have met in my life he aroused 
the greatest disgust in me, a third, I say, ordered me to open my 
mouth wide. I was naked, ly ing upo n  a mattress on the {loor, and 
he was astride mej he popped his stool into my mouth and the 
villain then lay down beside me, ate what I spat out, and sprayed 
his luck over my teats. 

"Well, well , that's a pleasant one ! "  cried Curval ; "by Jesus, 
I do indeed believe I want to shit, I really must try to. Whom shall 
I take, Monsieur Ie Duc 7" 

"Who ?" said Blangis. "By my faith, I recommend Julie, my 
daughter ; she is right there under your hand. You are fond of her 
mouth, put it to use ." 

"Thank you for the advice,"  said Julie sullenly. "What have 
I done to have you say such things?" 

"Why, since the idea upsets her," said the Duc, "and since 
she's a good girl , take M ademoiselle Sophie: she's healthy, pretty, 
and she ' s  only fourteen, you know." 

"Very well, i t ' s  to be Sophie ,  that' s decided," said Curval, 
whose turbulent prick was beginning to gesticulate. 

Fanchon approaches the victim, the poor l i ttle wretch' s  tears 
start to fall a t  once. Curval l aughs lightly, brings up his great,  
ugly, and dirty behind, pushes it down upon that  charming visage, 
and gives us  the image of a toad about to insult a rose. He is 
frigged, the bomb bursts, Sophie loses not so much as a crumb, and 
the crapulous magistrate 's  tongue and lips reclaim what he has 
l aunched ; he swallows it all in just four mouthfuls while his prick 
is being rubbed upon the belly of the poor little creature who , the 
operation once over, vomits her very guts out, and directly upon 
the nose of Durcet who has come up posthaste to miss nothing, and 
who is frigging himself while being covered. 

"Off you go , Duclos ! "  said Curval. "On with your tales, and 
rejoice at  the effect of  your discourses ; do they not carry the day ?" 

And therewith Duclos resumed, warmed to the very cockles of 
her heart by the staggering success which had greeted her anecdote. 
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The man with whom I held correspondence directly after the 
one  whose example has just seduced you, said Duclos,  insisted 
that the woman he was presented have indiges tion; in consequence, 
Fournier, who had given me no foreknowledge of the thing, had 
me, during dinner, swallow a certain laxative drug which softened 
what my bowels con tained, indeed rendered it  fluid, as if my stool 
had become transformed into the effect of an enema. Our man 
arrives and after several preliminary kisses bes towed upon the ob
ject of his whole veneration, which, by now, was becoming pain
fully inflated by gases, I beseech him to s tart without further delay; 
the injection is ready to escape, I grasp his prick, he pan ts, swallows 
everything, asks for still more; I furnish him with a second deluge, 
it is soon  followed by a third, and the libertine's anchovy finally 
spits upon  my fingers the unequivocal evidence of the sensation he 
has received. 

The next day I treated with a personage whose baroque mania 
will perhaps find some worshipers amongst yourselves, Messieurs . 
Firs t of all, he was installed in the room next to the one in which 
we ordinarily operated and in whose wall was that hole so  con
veniently placed for observations .  He was left alone to arrange 
himself; a second actor awaited me in the adjoining chamber : he 
was a cab driver we had picked up at random and who was fully 
apprised of the si tuation; as I was too, our cast  knew the various 
roles to perfection . It was a question of having the Phaithon shit 
squarely opposite the hole, so that the libertine hidden on the 
other side of the partition would miss nothing involved in the spec
tacle. I catch the turd upon a plate, see to it that it lands in tact, 
spread the driver's buttocks, press around his anus, I neglect noth
ing that can make shitting comfortable;  as soon as my man has 
done all he has to do, I snatch up his prick mId get him to discharge 
over the shit, and all that well within sight of our observer; finally, 
the package ready, I dash into the other room. 

"Here you are, take i t  quickly, Monsieur,"  I exclaim, "it's 
nice and warm." 

There is no necessity to repeat the invitation; he grasps the 
dish, offers me his  prick, which I frig, and the rascal bolts every
thing I tender him while he exhales his fuck in tune with my 
diligent hand's elas tic movements .  
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"And wha t was  the driver's  age ?" Curval a sked. 
"About thirty," Duclos answered.  
"Why, that ' s  nothing at  all," sa id  Curval.  "Durcet there will  

tell  you whenever you like that  we once knew an individual who 
did the same thing, and with pos itively the same a ttendant ci rcum
stances,  but with a man of sixty or seventy who had to be found in 
the lowest sewer of misery and filth." 

"And,  you know," sa id  Durcet,  "i t ' s  only pretty tha t  way." 
The financi er 's  l i ttle engine had been gradually l i fting its  head ever 
since Sophie ' s  aspersion. "I shall a t  any given time be  happy to do 
it with the eldest o f  veterans." 

"You're  st iff,  Durcet," said the Duc, "don' t deny i t ,  for I 
know you : whenever you start tha t  nasty boasting i t ' s  because your 
fuck is coming to a boil .  So hold,  good friend; though not so sea
soned in years  as  you might l ike, st i l l ,  to appease your intemperance, 
I offer you all  I have in my entrai ls ,  and I believe you will find i t  
enough to make a meal  upon." 

"Ah, by God' s belly !" cried Durcet, "you always serve your 
guests well ,  my dear  Due." 

The Duc entering Durcet' s alcove, the l a tter kneels down be
fore the buttocks which are  to fill him to overflowing with good 
cheer; the Duc grunts once, twice ,  a prodigy tumbles out,  the 
banker swallows and,  transported by this  crapulous excess ,  dis
charges while  swearing he has never tasted so much pleasure .  

"Duclos," sa id  the Duc,  "come do for me wha t  I have done 
for our good fri end." 

"M Y Lord," our storytell er  repl ied,  "you will recall that I did 
i t  thi s morning, and that you swallowed i t." 

"vVhy, yes, ' ti s  true ," the Duc admitted. "Very well then, 
hither,  l\;1artaine ,  I must have recourse to you, for I want none o f 
those children ' s  a sses; I feel my fuck readying to come, but,  you 
know, i t  con;tes reluctantly, and so we need something out of  the 
ordinary. " 

But  M artaine's  case was  tha t  o f  Duclos ,  Curval had gobbled 
her  shit  tha t  morning. 

"What ! by fuck," cried the Duc, "am I then to fai l  to find a 
turd thi s evening ?" 

Whereupon Therese a dvanced and offered the dirtiest ,  the 
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broadest,  and the most stinking possible of asses you , dear reader,  
may hope to behold.  

"Well , that will do,  tha t  will do perfectly ,"  said the Duc,  
a ssuming the posture,  "and i f  in  my present disorder this infamous 
ass  I 've got here does not produce its  effect, I don't  know what I ' ll 
h a  ve to resort to . "  

Dramatic moment : Therese pushes ; t h e  D u c  receives ! a n d  
t h e  incense w a s  quite as  dreadful a s  t h e  temple whence i t  emerged, 
but when one i s  a s  stiff as  the Duc was stiff,  ' t is  never excess of 
filth one complains of.  Drunk with j oy, the scoundrel swallowed 
every ounce, and directly into Duclos'  face, for she was frigging 
him, shot the most indubitable proof of  his  male vigor. 

Then to table ; the ensuing o rgies were devoted to the distribu
tion of  justice ; tha t  week there were seven delinquents : Zelmire ,  
Colombe, Hebe,  Adonis ,  Adelaide,  Sophi e ,  and Narcisse ; the gentle 
Adelaide was granted n o  quarter.  Zelmi re and Sophie  also bore 
away a few marks of  the treatment they had undergone and, with
out giving further particulars ,  since circumstances do not permit 
us to give them yet, everyone retired to bed, and in  Morpheus ' a rms 
recove red the strength requisite to make fu rther sacrifices to Venus.  



THE FIFTEENTH DAY 

�relY would the day following correction offer fresh signs 
of misbehavior. There were none upon this one, but a s  

strict as  ever in  t h e  a rticle of permission to shit in  the 
morning, Messieurs granted this favor to no one but Hercule ,  
Michette, Sophie, and Desgranges,  and Curval came perilously 
near to discharging while watching the storyteller  at work. Not 
overmuch was  accomplished a t  coffe e, the friends were content to 
fondle buttocks and to suck one or two assholes ; the hour sounded, 
everyone went promptly to establish himself in  the amphitheater. 
Duclos faced her audience once again and addressed the company 
in this wise : 

There had lately come to Fournier's a little girl of twelve or 
thirteen, the age preferred by that singular gentleman I mentioned 
to YOUj but  I truly doubt whether in a very long time he had de
bauched any thing so cunning, so innocent, or  so pretty . She had 
fair hair, was tall for her years and fit to be painted, her physi
ognomy was tender and voluptuous, her eyes the loveliest one could 
hope to see, and in all her charming person  there was something 
sweet and intriguing which turned her into a very enchantress. 
But what was the degradation to which such a host  of attractions 
was about to be subjected! and how shameful was the debut  being 
prepared for them ! She was the daughter of a tradesman in  
lingerie, purveyor to the Palace and a man of comfortable means, 
and his daughter surely had been destined for a happier fate than 
this of playing the whore; but  the more the man of whom it is a 
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question was able, by means of his perfidious seductions, to beguile 
his victims to their ruin, and the more thorough the depravation 
into which he guided them, the greater his pleasure, the fiercer his 
ecs tasy . Little Lucile, directly after her arrival, was scheduled to 
sa tisfy the disgus ting and unclean caprices of a man who, no t  
merely content  to  have the  mos t  crapulous tastes, wished, s till 
be t ter, to inflict  them upon a m aid. 

He arrives a t  the house : he  proves to be  an o ld no tary stuffed 
with gold and who, together with his wealth, has all the bru tali ty 
tha t  avarice and luxury excite when combined in a seasoned spiri t. 
The child is exhibited to  him; pretty as she may be, his firs t reaction 
is disdain; he grumbles, he  gri ts h is  tee th, mu tters and swears, and 
says that i t  damned well seems as if one  can no longer find a pretty 
girl in Paris ; he  dem ands, a t  las t, whether there is proof posi th'e 
she is a virgin, he is assured that, yes, the article is mint, Fournier 
offers to show it to him . 

"What?  look a t  a cun t, I ?  Madame Fournier! I, look at a 
cun t !  I certainly hope you  propose the thing in jes t; have you  
n o ticed me  spending much time co nsidering those  objects since I 
h ave been coming to you ? I use them, to be sure, but in a manner 
which, I believe, a ttes ts n o  great  fondness for them." 

"f/ery well, Monsieur,"  Fournier said, "you will have to take 
the house's word for i t :  I declare that she is as much a maid as a 
child born five minu tes ago ." 

They go ups tairs together and, as you may well  conceive, curi
ous abou t  the forthcoming tete-a-tete, I go and establish myself a t  
the ho le. Poor  li ttle Lucile was overcome  by a shame only to  be 
described by superlative expressions, hence not to be  described a t  
all, for  those expressions are needed to represent  the  impudence, 
the bru tality, and the ill-humor of her s ixty-year-old 1000)er. 

"Well, what the devil are you  doing there, are you  a s tond" 
says h e  in a harsh voice. "Do 1 have to tell you  to get  your skirts 
up ? 1 should have been lo oking at  your ass two hours ago . . . •  

Don' t s tand there like an idio t, m ove." 
"But, Monsieur, what am 1 to do ?" 
"Why, Jesus Chris t, are such questions s till asked? What are 

you to  do ? Pick up your  skirts and show me that damned ass I'm 
paying to see ." 
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Lucile obeys, trembling like a leaf, and discloses a li ttle white 
ass jus t as darling and sweet as would be that of Venus herself. 

"Hum . . . looks all right, "  mutters the bru te, "bring it 
nearer . . . .  " 

Then, getting a firm grip upon the two buttocks and separating 
them forcefully : 

" You're damned certain no one's ever done anything to you 
here ?" 

"Oh, Monsieur, no one has ever touched me . . . .  " 
"Very well. Now fart." 
"But, Monsieur, I can' t." 
"Well, try, for Chris t's sake, make yourself fart." 
She s truggles, frowns, squin ts, a lit tle breath of aromatic wind 

does escape and produces a li ttle echo upon  en tering the infected 
mouth of the old libertine, who seems delighted. 

"Do you want to shit?" he asks. 
"No, Monsieur. " 
"Well, I do, I've something copious to get rid of, if you're 

in teres ted in the pertinent facts; so prepare yourself to satisfy this 
particular need of mine . . .  take off your skirts ." 

They are removed. 
"Lie down upon that sofa. Raise your thighs." 
Lucile settles herself, the old no tary arranges and poses her 

so that her wide-flung legs display her cunt  to the fulles t advan tage, 
in which open and prominen t position it may be readily employed 
as a chamber po t. So to use i t  was his heavenly intention; in order 
that the container respond more perfectly to what is to be de
manded of i t, he begins by widening it as much as possible, devo ting 
both hands and all his s trength to the task.  He takes his place, 
pushes, a turd lands in the sanctuary Cupid himself would no t  have 
disdained having for a temple. He turns around, eyes his work, 
and with his fingers presses and thrus ts the filthy excrement into 
the vagina and largely out of sight; he es tablishes himself as tride 
Lucile once again, and ejects a second, then a third stool, and each 
is succeeded by the same ceremony of burial. Finally, having de
posited his las t turd, he inserts and tamps it down with such bru tal 
zeal that the li ttle one  u tters a cry, and by means of this disagree
able operation perhaps loses the precious flower, Nature's ornament, 
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offered the child as a gift to Hymen.  This was the moment at which 
our libertine's pleasure attained i ts crisis : to have filled the young 
and pretty cun t  to overflowing with shit, to crowd i t  with shit and 
s tuff i t  with yet more, that was his supreme deligh t :  all the while in 
action, he opens his fly and draws out  a species of prick, very 
flaccid i t  is, and he shakes i t, and as he toils away in his dis gus ting 
manner, he manages to spa tter upon the floor a few drops of thin, 
discolored sperm, whose loss may be credi ted so lely to the infamies 
he  has been performing. Having concluded his business, he takes 
himself off, Lucile washes, and that is that. 

Some time later, I found myself with ano ther individual whose 
mania s truck me as no less unpleasan t :  he was an elderly magis trate 
at  the high court. One was obliged no t  only to watch him shit, no, 
there was more to i t  than that :  I had to help him, with my fingers, 
facili tate the matter's emergence by pressing, opening, agitating, 
compressing his anus, and when once he had been freed of his 
burden, I had with u tmost  care to clean the soiled area with my 
tongue. 

"\Vell , by God ! there 's  a bit  of  taxing drudgery, I own,"  
said the  Bishop. "The four  ladies  you see here ,  and they are our  
wives,  or  our daughters, or  our nieces, these ladies nevertheless 
have to perform that  same chore every day, you know. And what 
the devil ,  I a sk you, what the devil is  a woman's tongue good for 
if not to wipe assholes ? I frankly cannot think of any other use to 
put i t  to. Constance ,"  the Bishop pursued, turning to the Due' s 
lovely wi fe, who happened to be upon his couch, "give Duclos a 
l i ttle demonstration of your proficiency in the thing ; here you are ,  
I ' l l  offer you a very untidy ass ,  i t  hasn't  been cleaned since this 
morning, I 've been keeping i t  this way for you. Off you go, display 
your abil ities ."  

And the poor creature, only too well accustomed to these 
horrors,  executed them a s  a dutiful, a thoughtful wife should ; ah ,  
great  God ! what  wi l l  not dread and thralldom produce ! 

"Oh, by Jesus ,"  sa id Curval,  presenting his ugly, be slimed 
asshole to the charming Aline, "she'll  not be the only one to give 
examples of excellence. Get to work, li ttle whore, "  said he to that 
beautiful and virtuous girl , "outdo your companion." 
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And the thing was accomplished. 
"Why, Duclos, "  sa id the Bishop, "I think we might proceed 

now ; we only wished to point out that your man's request had 
nothing of  the unusual about it,  and that a woman's tongue is fit for 
nothing i f  not to wipe an ass." 

The amiable Duclos fell  to laughing and continued : 

You will permit me, Messieurs, said she, to in terrupt the 
catalogue of passions for an instant that I may apprise you of an 
event  which has no  bearing upon them; it has only to do with m e, 
bu t as you have ordered me to recount the in teres ting episodes in 
my life, even when they are not related to the anthology of tas tes 
we are compiling, I think that the following ought no t  be passed by 
in silence. 

I had been a great while a t  Madame Fournier's, had long 
since become the firs t ranked according to seniori ty, and in her en
tire en tourage was the girl in whom she had the greates t confidence. 
It was I who most often arranged the parties and received the 
funds. Fournier had gradually taken the place of the mo ther I had 
los t, she had aided me in time of trouble, watched over my welfare, 
had written fai thfully to me when I had been abroad in England, 
upon my return had as a friend opened her house to me when, in 
difficult circums tances, I desired to take asylum with her once again.  
Twenty times over she had len t  me money, and often had never 
asked for it back. The opportunity arrived to show my grati tude 
and to respond to her limi tless faith in  me, and you shall judge, 
Messieurs, with what  eagerness my soul opened itself to 'l!irtue's 
en trance and what an easy access it had thereinto : Fournier fell ill, 
and her first thought was to call me to her bedside. 

"Duclos, my child, I love you," said she, "well you know it, 
and I am going to prove it by the absolute trus t  I am about to place 
in you .  Despite your mind, which is no t  a good one, I believe you 
incapable of wronging a friend; I am very ill, I am old, I do no t  
know what  is to become of me.  But  I may die soon;  I have relatives 
who will of course be my heirs. I can at leas t leave them something, 
and want to : I have a hundred thousand francs in gold in this little 
coffer; take it, my child," said she, "here, I give it to you, but  upon  
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condition y ou dispose of this money in keeping with my ins truc
tions .  " 

"Oh, my dear m o ther," said I, s tre tching forth my arms to 
her, "I beseech you, these precautions distress me; they shall surely 
prove needless, but  if unhappily they were to prove necessary, I 
take oath and swear exactly to carry ou t  your intentions ." 

"I believe you, my child, " said she, "and that is why my ey es 
have settled upon you,.  that li ttle coffer, then, contains one hundred 
thousand francs in gold,. I have scruples, a few scruples, my dear 
friend, I feel remorseful for the life I have led, the quan tity of girls 
I have cast into crime and snatched away from God. And so I wish 
to do two things by means of which i t  is my hope the divinity will 
be led to deal less severely with m e :  I think of charity now, and of 
prayer. You shall take fifteen thousand francs of this money, and you 
shall give i t  to the Capuchins on  the rue Sain t-Honore, so that  those 
good fathers will say a perpetual mass for the salvation of my soul; 
ano ther sum, also of fifteen thousand francs, shall be set  aside, and 
when I have closed my ey es, y o u  shall surrender it to the cure of 
the parish and beg him to dis tribute i t  amongst the poor dwelling 
in this quarter of the city .  Charity is a very excellen t  thing, my 
child,- no thing better repairs in the eyes of God the sins we have 
committed in this world. The poor are His children, and beloved of 
Him is he who gives them succor and comfort; never is God more 
to be pleased than by alms dis tribu ted to the needy . There lies the 
true way of gaining Heaven, my child! As for the remainder, im
mediately I am dead you shall take sixty thousand francs to one 
Petignon, a sho emaker's appren tice in the rue du Bouloir : this poor 
lad is my son,  he  knows no thing of his  origins : he is the bas tard 
issue of adultery .  Upon dying, I wan t the unhappy orphan to bene
fit from those marks of tenderness I have never shown him while 
alive. Ten thousand francs are left; I beg you to keep them, my 
dear Duclos, keep them as a feeble token of my fondness for you, 
may they be some kind of recompense for the trouble you shall 
have to take in seeing to the dis tribution of the res t of my fortune. 
And may this li ttle sum aid you  to resolve to abandon th e dreadful 
trade we follow, a calling wherein there is no  salvation, nor any 
hope.  For one is n o t  a whore forever." 

Innerly delighted to be en trusted with such a handsome sum, 
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and thoroughly determined, for fear of becoming confused by 
Fournier's intricate ins tructions upo n  sharing i t, to keep her for
tune  in tact and for myself alone, I produced a flood of 'l.Jery artifi
cial tears and cas t myself into the o ld matron's arms, reiterated 
many oaths of fideli ty, and turned all my thoughts thenceforth to 
devising means to preven t the cruel disappointments certain to oc
cur were a return to sound health to bring about  a change in her 
reso lu tions .  The means presen ted i tself the very next day : the doc
tor prescribed an emetic, and as I was in charge of nursing her, i t  
was to me he handed the medicine, drawing my atten tion  to the fact 
the package contained two doses, and warning me to be sure to 
adminis ter only one  at a time because, were bo th given her, death 
would be the result; were the firs t to have no effect, or an insufficien t 
one, the second could be employed later, if need be. I promised the 
doctor to take the greatest possible care, and immedia tely he  had 
turned his back, banishing from my heart all those fu tile sen ti
ments which would have s topped a timorous spirit, putting to rou t  
all remorse and all frailty, and thinking exclusively o f  m y  gold, of 
the sweet charm of making it mine, and of the delicious ti tillation 
One  experiences every time one  concerts an evil deed, the certain 
prognos tic of the pleasure i t  will give, dwelling, I say, upon  all 
that and upo n  no thing else, I s traigh tway dropped bo th doses 
into a glass of water and offered the brew to my dear friend's lips; 
she swallowed i t  down without  a moment's delay and thereby, jus t 
as rapidly, found the death I had sought to procure her. 

I cannot  describe to you what feelings possessed me  when I 
saw my scheme had succeeded; each of the re tchings wherewi th she 
exhaled her life produced a truly delicious sensation throughout  
my en tire being; thrilled, I lis tened to her, I watched her, I was 
perfectly in toxicated with joy. She s tretched her arms toward me, 
addressed me a las t farewell, I was overwhelmed with pleasurable 
sensations, I was already forming a thousand plans for spending 
the gold. I had no t  long to wai t; Fournier expired that same after
noon;  the prize belonged to me.  

" Duclos, " sa id the Due, "be truthful : did you fr ig yourself ? 
did crime's p iercingly voluptuous sensation attain your organs of 
pleasure ?"  
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"Yes, my Lord, I confess it did ; thanks to my prank I dis
charged five times before nightfall. "  

" I t  i s  then true ,"  the Duc intoned i n  a loud and authoritative 
voice, "it i s  then true that crime has of itself such a compelling 
attractiveness that, unattended by any accessory activity, it  may be 
i tself suffice to inflame every passion and to hurl one into the same 
delirium occasioned by lubricious acts. Well, what say you ?" 

"Why, my Lord," Duclos answered, " I  say I had my employer 
honorably buried, appropriated the bastard Petignon's inheritance, 
wasted not a penny on perpetual masses, nor did I bother to m ake 
a single charitable distribution, for, as  a matter of  fact, I have 
always beheld charity wi th the most authentic horror, regardless of 
the speeches, such as Fournier 's ,  that  I have heard pronounced in 
its favor. I maintain that there must be poor in this world, that 
N a ture wishes that such there be, that she requires it ,  and that i t  i s  
to fly in the face of  her decrees to pretend to restore equilibrium, 
if i t  i s  disorder she wants . "  

"What' s this ! " sa id Durcet. " Do you then have p rinciples, 
Duclos ? I am very pleased to observe this in you ; for, as  you ap
pear  to realize ,  any relief given to misfortune, any gesture that 
l ightens the load of  the distressed, is  a real crime against the 
natural order. The inequality she has created in our persons proves 
that  this discordance pleases N ature,  since ' twas she established it ,  
and s ince she wishes that i t  exis t  in fortunes as  well as  in bodies. 
And as the weak may always redress matters by means of theft, the 
strong are equally allowed to restore inequality, or protect it ,  by 
refusing to give a id to the wretched. The universe would cease on 
the spot to subsist were there to be an exact similarity amongst all 
beings ; 't is  of this disparity there is  born the order which preserves, 
contains, directs everything. One must therefore take great  care 
not  to disturb i t ; moreover, in believing it  is  a good thing I do for 
this miserable class of  men,  I do much i l l  to another,  for indigence 
is the nursery to which the wealthy and powerful repair  in quest 
of the obj ects their lust or  cruelty needs ; I deprive the rich man of 
that branch o f  pleasure when, by raising up the downtrodden, I 
inhibit this class from yielding to him. And thus my charities h ave 
done nothing but put one part of humankind very modestly in my 
debt and done prodigious harm to the other. Hence, I regard 
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charity not only a s  something evil in itself,  but, what i s  more, I 
consider i t  a crime against Nature who, having first made differ
ences apparent to our eyes, has  certainly never intended ideas of 
eliminating them to occupy our heads. And so , far from giving alms 
to the poor, consoling the widow, succoring the orphan, i f  i t  i s  ac
cording to Nature's  true intentions I wish to act, not only do I leave 
these wretches in the state Nature put them into, but I even lend 
N a ture a strong right arm and aid her by prolonging this state 
and vigorously opposing any efforts they make to change it ,  and 
to this end I believe any means may be allowed." 

"\Vhat I "  cried the Due,  "even stealing from and ruining 
them ?" 

"Oh my, yes," the financier replied, " even augmenting their 
number, since this class serves another,  and since , by increasing the 
s ize of  the one, though I may do i t  a modicum of harm, I shall 
perform a great service for the other." 

"That,  my friends, i s  a very harsh system indeed," said Cur
val. "Haven't you heard tell of the sweet pleasures of doing good 
unto others ?" 

"Abusive pleasures I "  Durcet answered at  once. "That delight 
you allude to i s  nothing like the one I recommend ; the first is 
illusory, a fiction ; the second i s  authentic, real ; the first  i s  founded 
upon vile prejudices, the second upon reason ; the first, through the 
agency of pride,  the most false of all our sensations, may provide 
the heart with a brief instant's titillation ; the other i s  a veritable 
mental pleasure-taking, and it  inflames every other passion by the 
very fact i t  runs counter to common opinions. In a word, one of 
them gets thi s  prick of mine stiff," Durcet concluded, "and I feel 
practically nothing from the other." 

" But must the one criterion for judging everything be our 
feelings ?" asked the B ishop. 

"The only one, my friend," said Durcet ; "our senses, noth
ing else, must guide all our actions in life, because only their voice 
i s  truly imperious." 

"But God knows how many thousand crimes may be the re
sult of  such a doctrine," the Bishop observed. 

"God knows, yes,  and do you suppose that matters ?" Durcet 
demanded ; " fo r  i t  is enjoyable, i sn' t i t ? Crime is a natural mode, 
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a manner whereby Nature stirs man,  makes him to move. Why 
would you not have me let mysel f be moved by N ature in this direc
tion as well as  in  the di rection of  vi rtue ? Nature needs vi rtuous 
acts,  and vicious ones too ; I serve N atu re as well by performing 
the one as  when I commit the other.  But we have entered into a 
di scussion which could lead us far ; suppertime is approaching, and 
Duclos has  still ground to cover  before completing her task. Go 
on, ch arming girl ,  pursue your way, and believe me when I say you 
have just  acknowledged an act and a doctrine which make you de
serving o f  our eternal esteem and of tha t of  every philosoph er." 

My firs t idea when o n ce my good patron had been inhumed 
was to assu m e  the directio n of her house  and to main tain i t  on  
the  same fo o ting s h e  had found s o  profitable. I announced this 
project to my co lleagues, and they all, Eugenie above the  rest,  
for she was my best  b eloved, they all, I say, promised to regard 
m e  as th eir new m o th er. I was r IO t too yo ung to pretend to the 
ti tle, being then n early thirty and p ossessed of all the  in telligence 
and g o o d  sense one must h ave to govern a convent.  And s o  i t  is ,  
Messieurs,  tha t  I s hall conclude the s t o ry of my ad'()en tures n o t  as 
a public whore, but as an abbess, pretty e n o ugh and s till y o u thful 
e n o ugh s o m e times,  indeed often, to  tre at directly with our clients;  
a n d  trea t  wi th them I did : I s h all in  the  s equel take care to n o tify 
y o u  e ac h  tim e I t o o k  pers o n a l  charge of the problem at hand.  All 
Fournier's cus t o mers remained to m e, I knew the s ecre t of acquir
ing addi ti o n al o n es : my apartm ents  were kept very n e a t  and clean, 
and a n  e.y:cessive sub missiven ess inculcated in my girls, who m I se
lected with discrimination,  hugely {lat tered my libertines' caprices . 

The firs t purchaser to arrive was an o ld treasurer of the 
Exch equer, a former friend of the departed Fournier; I ga'C'e him 
little Lucile, over whom he waxed very en thusias tic. His habitual 
mania, quite as filthy as dis agreeable for his partn er, consisted in 
s h i t ting up o n  his Dulcinea's face,  of s m earing his excre m e n t  over 
all her  features, and then of kissing her in this s ta te, and of suck
ing her. Out of friendship for me, Lucile allo wed the old s a tyr 
to have his way 'C'ery co mple tely with h er, and h e  dis ch arged up o n  
her  belly a s  h e  lay kissing and licking h i s  disgusting perform ance.  

No t long afterward, we h a d  ano ther; Eugenic was also as-
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signed to cope with him. He had a barrel full of shit trundled in, 
plunged the naked girl in to i t, and licked every inch of her body, 
swallowing what he removed, and no t  finishing until he had rend
ered her as clean as she had been prior to  her immersion .  That one  
was a celebrated lawyer, a rich man and a very well-known one;  he 
possessed, for the enjoyment of women, none  but the most  modest 
qualities, which lack he remedied by this species of libertinage 
he had lovingly cultivated all his life. 

The Marquis de R * * *, one  of Fournier's o ldest clien ts, came 
shortly after her death to express his sorrow upon  learning that 
she was no  more; he als o  assured me  he would patronize the house 
just as faithfully as before and, to convince me of his devotion, 
wanted to see Eugenie that same evening. This o ld rake's passion 
consisted in first bestowing prodigious kisses upon  the girl's mouth,. 
he  swallowed all the saliva i t  were possible to drain from her, then 
kissed her buttocks for a quarter of an hour, called for farts, and 
finally demanded the major thing. After i t  had been done, he  kept 
the turd in his mouth and, making the girl bend down over him, 
he had her embrace him with one hand and frig him with the 
o ther,. and while he  was tasting the pleasure of this masturbation 
and tickling her beshitted asshole, the girl had to eat the turd she 
had deposited in his mouth.  Although he was prepared to pay very 
well, he used to find exceedingly few girls who were willing to 
cooperate in this li ttle abomination, and tha t  is why the Marquis 
would come regularly to me :  he was as eager to remain one of my 
clients as I was to have him make frequen t visits to my es tablish
ment  . . . •  

At this point the Due, very hot indeed, said that  as the supper 
hour was hard upon them, he would like, before going to table, 
to execute the l ast-cited fantasy. And this is how he went about it : 
he had Sophie come to him, received her turd in his mouth, then 
obliged ZeIamir to run up and eat Sophie's creation. This idio
syncrasy might perhaps have been a delight for anyone else but a 
child like Zelamir ; as yet insufficiently mature, hence unable to ap
preciate the delicious ,  he manifested disgust only, and seemed about 
to misbehave. But the Due threatened him with everything his 
anger might produce were the boy to hesitate another instant ; the 
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boy obeyed. The stunt struck the others a s  so engaging that each of  
them imitated it ,  more  or less ,  for  Durcet held that  favors had to  
be parceled out fairly ; was i t  just, he asked, for  the  l i ttle boys to 
eat  the girls' shit while the girls went hungry ? no, surely not, and 
consequently he had Zephyr shit in his mouth and ordered up 
Augustine to eat  the marmalade, which that  lovely and interesting 
girl promptly did, her repast being as  promptly succeeded by rack
ing vomitings. 

Curval imitated this variation and received his dear Adonis' 
turd, which Michette consumed, not without a duplication of 
Augustine's histrionics ; as  for the Bishop, he was content to em
ulate his brother, and had the delicate Zelmire excrete a confiture 
C eIa don was induced to gobble up.  Accompanying all this were cer
tain unmistakable signs o f  repugnance which, of course, were of  
the  greatest interest to  libertines in whose v iew the  torments they 
inflict are unexcelled for inspiring satisfaction. The Bi shop and the 
Duc discharged, the two others either could not, or would not, 
and all four went in to supper,  where Duclos' action was the obj ect 
of the loftiest encomiums. 

"A very intelligent creature," observed the Due, whose re
gard for the storyteller could no t have been more profound. "In
telligent, I say, to have sensed that gratitude is nonsense, an hallu
cination, and that ties of  fondness or of  any other sort ought never 
e i ther to make us pause or even to suspend the effects of  crime, be
cause the object which has served us can claim no right to our 
heart's  generosity ; that obj ect employs itself only in our behalf, 
its mere presence humiliates a stout soul, and one must either hate 
or be rid of  it ." 

"Very true ,"  sa id Durcet, "so true that  you'll  never see a man 
o f  any wit seek to make others grateful to him. Fully certain that 
benevolence creates nothing but enemies,  he practices only the arts 
his  wisdom approves for his sa fety." 

"One moment, " interrupted the Bishop. "It  i s  not at  giving 
you pleasure he who serves you i s  laboring, but he is rather striving 
simply to gain an ascendancy over you by putting you in his debt. 
Well, I ask, what does such a scheme deserve ? He does not say, as 
he serves you : I serve you because I wish to do good for you. No, 
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he simply says : I put you under obligation in order to lower you 
and to raise myself above you." 

"These reflections seem to me," said Durcet, "abundantly to 
prove how abusive are  the services usually rendered, and how ab
surd is the practice of  good. But, they will tell you, one does good 
for its own sake and for one's own ; 'tis all very well for them whose 
weakness of spirit  permits them to enj oy such l ittle delights , but 
they who are revolted by them, as are we, great  God ! would be great 
fools to bother over such tepid stuff." 

This doctrine having fired their imaginations, Messieurs drank 
a great deal ,  and the orgies were celebrated with vivacity and brio .  
O u r  like-thinking libertines sent t h e  children t o  b e d ,  chose t o  spend 
a part of the night tippling with no one but the four elders and 
the four storytellers, and in their  company to vie with one another 
in infamies and atrocities. As amongst these twelve individuals 
there was not one who was  not worthy o f  the noose, the rack,  and 
probably the wheel,  I leave i t  to the reader to picture what was said 
and done.  For from words they passed to deeds ,  the Duc got hot 
again, and I don't  know just why it  happened or how, but they 
say Therese bore the marks of his affection for weeks. However all 
that  may be,  let  us allow our actors to move from these bacchanals 
to the chaste bed o f  the wife that had been prepared for each of the 
four, and let  us  see what transpired at  the castle on the morrow. 



THE S I XTEENTH DAY 

(9ur heroes rose as bright and fresh as if they had just arrived 
from confession ; but upon close inspection, one might have 

noticed that the Duc was beginning to tire a l ittle. Blame for this 
could have been bestowed upon Duclos ; there i s  no question but 
that the girl had entirely mastered the art of procuring him delight 
and that, according to his own words, his discharges were lubricious 
with no one else, which would corroborate the idea that these 
matters depend solely upon caprice, upon idiosyncrasy, and that 
age, looks, virtue, and all the rest have nothing whatever to do 
with the problem, that  i t  all boils down to a certain tactfulness 
which i s  much more often found possessed by beauties in the au
tumn of l i fe than by those others of no experience whom the spring
tide yet crowns with all her show. 

There was as  well another creature in the company who was 
beginning to make herself very amiable and to attract considerable 
a ttention ; we are referring to Julie .  She was already announcing 
signs of imagination, debauchery, and of libertinage. Astute enough 
to sense that she stood in need of protection, clever enough to 
caress those very persons for whom perhaps she did not at heart 
have a very great fondness, she contrived to become Duclos' friend, 
this in order to try to achieve some favor in the eyes of her father 
who, she was well aware, could, i f  he chose, exert a great influence 
upon the others. Every time her turn came to lie with the Duc, she 
would adopt Duclos' techniques and emulate them so successfully, 
give proof of such skill , so much consideration, that the Duc was 
always sure of obtaining delicious discharges whenever he used 

43 2 



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 43 3  

those two creatures t o  p rocure them. Nevertheless,  h i s  enthusiasm 
for his  daughter was waning prodigiously, and perhaps without 
Duclos' assistance, for the narrator consistently spoke well in her 
behalf, she would never have been able to occupy a place in his 
good graces. Her husband, Curval, was roughly of the same mind 
regarding her, and although, by means of her impure mouth and 
kisses, she still managed to wheedle a few discharges from him, 
disgust was dangerously near to becoming his p redominating a t
titude toward her : one might even have said that the fires of his 
hostility were fanned by her impudicious caresses. Durcet held her 
in no esteem, she had not made him discharge more than twice 
since the adventures at Silling had started. And so it seemed that 
no one but the Bishop remained to her,  and he indeed was fond of 
her libertine j a rgon, and judged hers to be the world's  finest ass ; 
and i t  is certain tha t  Nature had furnished her with one as lovely 
as that which had been given to Venus.  She hence made the most 
of tha t  part, for she wished absolutely to please at  whatever the 
price ; as  she felt an extreme need for a protector,  she sought to 
cultivate Duclos. 

At the chapel appeared that day no more than three p ersons : 
Hebe, Constance, Martaine ; no one had been found a t  fault that  
morning. After the  three subj ects had ridded themselves of  their 
freight, Durcet was taken by an impulse  to be delivered o f  his .  The 
Duc, who since ea rly morning had been fluttering and buzzing about 
the financier 's  behind, seized the opportunity to satisfy himself and, 
sending away everyone but Constance, whom they kept as  an aide,  
they enclose ted themselves in the chapel .  The Duc was appeased by 
the generous mouthful o f  shit he had from Durcet ; these gentle
men, however ,  did not limit themselves to that  prelude, and a fter
ward Constance reported to the B ishop that they had performed 
infamies for a good thirty minutes.  But what i s  one to expect ? they 
had been friends, as  I have said, since childhood,  and since then 
had never ceased reminding one another of  their schoolboy pleas
ures. As for Constance, she served no grea t  purpose during this 
tete-a-tete ; she wiped asses, sucked and frigged a few pricks, and 
that was about all.  

They retired to the salon, the four friends conversed there 
for a while ,  and the midday meal was announced. It  was,  as  usual, 
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splendid and l ibertine and, after some lewd fingerings and bawdy 
colling, and a few scandalous remarks which spiced thei r  lascivious 
byplay, they returned to the salon where Zephyr and Hyacinthe, 
M ichette and Colombe were waiting to serve coffee. The Duc thigh
fucked Michette, and Curval, Hyacinthe ; Durcet fetched shit out 
of Colombe, and the Bishop dropped some in Zephyr's mouth ; 
Curval, recollecting one of the passions Duclos had related the day 
before, was moved to shit in Colombe' s  cunt ; old Therese, who was 
supervising the day's quartet, placed Colombe in a suitable posture, 
and Curval performed. But as he produced colossal turds, propor
tioned by the immense quantity of  victuals wherewith he stuffed 
himself every day, almost all of his creation spilled upon the floor 
and i t  was, so to speak, only superficially he beshitified that pretty 
l ittle virgin cunt which had not, one would have thought, been 
intended by Nature to be used for such disagreeable pleasures. 

Deliciously frigged by Zephyr, the Bishop yielded his fuck 
philosophically, jo ining, to the delights he was feeling, that other 
offered by the wonderful spectacle being enacted about him. He was 
furious, he scolded Zephyr, he scolded Curval, he fumed and 
grumbled at everyone. He was given a large glass of elixir whereby 
they hoped his faculties would be restored, Michette and Colombe 
settled him upon a sofa for his nap and stood by him while he slept. 
He woke amply refreshed and, in order to give him additional 
strength, Colombe sucked him for a moment or two ; his engine 
responded by showing some positive signs of l i fe ,  and they went 
next into the auditorium. The Bishop had Julie on his couch ; as he 
was rather fond of her, the sight of her improved his mood. The 
Duc had Aline ; Durcet, Constance ; the President, his daughter. 
Everything being ready, the lovely Duclos installed herself upon 
her throne and began thus : 

There is no thing more untrue than to say money acquired 
through crime brings no happiness. No greater error, I assure you;  
my house  prospered; never had so  many clien ts come there during 
Fournier's adminis tration .  It was then an idea occurred to me, a 
rather cruel idea, I admit, but one  which, I dare flatter myself in 
believing, will not be altogether displeasing to your Lordships. It 
seemed to me that when one had n o t  done unto ano ther the good 
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one ought  to have done him, there exis ted a certain wicked volup
tuousness in doing him ill, and my perfidious imagination suggested 
a little libertine mischief at the expense of that same Petignon, my 
benefactress' son, and the individual to whom I had been charged 
to surrender a fortune which, doubtless, would have proven very 
welcome to that  wretch, and which I had already begun to squander 
upon trifles. The occasion arrived in  this way : the poor shoemaker, 
married to a girl of his own class and sort, had, as the unique fruit 
of this unfortunate marriage, a daughter of about twelve; I had 
been told that, together with all the lovely features of childhood, 
she possessed all the a ttributes of the most  tender beauty. This 
child, then being brought up humbly but nevertheless as carefully 
as the paren ts' indigence could permit, for she was the joy and light  
of  their life, this child, I say, s truck me as a capture well worth 
making. 

Petignon had never come to the house, he  knew no thing of the 
legal righ ts that were his,. immediately after Fournier had men
tio ned him to me, my first move was to obtain information about 
him and those around him, and thus I learned that he  possessed a 
treasure in his house. A t  about the same time the Comte de 
Mesanges came to me; a famous libertine of whose profession 
Desgranges will doubtless have at  leas t one occasiotz to speak, the 
Comte reques ted me to provide him with a maid of no more than 
thirteen a t  whatever the price. I don't know what he wanted with 
the article, for he passed for a man with very rigorous scruples 
when it was a ques tion of women, but  his proposal was s imple 
enough : after having, with the help of experts, es tablished her 
virginity, he said he would buy her from me for a fixed sum and, 
from this moment on, she would be his, he would be  her mas ter, 
and, he added, the child would be removed, perhaps permanen tly, 
from France. 

As the Com te was one of my habitues-you shall see him 
enter upon the scene very soon-I set every thing in motion in an 
effort to satisfy him,. Petignon's little daughter seemed to me exactly 
wha t  he needed. But how was I to get my hands upon her? The 
child never left the house, i t  was there she received her education; 
so carefully was she supervised, s o  circumspectly that I began to 
despair of the prize. Nor was I able to employ that mas terful 
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debaucher of girls I mentioned some time ago;  he was away from 
the city, and the Comte was urging me to hurry . And so I could find 
only one means, and this means could no t  have been better designed 
to serve the secret little wickedness which was impelling me to 
commit this crime, for the crime was aggravated by it. I resolved 
to embroil husband and wife in some kind of difficulty, to s trive to 
get bo th of them imprisoned, and in this way removing some of the 
obs tacles between the child and myself, I fancied I would encounter 
no trouble in luring her into the snare. Wherewith I consulted one 
of my friends, a skilled barris ter whom I trusted and who was 
capable of anything; I put him on  the scen t, he wen t directly to 
work : he compiled information, made inquiries, located credi tors, 
aroused them, supported their claims, in brief, it took less than a 
week to lodge husband and wife behind bars. From then on every
thing was easy ; an adroi t  scout  accosted the li ttle girl, who had 
been abandoned to the care of some poor neighbors, she was led 
to me. Her appearance perfectly matched the reports I had re
ceived : she had a sweet, a soft, a fair skin, the roundest lit tle orna
ments, charms perfectly shaped . . . .  In a word, it were difficult 
to find a prettier child. 

As she cost  me, all told, about twenty louis, and as the Com te 
wished to pay a flat price for her and, having once bought her out
right, wished neither to hear ano ther word about the transaction 
nor have further dealings with anyone, I let her go for one hundred 
louis ; it being essen tial to my in teres ts that no one get wind of my 
part in the thing, I was content with a net profit of sixty louis, giv
ing my attorney ano ther twen ty to create jus t that kind of s tir 
which would preven t  her parents from having news of their daugh
ter for a long time. But news did reach them; the girl's disap
pearance was impossible to conceal. The neighbors who had been 
guilty of negligence excused themselves as bes t  they were able, and 
as for the poor shoemaker and his wife, my man-of-law managed 
matters so well that they were never able to remedy the accident, 
for bo th of them died in jail some eleven years after I had made 
off with my prey . I reaped a twofold advan tage from that li ttle 
mishap, since it simultaneously assured me undispu ted ownership 
of the child I was nego tiating to sell and also assured me 60,000 
francs for my trouble. As for the child, the Comle was satisfied 
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with her; never did he encoun ter any difficulties, never did I, no ,  
no t  a word was  s aid, and i t  i s  more than likely Madame Desgranges 
will finish her s tory; I know no more about it. But it is high time 
to return to my own adventures, and to the daily events which may 
offer you the voluptuous details we have listed. 

"Oh by God I" Curval broke in, "I adore your prudence
there is something in your method which bespeaks a meditated 
villainy, an orderliness which pleases me more than I can say. And 
as for that rascality of having given the final stroke to a victim 
you had until then only scratched . . .  ah, that seems to me a refine
ment of infamy which deserves a place amongst our own master
pieces." 

"I wonder, however ," said Durcet, "whether I might not have 
done worse, for, a fter all, those parents could have obtained their 
release from j ail : there are God knows how many fools in the 
world who think of nothing but helping such people. Those eleven 
years during which they lingered on meant worry for you." 

"Monsieur," Duclos answered him, "when one does not enjoy 
the influence you have in society, when for one's l ittle pranks one is 
forced to employ second-rate allies, caution often becomes very 
necessary, and a t  such times one dares not do all one would like."  

"True, true ," sa id the Due, "she was unable to go any further." 
And the amiable creature took up the thread of her narrative. 

Dreadful it  is, my Lords, said that accomplished girl, to have 
s till to relate turpitudes in kind like to those I have been speaking 
about  for several days; but you have required that I cite every thing 
which might bear an even faint  resemblance to this great  genre of 
abomination, and insisted too that I suppress no thing. But  three 
more examples of these filthy atrocities and we shall then con tinue 
on  to o ther fantasies. 

The first I propose to mention is that of an elderly adminis
trator of the demesne, a man of I should say three score and six. 
He would have the woman remove all her clo thes and, after having 
fondled her buttocks with less delicacy than bru tali ty, he  would 
promptly order her to shit on the floor  before his eyes, in the 
middle of the room.  When he had relished this prospect, he would 
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in his turn s tep up and lay his own turd n ext  to h ers, then, com
bining them with his hands, h e  would oblige the girl to get  down 
o n  all fours and eat  the hash, and while eating she was to present  
her  behind, which she  was  to have brough t to the  p arty in a most  
m aculated s tate.  While the ceremo ny was in progress h e  would 
manualize himself, and used to discharge as s o o n  as the las t bite 
had vanished. There were few girls, as your Lordships m ay readily 
believe, who would consen t to submit  themselves to such vile use, 
but all the same the adminis trator had to  have them you thful and 
healthy . . . .  Well, I used s o m ehow to find what h e  needed, for 
every thing is to  be  found in Paris; h owever, the merch andise came 
dear. 

The second example of the three I have left to  cite of this 
species als o  required what migh t be termed a furious docili ty o n  
t h e  girl's part; b u t  as this libertine wished h e r  to  be  extrem ely 
y o u ng, I had less tro uble supplying him : children lend themselves 
to these games m ore readily than do m a ture women.  I located a 
pretty li ttle sh opgirl of twelve or thirteen for the gen tleman whom 
we are  about  to see in acti o n ;  he  arrives, has the  girl take  off only 
the  clothing that covers her fro m the wais t down ; he toys with her 
behind for a brief m o m e n t, gets her to fart a li ttle, then gives him
self four or  five copious enemas which, subsequen tly, he obliges his 
li ttle partner to receive into her m o u th and to swallow as the cas
cade tumbles o u t  of his rectum.  Meanwhile, as h e  was seated as tride 
her ches t, he employed o n e  hand to frig a rather thick device and 
with the o ther he kneaded and pinched her m o ns veneris and, in  
order tha t  h e  migh t do i t  all  as he  wished, he had to have a com
pletely hairless ClI n t  to work with. This individual wanted to con
t inue o n  even after his  sixth explosion,  for his  discharge was n o t  yet  
achieved. The little girl, co nvulsed with vomiting, m anaged to  
articulate her disinclination to proceed, she b egged to b e  spared, 
he laughed at h er, in troduced a seven th draught, expelled i t, and 
his fuck finally did indeed flow. 

An elderly banker provides us with the las t  example of these 
unclean horrors-or ra ther the last example of a man for whom 
they were the principal element, for I must  warn you tha t  we shall 
h ave repeated o ccasio n  to behold them as accessories to the m ain 
endeavor. He had to  h ave a handsome woman, but one aged fro m  
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forty to forty-five and with an extremely flabby pair of breasts .  
Immediately they were encloseted together he would have her re
move all she was wearing from the wais t up, and having bru tally 
handled her teats, would cry : " These damned cow dugs ! what 
good are such tripes, eh ? What are they for if no t  to wipe my ass 
upon ?" Next he would squeeze them, twis t them, wring them, twine 
them together, tug them, pound them, spit upon them, kick and 
trample them, all the while saying, what a damned infamous thing 
is a flabby tit, he could no t  imagine what Nature had intended these 
bags of skin for, why had Nature spoiled and dishonored woman's 
body with these things? etc. After all these preposterous remarks 
he would remove every s ti tch of his clo thing. My God, what a 
body !  how am I to describe it to your Lordships ! ' Twas no  more 
than a disgus ting ulcer, a running sore, pus seemed to cover him 
from head to toe, I could smell his infected odor even in the 
adjacen t room from which I was observing the ritual; such was the 
relic which, however, the woman had to suck. 

"Suck ?" said the Due. 

Yes, Messieurs, Duclos affirmed, suck from top to bo ttom, 
every square inch of his body had to be sucked, the tongue was to 
neglect no thing, to explore i t  all; I had forewarned the girl, but 
apparen tly in vain. She'd not expected this; for upon  catching sight 
of that ambulatory corpse she shrank away in horror. 

"What's this, bitch ?" says he, "do I disgus t  you?  Why, that's  
a pity, for you're going to have to suck me, your tongue is  going 
to have to lick every part of my body .  Come now! Stop playing the 
shy li ttle girl; o thers have done the job, see to it that you do i t  as 
well as they. That's enough, I tell you, no nonsense." 

A h, they speak true when they say tha t  with money one can 
accomplish anything; the poor creature I had given him was in the 
extremest misery, and here was a chance to earn two louis : she did 
every thing she was told, and the podagrous old scoundrel, thrilled 
by the sensation of a tongue s traying softly over his hideous body 
and sweetening the bitter pungency devouring him, frigged himself 
voluptuously during the entire operation .  When it had been com
pleted, and completed, as you may well suppose, despite the horrible 
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revulsion of the luckless woman, when it was done, I say, he had 
her lie down upon  the {loor on her back, he got  astride her, shitted 
all over her bubs, and squeezing his performance between them, he 
used them, first one, then the o ther, to wipe his ass. But with what 
regards his discharge, I saw not so  much as a hint, and some time 
later I learned that it required several such operations before he 
could be  induced to part with his liquor; and as he was a man who 
seldom twice visited the same place, I saw no  more of him and, to 
tell the truth, was by no  means sorry. 

"Upon my soul ,"  the Duc observed, "I find the conclusion of 
that man's  operation very reasonable indeed, and I too have never 
been able to believe that teats were intended for anything but bum
wipes." 

"One may be certain," said Curval,  who at  the moment was 
rather brutally handling those belonging to the sweet and tender 
Aline, "one may be certain indeed that a tit is a very infamous 
obj ect. I never ca tch sight of one without being plunged straight
way into a rage. Upon seeing these things I experience a certain 
disgust, a certain repugnance assails me . . .  only a cunt has  a worse 
and more decided effect upon me." 

And so saying, he flung himself into his closet, dragging Aline 
by the breast and calling out to Sophie and Zelmire, his quatrain's 
two girls, and Fanchon to follow him. One cannot be  sure of 
precisely what he did, but a loud scream, clearly a woman's,  was 
heard by the others in the auditorium, and shortly afterward came 
the bellowings that  usually indicated the President had discharged. 
He returned, Aline was weeping and held a kerchief  over her 
breast,  and a s  these events rarely created any stir, or,  a t  best, a 

few chuckles, Duclos went on with her story at once. 

Several days la ter I myself took care, said she, of an old monk 
whose mania, more wearying to the hand, was rather less revolting 
to the s tomach. He presen ted me with a great ugly behind covered 
with skin as tough as bull's hide and as wrinkled as a dried leaf; 
the task here was to knead his ass, to handle it, drub and thump i t, 
s qu eeze it with all my s trength, but  when I reached the hole, no th
ing I did seemed sufficien tly violent :  I had to catch up the skin, rub 
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it, pinch it, roll it between my fingers, use my nails, and it was 
thanks only to the vigor of my ministrations his fuck finally 
emerged. He attended to his own frigging while I abused his bum 
and vent, and I was not even obliged to show him my ankles. But 
that man must have made a very fierce and old habit of those 
manipulations, for his behind, although slack and hanging, was 
nevertheless uphols tered by a skin as horny and as thick as leather. 

The n ext  day, doubtless having spoken highly of me and my 
dexterity to his friends in the monastery, he  sent one of his brethren 
upon whose ass one  had to bestow slaps, indeed blows of the hand, 
and stout ones at that; but this new ecclesias tic, more of a libertine 
and an examiner, preceded his rite by a meticulous inspection of his 
woman's buttocks, and my ass was kissed, nuzzled, tongued ten or 
twelve times over, the in tervals being filled by blows aimed at his. 
When his hide had taken a scarlet hue, his prick got bravely up, 
and I can certify that it was one  of the nobles t engines I had 
palmed and fingered until that day . He put i t  into my hand, 
recommending that I frig it while continuing to slap him with the 
o ther. 

"Unless I am gravely mistaken, " said the Bishop, "we have 
finally reached the article of  passive fustigation." 

"Yes,  Monseigneur," repl ied Duclos,  "we have,  and as my 
task for today has  been fulfilled, you will consent to allow me to 
postpone until tomorrow the beginning o f  fustigatory tastes ; we 
shall devote several soirees to dealing with them. "  

A s  nearly half an hour remained before supper,  Durcet sa id 
that ,  to stimulate his appetite, he wished to give his entrails a few 
rinses ; his announcement made something of an impression upon 
the women, who began to tremble ; but sentence had been decreed, 
there was no revoking it. Therese, his servant that day, assured him 
she introduced the tube with wonderful skill ; from the assertion 
she passed to the proof, and as  soon as  the little financie r  felt his 
bowels loaded, he  singled out Rosette, beckoned her to him, and 
bade her open her mouth. There was some balking, a few com
plaints and a word or two of pleading, but the capital thing was 
obedience and, sure enough, the poor li ttle girl swallowed two erup
tions, h aving been granted the option of regurgitating them a fter-
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ward. And regurgi tate them she did, and soon. Happily, the supper 
bell  sounded, for the financier was getting ready to begin again.  But 
the prospect of  a meal changed the disposition of their Lordships' 
minds, they went to taste different pleasures. A few turds were 
lodged on a few bubs at  the orgies ,  and a great deal of shit was 
gleaned from asses; within the assembly' s  full view, the Duc con
sumed Duclos' turd, while  that splendid girl sucked him, and while 
the bawdy fellow's hands roamed here and there, his fuck came 
out in  a thick spray; Curval having imitated him with Champville, 
the friends began to speak o f  retiring for the night. 



THE SEVENTEENTH DAY 

c-r' he terrible antipathy the President had for Constance was 
1 manifest in daily outbursts : he had spent the night with her, 

having made a bilateral arrangement with Durcet, to whom he 
returned her the following morning with the most bitter complaints 
about her behavior. 

"Since because of her condition,"  said he,  "the society seems 
loath to expose her to the customary punishments for fear she be 
brought to bed before the time we have appointed to pluck her 
fruit,  at  least, by Jesus," said he,  "we should find some means or  
other to  punish the  whore  when she  chooses to play the  fooL" 

Ah, but what is that spir it  of evil that inhabits l ibertines ? 
Some glimmer of i t  may be obtained by analyzing Constance's 
prodigious fault .  0 reader, what do you suppose i t  was had waked 
Curval's  wrath ? Even worse than you may have dreamt : she had 
most unfortunately turned her front toward her master when he 
had called for her behind, ah yes, and such sins are not to be  for
given. But the worst part of her error was her denial of the fact ; 
she decl ared, and there seemed some basis to her contention, that 
the President was calumniating her,  that he was seeking naught but 
her downfall, that  she never lay with him but he  would invent some 
such untruth ; but as  the law was p recise and formal on this point, 
and as  women's  speeches were given no credence whatever in that 
society, but one question remained posed : how in future was this 
female to be chastised without risking the spoilage of  the fruit 
ripening in  her ? It was decided tha t  for each misdemeanor she 
would be obliged to eat a turd and, consequently, Curval insisted 

443 
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that she begin there and then. Approbation greeted his demand. 
They were at the time breakfasting in the girls' quarters , word was 
dispatched, Constance was summoned, the President shitted in the 
center of the room, and she was enjoined to approach his creation 
on hands and knees and to devour what the cruel man had just 
wrought. She cast herself upon her knees, yes, but in this posture 
begged pardon, and her solicitations went unheeded ; Nature had 
put bronze in those breasts where hearts are commonly to be found. 
Nothing more enterta ining than the grimaces and affected airs to 
which the poor woman resorted before capitulating, and God 
knows how amused Messieurs were by the scene. At last, however, 
decisive action had to be taken, Constance's very soul seemed to 
burst before she was half done , but it had all to be done neverthe
less, and every ounce disappeared from the tiles on the floor. 

Excited by what he was witnessing, each of our friends, while 
watching, had himself frigged by a small girl ; Curval, singularly 
aroused by the operation and benefiting from the wondrous skill 
of Augustine' s enchanted fingers, feeling himself nigh to overflow
ing, called to Constance, who had scarcely finished eating her 
mournful breakfast. 

"Hither, come to me, whore,"  said he, "after having bolted 
some fish one needs a li ttle sauce, good white sauce. Come get a 

mouthful. " 
Well , there was no escaping that ordeal either, and Curval, 

who, while operating, was having Augustine shit, opened the sluices 
and let fly into the mouth of the Due's  miserable wife, and at the 
same time swallowed the fresh and delicate l ittle turd the interest
ing Augustine had hatched for him. 

The inspection tours were conducted, Durcet found shit in 
Sophie 's chamber pot. The young lady sought to excuse her error 
by maintaining that she had been suffering from indigestion. 

"Not at all , "  Durcet observed as expertly he handled the 
turd, "that is not true : indigestion produces diarrhea, soup, my 
dear, and this article looks very sound to me." 

And straightway taking up his baneful notebook, he  wrote 
down the name of that charming creature, who did her best to hide 
her tears and refrained, at Durcet's request, from deploring her 
s i tuation. Everyone else had abided by the regulations, but in the 
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boys' chamber, Zelamir,  who had shitted the p revious evening dur
ing the orgies and who had been told not to wipe his l ittle bum, had 
t idied i t  up none the less ,  disobeying orders. These were crimes of  
the first  magnitude : Zelamir's  name was inscribed. N otwithstand
ing the boy' s delinquency, Durcet kissed his ass and had himself 
sucked for a brief moment, then Messieurs passed on to the chapel, 
where they beheld the shitting of two subaltern fuckers, Aline, 
Fanny, Therese, and Champville .  The Due received Fanny's per
formance in his mouth, and he ate it ,  the Bishop's  mouth caught 
the two fuckers' turds, one of  which the prelate devoured, Durcet 
made Champville ' s  his own, and the President, despite his dis
charge, gulped down Aline 's  with all the avidity he had exhibited 
while consuming what Augustine had done for him. 

Constance's  scene had heated the company's imagination, for 
i t  had been a long time since M essieurs had indulged themselves in 
such extravagances so early in  the morning. Dinner conversation 
dealt with moral science. The Due declared he could not under
stand why in France the law smote so heavily against libertinage, 
since libertinage, by keeping the citizens busy, kept them clear of 
cabals and plots  and revolutions ; the B ishop observed that ,  no,  the 
laws did not exactly aim at  the suppression of libertinage, but at its 
excesses. Whereupon the latter were analyzed, and the Duc proved 
that there was nothing dangerous in  excess,  no excess which could 
justly arouse the government's suspicion, and that, these facts being 
clear, the official attitude was not only cruel but absurd ; what other 
word was there to describe bringing artillery to bear upon mos
quitoe s ? 

From remarks they progressed to effects, the Due, half-drunk, 
abandoned himself in Zephyr's arms,  and for thirty long minutes 
sucked that lovely child's mouth while Hercule,  exploiting the situa
tion, buried his enormous engine in  the Due's anus. Blangis was all 
complacency, and without stirring, without the flicker of an eyelash, 
went on with his kissing as,  virtually without noticing it ,  he changed 
sex. His companions all gave themselves over to other infamies, 
and then they sallied forth to coffee. As they had just played a 
multitude of silly l i ttle pranks, the atmosphere was calm, and this 
was perhaps the one coffee hour during the entire four months' 
outing when no fuck was shed. Duclos was already upon the 
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tribune ,  awaiting the company ; when everyone had taken his place,  
she addressed her auditors in this wise : 

I had recen tly suffered a loss in my house, and it had a deep 
effect upon me in every sense. Eugenie, whom I loved with a passion 
and who, thanks to her most extraordinary complaisance in whatever 
was connected with the possibility of earning me money, had been 
especially useful to me, Eugenie, I say, had jus t been spirited away . 
It happened in the s tranges t fashion :  a domes tic, having firs t paid 
the price settled upon, came to conduct her, so he said, to a supper 
that was to be held ou tside the city ,. her participation in the affair 
would be worth seven or eigh t louis .  I was no t  at the house at the 
time the transaction took place, for I should never have allowed 
her to leave with someone I didn't  know, but the domes tic applied 
directly to her and she agreed to go . . . .  I have never seen her 
since.  

"N or shall  you ever again, " said Desgranges. "The party 
proposed was her last one , and i t  wil l  be my agreeable task to add 
the denouement to that lovely girl 's  history ."  

"Great  God I "  cr ied Duclos. "She was  so beautiful ,  that gi rl 
. . .  only twenty, her face was so sweet, she was so delicate . . . .  " 

"And, one might add, her body was the most superb in Pari s ,"  
Desgranges sa id .  "All those charms conspired to  her undoing, but 
go on with what you were saying, let's not become mired down in 
ci rcumstances." 

Lucile was the girl who took her place, Duclos continued, bo th 
in my heart and in my bed, but  no t  in the household's activities, 
for she had no t  by any means Eugenie's submissive temper nor her 
great understanding. 

A II the same, i t  was to her hands I en trus ted, not long after
ward, that certain Benedictine prior who used to pay me a visit 
now and again, and who had in pas t times been wont  to frolic with 
Eugenie. After the good father had warmed her cunt wi th his 
tongue and thoroughly sucked her mouth, the major phase of the 
process began : Lucile took the whip and plied it  lightly over his 
prick and balls, and he discharged from a limp machine;  the gen tle 
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rubbing, the mere application  of the lash produced his orgasm .  His 
greates t pleasure used to consis t  in watching the girl slash with her 
whip at the drops of fuck as they spattered from his prick. 

The next  day, I myself took charge of a gen tleman upon  
whose bare behind one had to  lay one  hundred carefully coun ted 
whip s trokes; before his beating he prepared himself by kissing 
one's behind and while being lashed he frigged himself. 

A third, wi th whom I had dealings some time later, had e'Uen 
hea'Uier demands to satisfy; he also gilded each detail with addi
tional ceremony ,' I received no tice of his in tended arri'Ual a week 
in advance, and during that time I had to avoid washing any part 
of my body, and above all was to spare my cunt, my ass, my mouth; 
and furthermore, as soon  as I learned he was to come, I selected 
three cat-a' -nine-tails and immersed them in a pot full of mixed 
urine and shit, and kept  the whips soaking there un til he presen ted 
himself. He was an elderly collector of the salt tax, a man of con
siderable means, a widower, without children, and he treated him
self to such parties all the time.  The first thing that  in terested him 
was to determine whether I had scrupulously abs tained from ablu
tions, as he had enjoined me; I assured him I had followed his 
instructions to the letter; he wished proof, and began by applying 
a kiss to my lips. This experience mus t  have convinced him, for he 
then suggested we go up to the room, and I realized that had he, 
upon kissing me, discovered I had cleansed my mouth in any way 
at all, he would no t  have wished to con tinue  with the party. We 
go up together, as I say, he regards the whips s teeping in the po t, 
then, bidding me  undress, he sets to sniffing every part of my body, 
above all the orifices he had expressly forbidden me to wash; as 1 

had honored his prescription in perfec t  faith and in every article, 
he doubtless discovered the aroma he desired to be there, for 1 

saw him grow restless, appear anxious to be off, and heard him 
exclaim ,' "A h, by fuck, that's what 1 want, that's just what I want  /" 
I proceeded to fondle his ass ,' it was sheathed in what positively 
resembled boiled leather in color, texture, and toughness. After 
having spent a minute caressing, handling, poking about those 
gnarled, s torm-beaten hindquarters, 1 seized a cat-o'-nine-tails and, 
without drying i t, I gave him ten s tinging cuts, putting all my 
s trength into the blows; but this beginning produced no t  a tremor, 
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he n o t  only remained impassive, but  my blows put  no t  so much as 
the faintes t scratch upon that unshakable citadel. Having opened 
with this prologue, I sank three of my fingers into his anus, took 
firm hold, and began to rattle h im with might and main, but  our 
man was insensible to the same degree here as elsewhere,. my 
s truggles failed to be acknowledged by so much as a sigh . These 
two initial ceremonies completed, his turn came to act; I lay belly 
down upon  the bed, he  knelt, spread my buttocks, and alternately 
s h o t  his pilgrim tongue into this ho le and into the o ther, and they, 
one  may be sure, were, in keeping with his ins tructions, n o t  en tirely 
unaromatic. After he  had done considerable sucking, I took up 
ano ther whip, laid o n  a second time and socratized him again, he  
knel t  as before and returned to h i s  licking, and so  i t  went, each of  
us doing his part a t  leas t fifteen times over. Finally, giving me  
further ins tructions and bidding me guide my movements in con
sonance with the s tate of his prick, which I was to observe carefully 
bu t  which I was n o t  to touch, when next he knelt I unleashed my 
turd. It sho t  squarely into his face, he fell back, exclaimed that I 
was an insolent  crea ture, and discharged while frigging himself 
and while u t tering cries that migh t have been heard in the s treet 
had I n o t  taken the precaution of drawing the shu tters . But the 
turd fell to the /lo or, he did naught but s tare at  and smell it, neither 
put ting i t  in his mouth nor even touching it; he had received at  
leas t two hundred lashes, and I may assure you . . .  his body bore 
n o t  a trace of wha t  i t  had sus tained, his horny ass, fortified by 
y ears of rude usage, betrayed n o t  the leas t mark. 

"Well, by God's bum button I "  chortled the Due, " there's an 
ass ,  President, worth as  much as  the curiosity you drag about." 

"Oh yes,  yes, "  said Curval,  a stammer in his  voice,  for Aline 
was frigging him, "yes indeed, that fellow seems to have both my 
buttocks and my tastes, for, you know, I am infini tely opposed to 
the use of the bidet, but I prefer a longer abstinence : I usually set 
the period at a minimum of three months." 

" President, your prick's stiff," the Duc said. 
"Do you think so?" Curval replied. "Faith, you'd best consult 

Aline here, she'll be able to tell you what's what, as  for myself, you 
know, I'm so accustomed to that p articular state of  affairs that 1 
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rarely notice when i t  ends o r  when i t  begins. There is only one 
thing I can tell you with complete confidence, and that is that at  
this  very moment I 'd  hugely l ike to have my hands upon a very 
impure whore ; I 'd like her to present m e  with a bucketful o f  shit, 
fill a bowl to above the rim, I'd like her ass to s tink from shit, I ' d  
like her cunt to smell like a beach covered with d e a d  fi s h .  B u t  hold I 
Therese, 0 thou whose filth i s  as old as the hills, thou who since 
bapti sm hast not wiped thine ass, and whose infamous cunt breeds 
a pestilence three leagues on every side, come bring all that to my 
nose's delectation, I beg thee, and to that put a fine wet turd, if 
' twould please thee ."  

Therese approaches, with  foul and evil charms, with parts 
disgusting and withered and wounded she rubs the magistrate's 
face, upon his nose she excretes the desired turd, Aline does frig 
amain, the libertine discharges, and Duclos therewith resumes the 
story she has to tell. 

An elderly rascal, who used to receive a new girl every day for 
the operation I am going to describe, besought one of my friends 
to persuade me to visit him, and a t  the same time I was given in
formation about the ceremony regularly performed at the lecher's 
home. I arrive, he examines me with a phlegmatic glance, the kind 
of glance one encoun ters among habitual libertines, and which in 
an ins tant arrives a t  an infallible estimate of the object under 
scru tiny . 

"I have been told you have a fine ass," said he in a drawling 
tone, "and as for the past sixty years I have had a decided weak
ness for fine cheeks, I should like to see whether there is any foun
dation to your reputation . . .  lift your skirts." 

That last phrase, energetically spoken,  sufficed as an order,. no t  
on ly did I offer a view of the treasure, bu t  I moved i t  a s  near as 
possible to his connoisseur's n ose. At first I stand erect, then lit tle 
by li ttle I bend forward and exhibit the o bject of his devo tion in 
every form and aspect most  apt to please him. With each move
ment, I feel the o ld scoundrel's hands wander over the surface, 
scouting the terrain, probing the geography, sometimes creating a 
more consolidated effect, s ometimes attempting to give it a more 
generous cast, compressing here, broadening there. 
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" The hole is ample, very ample," says he, "appearances attest 
a furious sodomistical prostitution ."  

"A las, Monsieur," I concede, "we are living in  an age when 
men are so capricious that in order to please them, one must indeed 
be prepared for virtually anything, and consent to it all." 

Whereupon I feel his mouth glue itself hermetically to my 
asshole, and his tongue strive to penetrate into the chasm; I seize 
my opportunity, as I have been advised, and profiting from my 
situation, slide out, directly upon his probing tongue, the warmest, 
most humid, densest eructation .  The maneuver displeases him not 
at ali, but on the other hand does little to animate him; finally, 
after I have unleashed half a dozen winds, he gets to his feet, 
leads me to his bed, and points to an earthenware crock in which 
four cat-a' -nine-tails are marinating. Above the crock hang several 
whips suspended from gilded hooks .  

"Arm yourself, " murmurs the roue, "take a cat-o'-nine-tails 
and one of those other weapons, here is my ass. As you observe, i t  
i s  dry, lean, and exceedingly well seasoned. Touch it." 

I do so;  he continues : 
" You n otice," says he, "that it's o ld, toughened by severe 

treatment, and it's not to be warmed save by the most  incredibly 
excessive attacks. I am going to keep myself in this posture," and 
while speaking he stretched out upon the bed and res ted his knees 
o n  the floor. "Employ those instruments, first one, then the other, 
now the cat-a' -nine-tails, now the whip .  This is going to take a 
little time, but you  will receive an unequivocal sign when the climax 
approaches. As soon  as you see something out of the ordinary 
happening to this ass of mine, hold yourself in readiness to imitate 
what you  see it doing; we will then exchange places, I shall kneel 
down before your splendid buttocks, you  shall do what you shall 
have observed me do, and I shall discharge. But above all do no t  
become impatien t; I warn you once again : this business is not to 
be accomplished in haste." 

I begin, I alternate weapons in accordance with his prescrip
tion. But, my God! what nonchalance, what stoicism!  I was 
drenched in sweat; that my strokes be more freely applied he had 
suggested I roll my sleeves to above the elbow. Three-quarters of 
an hour went by and I was still beating him, putting every ounce of 
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strength into my blows, sometimes tearing at his stubborn flesh 
with the cat-o'-nine-tails, sometimes with the steel-tipped thongs, 
three-quarters of an hour, I say, and it seemed as if I had got no
where. Still, silent, our lecher was as quiet as death; one  might say 
he was mutely savoring the interior stirrings of delight quickened 
by this ordeal, but there was no outward sign of pleasure, not a 
single indication of pleasure's influence even upon his skin. I pro
ceeded. By and by I heard a clock strike two and realized I had 
been at work three whole hours;  then all of a sudden I see his rump 
rise, his buttocks part, I slash and send my thongs whis tling be
tween certain crevices; a turd emerges, falls, I whip away, my blows 
send the shit flying to the floor. 

" Courage," I say to him, "we're within sight of port." 
And then my man gets up in a rage; his prick, hard and in 

fierce revolt, is glued to his belly. 
"Do what I did," says he, "imitate me, I need nothing now but 

shit and you'll have my fuck."  
I promptly adopt the positio n  he  has just abandoned, he 

kneels as he said he would, and into his mouth I lay an egg which 
I have been holding in store for him for three days. As he receives 
it his fuck leaps, and he flings himself backward, shouting with 
joy, but without swallowing, and indeed without keeping the turd 
in his mouth for more than a second. In conclusion let me say, 
Messieurs, that, your Lordships excepted, for you are without 
doubt superior examples of this species, I have seen few men con
vulse more frantically, few who have manifested a more trenchant 
delight; he came nigh to swooning as he gave vent to his fuck. 
That seance was worth two louis.  

But no  sooner did I return to the house than I found Lucile 
come to grips with another old chap who, wit,hout having laid a 
finger upon  her, without any preliminaries, had ' simply ordered her 
to fus tigate him from the small of the back to just above the knees; 
Lucile was using a cat-a' -nine-tails soaked in vinegar, was endow
ing her blows with all the force she could muster, and this individ
ual ended his ritual by having her suck him.  The girl knelt before 
him when he gave her the signal and, adjusting his old weary balls 
so that they dangled upon her teats, she took  the flabby engine in 
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her mouth wherein to the chas tened sinner hastened to weep for his 
transgressions.  

And Duclos having therewith put a period to wha t  she had to 
relate tha t  day, and the supper hour not  yet having arrived, 
M e ssieurs delivered themselves of a few smutty comments while 
waiting. 

"You must be done up, President, " gibed the Duc. "I've seen 
you discharge twice today, and you're hardly accustomed to such 
feats o f  l iberality." 

"Let's  wager on a third," replied Curval, who was pawing 
Duclos '  buttocks. 

"Why, certainly, as much as you like and a s  often," the Duc 
returned.  

"And I ask for only one condition," Curval s aid, "and that 
is  to be  allowed to do whatever I l ike." 

"Oh, I 'm afraid not," the Duc answered, "for you know very 
well that  there are certain things we have mutually promised not 
to do before the appointed time indicated on our schedules : h aving 
ourselves fucked was one of them-b e fore proceeding to that we 
were, according to prior agreement, to wait until some example o f  
that passion were cited t o  us, but b y  your common request, gentle
men, we ceded on that  point and suspended the restriction. There 
are many other pleasures and modes o f  taking them we ought 
to have forbidden ourselves until the moment they were embodied 
in story, and which we have instead tolerated, provided the experi
ments are conducted in privacy-in, that is to say, e ither our closets 
o r  our bedchambers. You, President, surrendered yourself to one 
with Aline just a short while ago ; did she utter that piercing scream 
for no  reason at all ? and has she no motive for keeping her breast 
covered now ? Very well  then, choose from amongst those mys
terious modes, or from one of those we permit  in public, and I ' l l  
wager one hundred louis you' l l  not  be able to derive your third 
from one of those legi timate sources." 

The President then asked whether he might be allowed to re
pair to the boudoir  at the end of the corridor and to take along 
the subj ects he deemed necessary to success ; h i s  request was 
granted, although it was stipulated that Duclos would have to be 
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witness to the goings on, and that her word would be accepted 
upon the existence of the discharge or upon Curval' s  failure to pro
duce it. 

"Agreed," said the President, "I accept the conditions." 
And by way o f  a preliminary,  he had Duclos give him five 

hundred lashes within view of the assembly ; tha t  accomplished, he 
led away his dear and devoted friend Constance, in whose behalf 
his colleagues besought Curval to do nothing which might damage 
her pregnancy ; the President also took with him his daughter 
Adelaide,  Augustine , Zelmire,  Celadon, Zephyr, Therese, Fanchon, 
Champville,  Desgranges, Duclos,  of course, and three fuckers be
sides.  

"Why fuck my eyes I "  exclaimed the Due, "there was nothing 
in the bargain that said he could recruit an a rmy."  

But the  Bishop and Durcet took the  President's s ide  in the 
matter of manpower and firmly reminded Blangis that the terms 
of  the wager included no limitation upon numbers. The President 
led his band away, and at  the end of  thirty minutes, an interval 
the B ishop, Durcet, and the Due, with the few subj ects remaining 
to them, did not pass in holy orison, thirty minutes later, I say, 
Constance and Zelmire returned in tears, and the President re
appeared soon a fterward with the rest of  his force ; Duclos then 
related the mighty things he had done, paid homage to his vigor, 
and certified that  in all fairness and j ustice he merited the crown 
of myrtle .  The reader will kindly allow us to suppress the text of  
Duclos' report, for  the  architecture of our  novel bids u s  conceal 
the precise ci rcumstances of what transpired in that remote boudoir ; 
but Curval had won his wager, and that, we consider, is the 
essential point. 

"These hundred louis," he remarked upon receiving them 
from the Due, "will be useful in paying a fine which, I fear, shall 
soon be levied upon me." 

And here is still another thing the explanation of which we 
pray the reader will  permit us to postpone until the appropriate 
moment arrives ; for the time being he need but observe how that  
rascal Curval would anticipate his misdeeds well in  advance, and 
how, with unrufRed calm, he would accept the fact that they would 
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bring down upon him certain and merited punishment, a fatal 
necessity he faced unflinchingly and with a proud smile.  

Between that time and the opening of  the next day's narra
tions absolutely nothing out of the ordinary transpired, and there
fore we propose to conduct the reader to the auditorium at  once . 



THE EIGHTEENTH DAY 

GD eautiful, radiant, bej eweled, grown more brilliant with each 
.D passing day, Duclos thus started the eighteenth session's  
stories : 

A tall and s tou tly constructed creature named Justine had 
jus t been added to my entourage; she was twenty-five, five feet  six 
inches tall, with the husky arms and solid legs of a barmaid, but 
her features were fine all the same, her skin was clear and smooth, 
and she had as splendid a body as one  might wish.  As my es tablish
ment used to be swarming with a crowd of those o ld rakehells who 
are incapable of experiencing the fain tes t pleasure save when heated 
by the lash or torture, I thought that a pensionnaire like Justine, 
furnished as she was with the forearm of a blacksmith, could be 
no thing but  a very real asset. The day following her arrival, I 
decided to put her fus tigatory talen ts to the tes t; I had been given 
to understand she wielded a whip with prodigious skill, and hence 
matched her against  an old commissar of the quarter whom she was 
to flog from ches t to shin and then, On the o ther side, from the 
middle of his back to his calves . The operation over with, the 
libertine simply hois ted the girl's skirts and planted his load upo n  
her buttocks. Jus tine comported herself like a true heroine o f  
Cythera, and our good old martyr avowed t o  me afterward that I 
had got  my hands on  a treasure, and that in all his days no  one had 
ever whipped him as that rascal had. 

To demonstrate how much I coun ted upon  her contribution to 
our li ttle community, a few days later I arranged a meeting be-
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tween Jus tine and an old veteran of many a campaign on the fields 
of love; he required a round thousand s trokes all over his body, he 
would have no part of himself spared, and when he was afire and 
nicely bloodied, the girl had to piss into her cupped hand and 
smear her urine over those areas of his body which looked to be 
the most  seriously molested. This lot ion rubbed on, the heavy labor 
had to be begun again, then he would discharge, the girl would 
carefully collect his fuck, once again using her cupped hand, and 
she would give him a second massage, this time employing the 
balm wrung from his prick. Ano ther triumph for my new colleague, 
and every succeeding day brought her further and more impas
sioned acclaim; but i t  was impossible to exercise her arm on the 
champion who presented himself this time. 

This extraordinary man would have no thing of the feminine 
but womanish dress : the wearer of the costume had to be a man ; 
in o ther words, the roue wanted to be spanked by a man got  up as 
a girl. And what  was the instrument she had to use on  him ? Don't  
think for a moment he was con tent with a birch ferule or even a 
cat, no, he  demanded a bundle of osier switches wherewith very 
barbarously one had to tear his bu ttocks. Actually, this particular 
affair seeming to have somewha t  of the /lavor of sodomy, I felt 
I ough t no t  become too deeply involved in it; but as he was one  of 
Fournier's former and most  reliable clien ts, a man who had been 
truly attached to our house in fair weather and in foul, and who, 
furthermore, might, thanks to his position, be able to render us 
some service, I raised no objections and, having prettily disguised 
a young lad of eighteen who sometimes availed us of his services 
and who had a very a ttractive face, I presented him, armed with a 
handful of switches, to his opponent. 

And a very en tertaining contes t it was-you may well imagine 
how eager I was to observe i t. He began with a careful s tudy of 
his pretended maiden, and having found him, evidently, much to 
his liking, he  opened with five or  six kisses upon the youth's mouth : 
those kisses would have looked peculiar from three miles away ; 
next, he exhibited his cheeks, and in all his behavior and words 
seeming to take the young man for a girl, he told him to fondle his 
buttocks and knead them just a li ttle rigorously;  the lad, whom I 
had told exactly what to expect, did every thing asked of him. 
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"Well, let's be off," said the bawd, "ply those switches, spare 
not  to s trike hard." 

The youth catches up the bundle of withes and therewith, swing
ing right merrily, lays fifty slashing blows upon a pair of buttocks 
which seem only to thirs t for more; already definitely marked by 
those two score and ten stripes, the libertine hurls himself upon his 
masculine flagellatrice, draws up her petticoats, one hand verifies 
her sex, the o ther ferven tly clutches her bu ttocks, he knows no t  
which altar to  bow down before firs t, the ass finally captures his 
primary attentions, he glues his mouth to i ts hole, much ardor in his 
expression. A h, what a difference between the worship Nature is 
said to prescribe and that o ther which is said to outrage her! 0 

God of certain justice, were this truly an outrage, would the homage 
be paid with such great  emotion?  Never was woman's ass kissed 
as was that lad's; three or four times over his lover's tongue en
tirely disappeared into the anus; returning to his former position 
at las t, "0 dear child," cried he, "resume your operation." 

Further flagellation ensued, but as i t  was livelier, the patient 
met this new assault with far more courage and in trepidity .  Blood 
makes its appearance, ano ther stroke brings his prick bounding up, 
and he engages the young object of his transports to seize it with
out  an ins tant's delay. While the latter manipulates him, he wishes 
to render the youth the same service, lifts up the boy's skirts again, 
but i t's a prick he's now gone in ques t  of; he touches it, grasps, 
shakes, pulls i t, and soon introduces it into his mouth .  After these 
initial caresses, he calls for a third round of blows and receives a 
s torm of them. This lates t experience puts him in a perfect tumult; 
he flings his Adonis upon the bed, lies down upon him, simul
taneously toys with his own prick and his companion's, then presses 
one upon the o ther, glues his lips to the boy's mouth and, having 
succeeded in warming him by means of these caresses, he procures 
him the divine pleasure at the same moment he is overwhelmed 
himself :  both discharge in harmony. Enchanted by the scene, our 
libertine sought to placate my risen indignation, and at last coaxed 
a promise from me to arrange for further delights in the same 
kind, both with that young fellow and with any o thers I could find 
for him. I attempted to work at his conversion, I assured him I had 
some charming girls who would be happy to flog him and who 



458 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

could do so quite as well; no, said he, none of that, he would no t  
so  much as  l ook  at what I had  to offer him. 

"Oh, I can readily believe it ," said the Bishop. "When one 
has a decided taste for men, there's  no changing, the difference 
between boy and girl i s  so extreme that one's  not apt to be tempted 
to try what i s  patently inferior." 

" M onseigneur ,"  said the President, "you have broached a 
thesis which merits a two-hour dissertation. "  

"And which will always conclude b y  giving further support to 
my contention," said the Bishop , "because the fact that a boy i s  
superior to a girl is  beyond doubt o r  dispute." 

"Beyond contradiction too , "  Curval agreed, "but nevertheless 
one might still inform you that a few obj ections have been here and 
there raised to your doctrine and that, for a certain order of 
pleasures, such as Martaine and Desgranges shall discuss, a girl is  
to be preferred to a boy." 

"That I deny," said the Bishop with emphasis, " and even for 
such pleasures as you allude to the boy is  worth more than the girl. 
Consider the problem from the point of view of evil, evil almost 
always being pleasure ' s  true and major charm ; considered thus, 
the crime must appear  greater when perpetrated upon a being of 
your identical sort than when inflicted upon one which i s  not, and 
this once established, the delight automatically doubles." 

"Yes ,"  sa id  Curval,  "but that  despotism, that empire, that 
deli rium born of the abuse of  one's  power over the weak . . . .  " 

"But the same is no less true in the other case ," the Bishop 
insisted. " I f  the victim i s  yours, thoroughly in your power,  that 
supremacy which when using women you think better established 
than when using men, is  based upon pure prejudice, upon nothing, 
and results merely from the custom whereby females are more 
ordinarily submitted to your caprices than are males. But give up 
that popular superstition for a moment, view the thing equitably 
and, provided the man is  bound absolutely by your chains and by 
the same authority you exert over women, you will obtain the idea 
o f  a greater crime ; your lubricity ought hence to increase at  least 
twofold. " 

"I am o f  the B ishop's  mind," Durcet j oined in,  " and once it is  
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certain tha t  sovereignty i s  fully established, I believe the abuse o f  
power more delicious when exercised a t  the expense of  one ' s  p e e r  
than at a woman's ." 

" Gentlemen, "  said the Duc, "I  should greatly prefer you to 
postpone your discussions until mealtime. I believe these hours 
have been reserved for listening to the narrations, and it  would 
seem to me proper were you to refrain from employing them upon 
philosophical exchanges." 

"He i s  right," said Curval. "Go on with your story, Duclos." 
And that  agreeable directress of  Cytherean sport plunged 

again into the matter she had to relate. 

Ano ther elderly man, said she, this one a clerk at parliament, 
paid me  a call one morning, and as during Fournier's adminis tra
tion  he had been accustomed to dealing exclusively with me, tradi
tion  bade him solicit an in terview with me now. Our conference 
consisted in s lapping his face with gradually increasing force, and 
in frigging him the while; that is to say, one had at first to slap 
him gently, then, as his prick assumed consis tency, one slowly aug
mented the force of one's blows,  and finally a series of truly bone
shattering cuffs would provoke his ejaculation .  I had so  well ap
prehended the precise na ture of his eccen tricity that my twentieth 
s lap brought his fuck springing out. 

"The twentieth, you say ? Why, by Jesus ,"  exclaimed the 
Bishop, "my prick would have gone dead limp by the third." 

"There you are, my friend," the Duc declared, "to each his 
own peculiar  mania,  we ought never blame nOr wonder at  another's ;  
tolerance, I say. Say on, Duclos, give us one more and have done." 

My last example for the evening, sai d Duclos, originally was 
told to me by one  of my friends ;  she had been living for two years 
with a man whose prick never s tiffened un til one had firs t bestowed 
a score of fillips upon  his nose and tweaked i t, pulled his ears till 
they bled, and bitten his buttocks, chewed his prick, n ipped his balls. 
Aroused by these potent preliminary titillations, his prick would 
sho o t  aloft like a s tallion's, and while swearing like a demon  he'd 
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almost  always discharge upon the visage of the girl a t  whose hands 
he had been receiving this exhilarating treatment. 

Of all that had been recounted during that afternoon's si tting, 
only the masculine fustigations had affected their Lordships' brains 
which, now passing hot, were only cooled a fter prolonged use of 
the fantasy which had fired their  enthusiasm; thus i t  was the Duc 
had Hercule flog him until blood seeped from his pores, Durcet 
employed Invictus to the same effect, the Bishop made use of 
Antinoiis, and Bum-Cleaver ministered to Curval. The Bishop, who 
had done nothing that day, did finally discharge at the orgies, they 
say, while eating the turd Zelamir had been preparing for forty
eight hours. And then they went to bed. 



THE NINETEENTH DAY 

� hat morning, a fter having made some observations upon 
1 the shit the subj ects were producing for lubricious purposes, 

the friends decided tha t  the society ought to try something Duclos 
had spoken o f  in her narrations : I am referring to the suppression of 
bread and soup from all  the tables save Messieurs'.  These two 
articles were withdrawn, and replaced by twice the former quantity 
of fowl and game. They hoped to remark some improvement, and 
in less than a week an essential difference in the community's ex
crements was indeed perceived : they were more mellow, softer, 
dissolved more readily, had an infinitely more subtle flavor, and 
the friends discovered that d'Aucourt's a dvice to Duclos had been 
that of  a consummate libertine thoroughly penetrated with an 
appreciation of such matters. It was pointed out, however, that 
this new diet might have some effect upon breaths : 

"Well, what does that matter ?" asked Curval, to whom the 
Duc had addressed his objection ; " ' tis  very faulty reasoning to 
maintain that, to give pleasure, a woman's mouth or  a youth's must 
be absolutely clean and sweet smelling. Setting aside all idiosyncrasy 
for a moment, I most willingly grant you that he who requires 
stinking breath and a foul mouth is  moved by depravation only, but 
for your p art you must grant me that a mouth entirely bereft of 
odor gives not the slightest pleasure when kissed. There must al
ways be some kind of  spice to the thing, some fl avor there, for 
where's the j oy if it 's  not stung alive ? the j oy's asleep, I say, and 
it's only waked by a l ittle filth. However clean may be the mouth, 
the lover who sucks it  assuredly does an unclean thing, and there 
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is no doubt at all in his mind that it is that very uncleanness that 
pleases him. Give a somewhat greater degree of strength to the 
impulse and you'll want that mouth to be impure. If  i t  fall short of 
smelling of rot or the cadaver, well, be patient, the taste will 
develop, but that i t  have nothing but an odor of milk and honey or 
infancy, that, I tell you, is insufferable. And so the diet we' re going 
to subject them to will, at the worst, lead not at all to corruption, 
but only to a certain alteration, and that is all that's necessary." 

The morning searches brought nothing to light . . .  the young
sters were keeping strict watch over their conduct. No one re
quested toilet permission, and the company sat down at table. 
Adelaide, one of the servants at the meal, having been enjoined 
by Durcet to fart in a champagne glass, and having been unable 
to comply, was directly entered in the fatal book by her unfeeling 
husband who, since the beginning of the week, had been continually 
endeavoring to find her at fault. 

Coffee came next ; it was handed round by Cupidon, Giton, 
Michette , and Sophie .  The Duc thigh-fucked Sophie ,  and while so 

doing had her shit upon his hand ; the nobleman took that pretty 
little packet and smeared i t  over his face, the Bishop did preci sely 
the same thing with Giton and Curval with Michette, but as for 
Durcet, he popped his li ttle device into Cupidon' s  mouth as that 
charming boy squeezed out his turd. There were, notwithstanding, 
no discharges and, having risen from their nap, Messieurs went 
to hear Duclos. 

A man we had never seen previously, said that amiable whore, 
came to the house and proposed a rather unusual ceremony : he 
wished to be tied to one side of a s tepladder; we secured his thighs 
and waist to the third rung and, raising his arms above his head, 
tied his wrists to the uppermost  s tep. He was naked. Once firmly 
bound, he had to be  exposed to the most  ferocious beating, clubbed 
with the eat's handle when the knots at the tips of the cords were 
worn out .  He was naked, I repeat, there was no need to lay a finger 
upon him, nor did he even touch himself, but after having received 
a savage pounding his monstrous instrument rose like a rocket, it 
was seen to sway and bounce between the ladder's rungs, hovering 
like a pendulum and, soon  after, impetuously launch i ts fuck into the 
middle of the room.  He was unbound, he paid, and that was all. 
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The following day he sent us one of his friends whose buttocks 
and thighs, member and balls had to be pricked with a golden 
n eedle. Not until he was covered with blood did he discharge. I 
handled that  commission myself, and as he  constantly shouted to 
me to thrust deeper, I had almost  to bury the needle in his glans 
before seeing his fuck squirt into my palm. As he unleashed it, he 
thrust his face against mine, sucked my mouth prodigiously, and 
that was all there was to it. 

A third-and he too was an acquain tance of his two prede
cessors-ordered me to flail every bit of his body with nettles. I soon  
had h im s treaming blood, he eyed himself in  a mirror, and it was 
n o t  before he saw his body reduced to a scarlet shambles that he 
let fly his fuck, without  touching anything, fondling any thing, with
ou t  requiring any thing else of me.  

Those excesses en tertained me  hugely, I took a secret delight 
in participating in them; and all my whimsical clien ts were equally 
delighted with me. It was at about the period of those three scenes 
that a Danish nobleman, having been sent to me for pleasure 
parties of a very differen t  character, which o thers have been 
designated to discuss, had the imprudence to arrive at my establish
ment with ten thousand francs in diamonds, as much in o ther gems, 
and five hundred louis in cash. The prize was too handsome to be 
allowed to get away; between the two of us, Lucile and I managed 
to rob the Dane of his las t sou. He thought to lodge a complaint, 
but  as I used to pay a heavy bribe to the police, and as in those 
days one did just about whatever one pleased with gold, the gen tle
man was ordered to put a stop to his wailing, and his belongings 
became mine, or rather most of them did, for, in order to assure 
myself of clear title to that treasure, I had to yield a few precious 
stones to the minions of the law. Never have I committed a theft, 
and I would have you remark this interes ting fact, without  encoun
tering some s troke of good fortune  the next day; this lates t wind
fall was a new client, but  one  of those daily clients one  may truly 
consider a bro the!' s bread and butter. 

This individual was an old courtier who, weary of the homages 
he used unendingly to receive in the palaces of kings, liked to visit 
whores and enjoy a change of role .  He wanted to s tart with me; 
very well, said I,  and we began without  further ado . I had to make 
him recite his lessons and recite his little speeches, and every time 
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he made a mistake, he had to get down on his knees and receive, 
sometimes on his knuckles, sometimes on his behind, vigorous blows 
of a leathern ferule such as the regents use in schoolrooms. It was 
also  my task to keep a sharp eye out  for signs of emo tion; once 
the fire had been lit, I would snatch up his prick and shake it skill
fully, scolding him all the while, calling him a little libertine, a very 
scurvy fellow, a worry to His Majes ty, and o ther childish names 
which would cause him to come very voluptuously. The iden tical 
ceremony was to be executed five times each week at my establish
ment, but always with a differen t and properly ins tructed girl, and 
for this service I received a stipend of twenty-Jive louis per month .  
I knew so many women in Paris I had no trouble promising him 
what he asked and keeping my word; I had that charming pupil 
in my house for a decade, toward the end of which period he de
cided to pack his bags and go off to pursue his s tudies in hell. 

However, I too was aging with the passing years, and al
though I had the kind of face which retains i ts beau ty, I was begin
ning to no tice that my visitors were men more and more often 
conveyed to me by whim and acciden t. I s till had some s taunch and 
dependable suitors even at thirty-six, and the rest of the adven tures 
in which I took a hand belong to the period between that time and 
my fortieth year. 

Though thirty-six years o ld, as I say, the libertine, whose 
mania I am going to relate in closing today's session, would have 
nothing to do with anyone else .  He was an abbot  of sixty or 
thereabouts, for I received no one but gentlemen of a certain age, 
and every woman who would like to seek her fortune in our trade 
will doubtless see fit to impose the same rules barring irresponsible 
youth from her house. The holy man arrives, and as soon as we 
are closeted together he begs to see my bum. 

"Ah, yes, there's the world's fines t ass," he says admiringly.  
"But, unfortunately, that is  not  the apparatus which is  to provide 
me with the pittance I in tend to consume. Here, take hold," says 
he, putting his buttocks into my hands, " that's the source whence 
all good things do come . . . .  Be so kind as to help me shit ." 

I bring up a porcelain pot and place i t  upon my knees, the 
abbo t backs toward me, s toops, I press h is anus, pry i t  open, and, 
to be brief, agitate i t  in every way I think likely to hasten his 
evacuation .  It takes place, an enormous turd fills the bowl, I offer 



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 465 

i t  to i ts author, he seizes i t, precipitates himself upon i t, devours 
it, and discharges after fifteen minu tes of the most violent  flogging 
which I adminis ter upo n  the same behind that shortly before laid 
such a splendid egg for his breakfas t. He swallowed it all)' he had 
so nicely judged the situation  that his sperm did not appear un til 
the las t mouthful vanished. All the while I plied my whip, I excited 
him with a s teady s tream of comments such as : "Well) then, little 
rascal, what's this ?" and, "Why, here's a nasty little chap, can you 
really eat shit tha t  way ?" and, "I'll teach you, you  funny lit tle 
whoreson bastard; perform such disgraceful things, will you!" 

And i t  was by din t  of these actions and speeches that the liber
tine attained the summit of joy. 

At this point, Curval was moved to give the company a before
supper demonstration in fact of  what Duclos had described in 
words. He summoned Fanchon, she extracted shit from him, and 
the libertine devoured i t  while the old sorceress drubbed him with 
all the strength of her skinny but sinewed arm. That lubric exhibi
tion having inspired his confreres, they began hunting for shit wher
ever any might be found, and then Curval, who had not discharged, 
mixed the rest of his turd with Therese 's ,  whom he had excrete 
without further ado. 

The B ishop, accustomed to making use of  his brother's de
lights, did the same thing with Duclos, the Duc with Marie, little 
Durcet with Louison. It  was atrocious, why, it was unthinkable to 
employ such decrepit old horrors when such pretty objects stood 
ready at  one's beck and call ; but, oh how well ' tis  known, satiety is 
born in the arms of  abundance, and when in the very thick of 
voluptuous delights one takes an even keener pleasure in torments. 

These unclean stunts over and done with, and the doing hav
ing cost only one discharge, and ' twas the B ishop who produced 
it ,  the friends went to table. Having involved themselves in a series 
of  foul activities, they thought best not to change horses in mid
stream, and for the orgies would have only the four old duennas 
and the four storytellers ; everyone else was packed off to bed. Their 
Lordships said so many things, did so many more, that all four 
came like geysers, and our libertine quartet did not retire until 
overcome with drink and exhaustion. 



THE TWENTIETH DAY 

� omething very humorous indeed had occurred the night be
� fore : absolutely drunk, the Due, instead of gaining his bed
chamber, had installed himself in young Sophie's  bed, and despite 
all the child could say, for she knew perfectly well what he was 
doing violated the rules,  he would not be budged, and continued 
with great heat  to  maintain he was damned well where he belonged, 
namely, in his bed with Aline, who was listed as his wife for the 
night. But as  he was allowed certain privileges with Aline which 
were still forbidden with the little girls, when he sought to put 
Sophie in  the posture that favored the amusements of his choice, 
and when the poor child, to whom no one had as yet ever done such 
a thing, felt the massive head of the Due' s prick hammer at  her 
young behind's narrow gate and contrive to batter a thoroughfare,  
the poor li ttle creature fell  to uttering dreadful screeches,  and,  
leaping up, fled naked about the room. The Due followed hard on 
her heels, swearing like a demon, still mistaking her for Aline .  
"Buggress I "  �e roared, " dost think it t h e  first time ?" And fancy
ing he has  overtaken her and has her at last, he falls upon Zelmire's  
bed,  thinking it his own, and embraces that  l ittle girl ,  supposing 
Aline has decided to behave reasonably. The same proceedings 
with Zelmire as a moment ago with Sophie, because the Due most 
decidedly wishes to attain his obj ective ; but immediately Zelmire 
perceives what he  is  about, she imitates her companion and dupli
cates her resistance, pronounces a terrible scream, and leaps away. 

However,  Sophie,  the first to take to flight, collects her wits 
and, seeing full well that  there i s  but one way to put an end to this 
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quid pro quo, sets off in search of light and some cool-headed in
dividual capable of  restoring order, and consequently she thinks to 
look for Duclos. But Duclos had behaved like a pig at the orgies 
and got herself blind drunk, Sophie comes upon her stretched out 
unconscious in the middle of the Due's bed, and fails absolutely to 
bring her to her senses. Desperate, knowing not to whom under 
such circumstances she may apply, hearing all her comrades calling 
for help, she gathers up courage and enters Durcet's apartment ; 
the financier i s  lying with his daughter, Constance, and Sophie 
blurts out what has been happening. Constance at  any rate did rise 
from the bed, despite the efforts the drunken Durcet made to re
strain her by saying he wanted to discharge ; she took a candle and 
accompanied Sophie to the girls' chamber : she discovered the poor 
little dears, all in their nightgowns,  clustered in the center of the 
room, and the Duc pursuing now one of them, now another, still 
persuaded he was dealing with no one but Aline, whom he swore 
was become a witch that night and had many shapes. Constance 
finally showed him his error, and entreating him to allow her to 
guide him back to his room, where, she assured him, he would find 
a very submissive Aline only too eager to do all he chose to demand 
of her, the Duc who, thoroughly besotted and acting as always in 
the very best of faith, really had no other design than to plant his 
staff in Aline' s  ass, let himself be taken to her j that lovely girl was 
there to greet him, and he went to bed j Constance withdrew from 
the room, and calm was restored generally. 

They laughed very heartily all the next day over that noc
turnal adventure, and the Duc declared that i f, by great misfortune, 
he were in such a case to happen all accidentally to obliterate a 
maidenhead, he would not, so i t  seemed to him, be liable or  justly 
subj ect to a fine because, intoxicated, he could not be held account
able for his actions j but, oh no, the others assured him, he was mis
taken in that, he would indeed have to pay. 

They breakfasted amidst the ir  sultanas as  usual, and all the 
little girls avowed they'd been furiously afraid. Not one, however, 
was found at fault despite the night' s alarms j similarly, everything 
was in order in the boys' quarters, and coffee, like dinner, offer
ing nothing extraordinary, they passed into the auditorium where 
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Duclos ,  entirely set  to rights a fter the previous evening's riot, 
amused the company with the following five episodes : 

It was once again I, Messieurs, who went on  the s tage in the 
play I am about to describe to you. The o ther person in the drama 
was a medical man; the doctor's firs t act was to examine my but
tocks, and as he came to the conclusion they were superb, he spent 
more than an hour doing no thing but kissing them. He at las t 
confessed his little foibles : they were all connected with shit and 
shining, as I had surmised, and knowing what was expected of me, 
I adopted the appropriate posture. I filled the white porcelain pot  I 
used to employ for this sort of en terprise. Immediately he is the 
mas ter of my turd, he raises i t  to his mouth and begins tucking it 
away;  he has no sooner taken a bite than I pick up a bull's pizzle
that was the instrument wherewith I was to caress his bum-I 
shout threats and imprecations at  him, then strike, scold him for 
the dreadful things he is wont to do, the infamous things, and 
without  heeding me, the libertine swallows the las t mouthful, dis
charges, and is off with the speed of light, having tossed a louis 
onto the table. 

Shortly afterward ano ther came to the house, and I entrusted 
him to Lucile, who had truly to struggle to make him discharge. 
He had first of all to be  sure the turd that was to be served up to 
him originated with an old beggar woman, and to convince him, I 
had to have the old crone operate before his own eyes. I gave him 
a venerable dame of seventy, covered with ulcers and wens and 
o ther signs of erysipelas, and whose las t too th had fallen from her 
gums fifteen years before. "Good, that's excellen t,"  said he, "pre
cisely the sort I need." Then, enclosing himself with Lucile and the 
turd, that equally skillful, complacent, and determined girl had to 
excite him to the point a t  which he would eat that very mature 
lump. He sniffed i t, stared at i t, even touched it, but that was all, 
he could no t  seem to make himself go further. Whereupon Lucile, 
having to resort to something more persuasive than rhetoric, thrust 
the fire tongs into the fire and, drawing them out red-ho t, an
nounced she proposed to burn his bu ttocks if he did not obey her 
on the spot  and eat his luncheon. Our man trembles, has ano ther 
try : the same disgust, he recoils .  As good as her word, Lucile 
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lowers his breeches and, bringing to light an ass of very evil aspect 
and scarred all over, discolored and withered by operations in  this 
same kind, she deftly singes his cheeks. The lecher swears, Lucile 
applies her iron  again, now scorches and finally produces a very 
defini te and sufficien tly profound burn in the middle of his ass; pain 
screws him up to resolution at las t, he bites off a mouthful, addi
tional burnings excite him further, and little by little the work is 
completed. The downing of the las t nibble of shit coincided with his 
discharge, and I have seen exceedingly few as violen t; he emitted 
loud cries and screams, howled like a wolf and rolled on the floor; 
I thought he had been seized by a frenzy or an attack of epilepsy. 
Delighted with the patient understanding he had encoun tered in 
our house, the libertine promised to be my regular customer, pro
vided I would give him the same girl but a different old woman 
each time .  

" The more repulsive the source," sa id he ,  " the better you'll be  
paid for the  yield. You have simply no  idea," he added, "to what 
lengths my depravity carries me; I hardly dare acknowledge i t  to 
myself·" 

Upon  his recommendation, one of his friends visited us the 
next day, and this individual's depravity carried him, in my opinion, 
a great deal further, for ins tead of a relatively mild branding, he 
had to be soundly beaten with red-ho t  tongs, and the author of the 
turd offered him had to be the o ldest, filthies t, most  disgusting thief 
we could find. A degenerate old valet of eigh ty, whom we had had 
in the house for ages, pleased him wonderfully well for his opera
tion, and, rolling his eyes, smacking his lips, he gobbled up the old 
devil's turd while i t  was s till warm and while the good Jus tine, 
using tongs heated to such a temperature they could hardly be held, 
thrashed his bum. And she was furthermore obliged to snatch up 
great bits of his flesh with the instrument, and all but roas t  them. 

Another had his buttocks, belly, balls, and prick s tabbed with 
a heavy cobbler's awl, and all this with more or less the same cir
cumstances, that  is to say, un til he would eat a turd I presented to 
him in a chamber pot. He was no t, however, curious about the 
turd's origins .  

Messieurs, i t  is not easy to imagine to what lengths men are 
driven in the delirium of their inflamed imaginations. Have I not  
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beheld one  who, acting according to the same principles, required 
me to shower bone-breaking blows of a cane upon him as he  ate a 
turd which, before his own eyes, he had us fish up out  of the depths 
of the hOl/se's privy ? and his perfidious discharge did no t  flow into 
my mouth un til he  had devoured the las t spoonful of that foul 
muck. 

"Well,  you know, everything' s  imaginable and even possible ,"  
sa id  Curval as  he pensively fondled Desgranges' buttocks. "I am 
convinced one can go still further than that." 

"Further ?" said the Duc who at that moment was mauling the 
bare behind of Adelaide, his wife for the day. "And what the devil 
would you have one do ?" 

"Worse 1" replied Curval, something of a hiss in his voice. "It  
seems to me one never sufficiently exploits the possible . "  

"I entirely agree with the President," spoke u p  Durcet, then 
in the act of  embuggering Antinoiis, "and I have the feeling my 
mind is capable of  further improvements upon all those piggish 
stunts. " 

"I think I know what Durcet means ,"  said the Bishop who, 
for the time being, was idle, or who rather had not yet begun to 
operate.  

"Well,  what the devil does he mean ?" the Duc demanded to 
know. 

Whereupon the Bishop stood up and went to Durcet's alcove ; 
the two men whispered together, the Bishop then moved on to 
where Curval was, and the latter said, "That's it, exactly I" And 
then the Bishop spoke in the Due' s ear.  

"By fuck 1 "  His Highness exclaimed, "I 'd never have thought 
of that  one ."  

As  these gentlemen sa id  no more that might shed light on the 
thing, we have no way of knowing just what Durcet did mean or  
what the  Duc declared he would never have thought of .  And even 
were it  that we knew, I believe we would be well advised to keep 
knowledge of the thing strictly to ourselves, at  least in the interest 
of  modesty, for there are an infinite number of things one ought 
merely to indicate, prudent circumspection requires that one keep 
a bridle on one's  tongue ; there are such things, are there not, as 
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chaste ears ? one may now and again encounter them, and I am 
absolutely convinced the reader has already had occasion to be 
grateful for the discretion we have employed in his regard ; the 
further he reads on, the more secure shall be our claim to his 
sincerest praise upon this head, why, yes, we feel we may almost 
assure him of it even at this early stage. Well, whatever one may 
say, each one has his own soul to save, and of what punishment, 
both in this world and in the next, is he not deserving who all 
immoderately were to be pleased to divulge all the caprices, all the 
whims and tastes, all the clandestine horrors whereunto men are 
subj ect when their fancy is free and afire ? ' twould be to reveal 
secrets which ought to be sunk in obscurity for humanity' s sake, 
' twould be to undertake the general corruption of manners and to 
precipitate his brethren in Jesus Christ into all the extravagances 
such tableaux might feature in very lively color and profusion ; 
and God, Who seeth even unto the depths of our hearts, this 
puissant God Who hath made heaven and earth and Who must 
one day judge us ,  God alone knoweth whether we have any desire 
to hear ourselves reproached by Him for such crimes. 

Messieurs put the finishing touches on several horrors they 
had begun ; Curval, to cite one example ,  had Desgranges shit, the 
others occupied themselves with either that same distraction, or 
with some others not much more improving, and their Lordships 
then went to supper. At the orgies ,  Duclos having overheard the 
friends discussing the new diet we alluded to earlier, whose 
purpose was to render shit more abundant and more delicate, at 
the orgies, I say, Duclos noted that she was truly astonished to find 
connoisseurs like themselves unaware of  the true secret whereby 
turds are made both very abundant and very tasty. Questioned 
about the measures which ought to be adopted, she said that there 
was but one ; the subj ect should be given a mild indigestion ; there 
was no need to make him eat what he did not like or what was 
unwholesome, but, by obliging him to eat hurriedly and between 
meals, the desired results could be obtained at once. The experi
ment was performed that same evening : Fanny was waked-no 
one had paid any attention to her, and she had gone to bed after 
supper-she was immediately required to eat four large plain 
cakes, and the next morning she furnished one of the biggest and 
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most beautiful turds they had been able to procure from her up 
until that time. Duclos' suggested system was therefore approved, 
although they upheld their decision to do away with bread ; Duclos 
said they were well a dvised to be rid of i t ; the fruits produced by 
her method, said she, would only be the better. From that time on 
not a day passed but they'd gently upset those pretty youngsters' 
digestions in one way or  another, and the results were simply be
yond anything you could imagine. I mention this in passing so that, 
should any amateur be disposed to make use of the formula,  he 
may be firmly persuaded there is  none superior. 

The remainder o f  the evening having brought nothing ex
traordinary, everyone retired in order to be freshly rested for the 
following day's wedding : the brilli ant match to be made was des
tined to unite Colombe and ZeIamir,  and this ceremony was to be 
the  basis for celebrating the third week's festival. 



THE TWENTY-FI RST DAY 

'P reparations for that ceremony were started early in the morn· 
ing ; they were of the usual sort but, and I have no idea 

whether or not it  was by a stroke of  chance, the inspection un
covered signs of the young bride's misbehavior. Durcet declared 
he had found shit in her chamber pot ; she denied having put it 
there, a sserting that, to cause her to be punished, the duenna had 
come and done the thing during the night, and that the governesses 
o ften planted such evidence when they wished to embroil the 
children in difficulties. Well, she defended herself very eloquently 
and to no purpose whatever, for she was not carefully heard, and 
as her l ittle husband-to-be was already on the list, the prospect of 
correcting both of them was the cause of great  amusement. 

Nevertheless, the young bride and groom, once the mass had 
been said, were conducted with much pomp to the salon where the 
ceremony was to be completed before mealtime ; they were both 
of the same age, and the l ittle girl was delivered naked to her 
husband, who was permitted to do with her whatever he wanted. 
Is  there any voice so compelling as example' s ? And where if  not 
in Silling were it possible to receive very bad examples and the 
most contagious ones ? The young man sped like an a rrow to its 
mark, hopped upon his l ittle wife, and as  his prick was greatly stiff, 
although not yet capable of  a discharge, he would inevitably have 
got his spear in her . • .  but mild as  would have been the damage 
done her, the source of all Messieurs' glory lay in preventing any
thing from harming the tender flower they wished alone to pluck. 
And so it was the Bishop checked the lad's impetuous career, and 
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profiting from his erection, straightway thrust into his ass the very 
pretty and already very well-formed engine wherewith Zelamir 
was about to plumb his young spouse. What a disappointment for 
that young man, and what a discrepancy between the old Bishop ' s  
slack-sprung vent and the strait and tidy cunt of a l i ttle thirteen
year-old virgin ! But Zelamir was having to deal with people who 
were deaf to common-sense arguments. 

Curval laid hands on Colombe and thigh-fucked her from in 
front while l icking her eyes, her mouth, her nostrils, in a word, her 
entire face. Meanwhile ,  he must surely have been rendered some 
kind of  service, for he discharged, and Curval was not a man to 
lose his fuck over silly trifles .  

They dined, the wedded couple appeared a t  the meal  and 
again in the salon for coffee, which that day was served by the very 
cream of the subj ects, by, I wish to say, Augustine, Zelmire, 
Adonis ,  and Zephyr. Curval wished to stiffen afresh, had absolutely 
to have some shit, and Augustine shot him as  fine an artifact as  it 
were in human power to create. The Duc had himself sucked by 
Zelmire, Durcet by Colombe, the Bishop by Adonis . The last 
named shitted into Durcet 's mouth a fter having dispatched the 
Bishop. But no sign of  fuck ; i t  was becoming rare, they had fai led 
to exercise any restraint a t  the outset of the holiday, and as  they 
real ized the extreme need of seed they would have toward the 
end, Messieurs were growing more frugal. They went next to the 
auditorium where the maj estic Duclos, invited to display her ass 
before starting, exposed that matchless ensemble most libertinely 
to the eyes of the assembly, and then began to speak : 

Here is s ti ll ano ther trai t  of my character, Messieurs, sa id 
that sublime woman ; after having m ade y o u  well enough acquain ted 
with i t, you will be so kind as to judge what I in tend to  omit  fro m  
what I am going t o  tell y o u  . . .  a n d  you  will, I trus t ,  dispense 
m e from having to s ay m ore abo u t  myself. 

Lucile's m o ther had jus t fallen into  a s tate of the m o s t  
wretched poverty, a n d  i t  was o n ly b y  t h e  m o s t  extraordinary s troke 
a f chance that  this charming girl, who had received n o  n ews a t  all 
of her m o ther since having fled her h o use, n o w  learned of her 
extreme dis tress : one of our s tree t  scouts-hard in  pursuit  of some 
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young girl for a clien t  who shared the tastes and designs of the 
Marquis de M esanges, for a clien t, that is to say, who was eager 
to make an outright and final purchase-one of our scouts came 
in to report to me, as I was lying in bed with Lucile, that she had 
chanced upon  a little fifteen-year-old, without  question a maid, 
extremely pretty, and, she said, closely resembling Mademoiselle 
Lucile; yes, she wen t on,  they were like  two peas in a pod, but 
this little girl she'd found was in  such bedraggled condition that 
she'd have to be kept  and fattened for several days before she'd 
be fit to market. And thereupon she gave a description of the aged 
woman with who m  the child had been discovered, and of the 
frightful indigence wherein that mother lay; from certain trai ts, 
details of age and appearance, from all she heard concerning the 
daughter, Lucile had a secret feeling the persons being discussed 
might well be  her own mother and sis ter. She knew she had left 
home when the latter was s till very young, hence it was hard to be 
sure of the thing, and size asked my permission to go and verify 
her suspicions. 

At this poin t my infernal mind conceived a lit tle horror; i ts 
effect was to set  my body afire. Telling the street scout to leave 
the room, and being unable to resis t the fury raging in my blood, 
I began by entreating Lucile to frig me.  Then, halting halfway 
through the operation : 

"Why do you want to go to see that o ld woman ?" I asked 
Lucile; "what do you propose to do ?" 

"Why, but don' t  you see," said Lucile, whose heart was s till 
undeveloped, " there are certain things that one  is expected to do 
• . .  I ought to help her if I can, and above all if she turns out to 
be  my m other. " 

"Idiot, "  I muttered, thrusting her away from me, "go sacrifice 
alone to your disgusting popular prejudices, and for no t  daring to 
brave them, go lose the most incredibly fine opportunity to irritate 
your senses by a horror that would make you discharge for a 
decade." 

Bewildered by my words, Lucile s tared at me, and I saw I 
had to explain this philosophy to her, for she apparently had no t  
the vaguest understanding of  i t .  I therefore did lecture her, I made 
her comprehend the vileness, the baseness of the ties wherewith 
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they seek to bind us to the author of our days,. I demons trated to 
her that for having carried us in her womb, ins tead of deserving 
some gratitude, a mo ther merits naught but hate, since ' twas for 
her pleasure alone and at the risk of exposing us to all the ills and 
sorrows the world ho lds in s tore for us that she brought us into 
the light, with the sole object of satisfying her bru tal lubrici ty . To 
this I added roughly every thing one might deem helpful in support
ing the doctrine  which sane righ t-thinking dic tates, and which the 
heart urges when i t  is no t  clu ttered up with stupidities imbibed in 
the nursery.  

"And what matters it to you," I added, "whether that 
creature be happy or wretched' Does her situation have any thing 
to do with yours '!  does it affect you'! Get rid of those demeaning 
ties whose absurdity I've just proven to you, and thereby en tirely 
iso la ting this creature, sundering her u tterly from yourself, you 
will no t  only recognize that her misfortune must be a matter of 
indifference to you, but that it might even be exceedingly voluptuous 
to worsen her plight. For, after all, you do owe her your hatred, 
that has been made clear, and thus you would be taking your 
revenge : you would be performing what fools term an evil deed, 
and you know the immense influence crime exerts upon the senses. 
And so here are two sources of pleasure in the outrages I'd like 
to have you inflict upon her : bo th the sweet delights of vengeance, 
and those one  always tas tes whenever one does evil." 

Whether i t  was that I employed a greater eloquence in 
exhorting Lucile than I do in recoun ting the fact to you now, or 
whether i t  was because her already very libertine and very corrupt 
spirit instan tly no tified her heart of the volup tuous promise con
tained in my principles, she tasted them, and I saw her lovely 
cheeks flush in response to that libertine flame which never fails to 
appear every time one violates some prohibition, abolishes some 
res traint. 

"All right, " she murmured, "what are we to do '!" 
"Amuse ourselves with her," said I, "and make some money 

at the same time; as for pleasure, you can be sure to have some if 
you adopt my principles. And as for the money, the same thing 
applies, for I can make use of bo th your old gray-haired mo ther 
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and your young sis ter; I'll arrange two different parties which will 
prove very lucrative." 

Lucile accepts, I frig her the better to excite her to commit the 
crime, and we turn all our thoughts to devising plans .  Let me firs t 
undertake to ou tline the first of them, since i t  deserves to be in
cluded in the category of passions I have to discuss, although I 
shall have to alter the exact chronology in order to fit it into the 
sequence of even ts, and when I shall have informed you of this 
first part of my scheme, I shall enlighten you upon  the second. 

There was a man, well placed in society and exceedingly 
wealthy, exceedingly influential and having a disorder of the mind 
which surpasses all that words are able to convey; as I was 
acquain ted with him only as the Comfe, you will allow me, how
ever well advised of his full name I may be, simply to designate 
him by his title. The Comte was somewhat above thirty-five years 
of age, and all his passions had reached their maximum s trength; 
he had neither faith n or law, no god and no  religion,  and was 
above all else endowed, like yourselves, Messieurs, with an in
vincible horror of what  is called the charitable sentiment; he used 
to say tha t to unders tand this impulse was to tally beyond his 
powers, and that he would no t  for an instan t assent  to the no tion 
that one dare ou trage Nature to the point of upsetting the order 
she had imposed when she created differen t classes of individuals ; 
the very idea of elevating one such class through the bestowing of 
alms or aid, and thus of overthrowing ano ther, the idea of devot
ing sums of money, no t  upon agreeable things which might afford 
one pleasure, but rather upon these absurd and revolting relief 
enterprises, all this he considered an insult to his in telligence or a 
mys tery his in telligence could no t  possibly grasp. Thoroughly in
s tilled, nay, penetrated though he was with these opinions, he 
reasoned s till further,' not only did he derive the keenest delight 
from refusing aid to the needy, but he ameliorated what was al
ready an ecs tasy by ou trageously persecuting the humble and in
jured. One of his higher pleasures, for example, consisted in having 
meticulous searches made of those dark, shadowy regions where 
s tarving indigence gnaws whatever crus t i t  has earned by terrible 
toil, and sprinkles tears upon  i ts meager portion .  He would s tiffen 
at the thought of going abroad no t  only to enjoy the bitterness 0/ 
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those tears, but  even . . .  but even to aggravate their cause and, if 
' twere possible, to snatch away the wretched substance that kept 
the damned yet amongst the living. And this tas te of his was no 
whim, no  light fan tasy, ' twas a fury ; he used to say that he knew 
no more piercing delight, no thing tha t  could more successfully 
arouse him, inflame his soul, than these excesses I speak of. Nor 
was this rage of his, he one day assured me, the fruit of deprava
tion;  no ,  he had been possessed by this mania since his youngest 
years, and his heart, perpetually toughened agains t misery's plain
tive accen ts, had never conceived any gen tler, milder feelings for it. 

As it is of the grea tes t importance you be familiar with the 
subject, y ou must firs t of all know that the same man had three 
differen t passions : the one I am going to relate to you, ano ther, 
which M artaine will explain to you later when she refers to this 
same personage, and a third, yet  more atrocious, which Desgranges 
will doub tless reserve for the end of her contribution as doubt
less one  of the most  impressive upon her lis t. But we'll begin with 
the one  on mine. 

Straightway I had informed the Com te of the nes t  of misery 
I had discovered for him, of the inhabitants of that nest, he was 
transported with joy. But it so happened that business in timately 
connected with his fortune and having an importan t bearing upon 
his advancement, which he took much care not to neglect, in that 
he  held them vital to his misconduct, business, I say, was going to 
occupy all his atten tion for the next two weeks, and as he did 
n o t  want to let the li ttle girl slip through his fingers, he preferred 
sacrificing the pleasure the firs t scene promised him, and to be 
certain of enjoying the second. And so he ordered me to have the 
child kidnaped a t  whatever cost, but  without delay, and to have 
her deposited at the address he indicated to me. And in order to 
keep you in suspense no longer, my Lords, that address was 
Madame Desgranges', for she was the agent  who furnished him 
with material for his third class of secret parties . And now to re
turn to the objects of all our maneuvering. 

So far, we had done li ttle but locate Lucile's mo ther, both to 
set the s tage for the recognition scene between mo ther and daugh
ter and to s tudy the problems associated with the kidnaping of 
the little girl. Lucile, well coached in her part, only greeted her 
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mother in order to insult her, to say that it was thanks to her she 
had been hurled into libertinage, and to these she added a thousand 
o ther similarly unkind remarks, which broke the poor woman's 
heart and ruined the pleasure of rediscovering her daughter. Dur
ing this firs t in terview, I thought I glimpsed the appropriate way 
to talk with the woman, and poin ted out  to her that, having rescued 
her elder child from an impure existence, I was willing to do as 
much for the younger one .  But the s tratagem did no t  succeed, the 
poor wretch fell to weeping and said that no thing in the world 
would induce her to part with the one  treasure she had left, that 
the little girl was her one resource, she herself was o ld, infirm, 
tha t the child cared for her, and that to be deprived of her would 
be  to lose life i tself. A t  this juncture, Messieurs, I must confess, 
and I do so with shame, that I felt a faint s tirring in the depths 
of my heart; it  advised me that my voluptuous pleasure was bound 
only to be increased by the horrible refinemen ts I was about to 
give to my meditated crime, and having informed the old lady that 
shortly thereafter her daughter would come to pay her a visit with 
a man of great influence, who could perhaps render her great 
services, we left, and I bent  all my efforts to employing the lures 
and devices I usually relied upon to  snare game. I had carefully 
examined the li ttle girl, she was worth my going to some trouble : 
fifteen years of age, a pret ty figure, a very lovely skin, and very 
pretty features . She arrived three days later, and after having 
examined every part of her body and found no thing but  what was 
very charming, dimpled, and very neat despite the poor nourish
ment she had for so long had to put up with, I passed her along 
to Madame Desgranges : this transaction marked the beginning of 
our commercial relations.  

His private affairs attended to, our Comte reappeared; Lucile 
conducts him to her mother's home, and ' tis at this poin t begins 
the scene I wish to describe. The o ld mother was found in bed, 
the room was without  heat although we were then in the midst 
of a bitterly cold winter; beside her bed sat a wooden crock con
taining milk. The Comte pissed into the crock as soon  as he had 
entered. To prevent  any possible trouble, and in order to feel him
self the undisputed mas ter of the fort, the Comte had posted two 
of his minions, a pair of s trapping lads, on the s tairway, and they 
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were to offer a stubborn obstacle to any undesirable coming up 
or going down. 

"My dear old buggress," intoned the Comte, "we have come 
here with your daughter, you see her there, and a damned pretty 
whore she is, upon  my soul; we have come here, 1 say, to relieve 
what ails you, wretched old leper that you are, but before we can 
help y ou, you  must tell us what's  amiss . Well, go on, speak," he 
said, seating himself and beginning to palpate Lucile's bu ttocks, 
"go o n, 1 say, itemize your sufferings ."  

"Alas !" said the good woman, "you come with that vixen not  
to help me but to insult me ."  

"Vixen ?  How's this," said the  C omte, "you dare use  insults 
with your daughter? By God,"  he wen t  on, rising to his feet and 
dragging the old thing from her litter, "get out of that bed, get 
down on  your knees, and ask to be forgiven for the language you 
have jus t employed." 

There was no  way to resis t. 
"And y ou, Lucile, lift your skirts and have your mother kiss 

y our cheeks, and 1 am damned certain she wants nothing more 
than to kiss them, eager as she must be for some kind of reconcilia
tion ."  

The  insolent Lucile rubs her  ass upon  the  seamed and wrinkled 
visage of her dear old m other; overwhelming her with a tirade of 
playful epithets, the Comte permits the poor woman to crawl back 
in to bed, and then resumes the conversation .  "1 tell you once 
again," he says, " that if you recite all your troubles to me, I'll take 
the bes t  care of you ."  

The woe-ridden are credulous; and they love to lament. The 
old woman made them privy to all her sufferings, and complained 
especially, with great bitterness, of the theft of her daughter; she 
sharply accused Lucile of having had a hand in it and of knowing 
where the child presently was, since the lady with whom she had 
come a little while ago had proposed to take her under her wing; 
that was the basis for her supposition ( and there was considerable 
logic in the way she argued ) that this same lady had taken her 
away. Meanwhile, the Comte, directly facing Lucile's ass, for by 
this time he had got her to s tep out  of her skirts, the Comte, 1 say, 
now and again kissing that handsome ass and frigging himself un-



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 48 1 

interruptedly, listened, put questions to her, requested details, and 
regulated all the titillations of his perfidious lust according to the 
old woman's replies. But when she said that the absence of her 
daughter, thanks to whose work she was procured her wherewithal, 
was going to lead her gradually but inexorably to the gra'Ve, since 
she had nothing and for four days had been kept barely ali'Ve by 
that small quantity of milk he had just spoiled: 

"Why, then, bitch," said the Comte, aiming his prick at the 
old creature and continuing to explore Lucile's buttocks, "why, 
then go ahead and croak, you foul old whore, do you suppose the 
world will be any worse  off without you ?" 

dnd as he concluded his question he loosed his sperm. 
"Were that to happen," he obser'Ved, "I belie'Ve I'd ha'Ve only 

one regret, and that would be not ha'Ving myself hastened the 
e'Vent." 

But there was more to it than that, the Comte was not the 
sort of a man to be appeased by a mere discharge,. Lucile, fully 
aware of the role she was to play, now that he had been relie'Ved, 
busied herself preventing the old woman from noticing what he 
was about, and the Comte, rummaging through every corner of the 
room, came upon a sil'Ver goblet, the last vestige of the material 
well-being that had once upon a time been this poor wretch's; he 
pu t  the goblet in his pocket. This fresh outrage having put new 
hardness into his prick, he again dragged the old woman from her 
bed, s tripped her naked, and bade Lucile frig him upon  the matron' .I 

withered old frame. Once again nothing could be done to stop him, 
and the villain darted his fuck o'VCr that ancient flesh, redoubled his 
insults, and said that the poor wretch could res t perfectly assured 
he was not yet done with her, and that she would soon  ha'Ve news 
of himself and of her little girl who, he wished to haw her know, 
was in his power. He then proceeded to that last discharge, his 
transports of lust were ignited by the horrors wherewith his perfidi
ous imagination was already in a ferment, by the ruin of the en
tire family he was contemplating, and he left. But in order not to 
have to return to this affair, hear, Messieurs, how I surpassed my
self in 'Villainy. Seeing that he might ha'Ve confidence in me, the 
Comte informed me of the second scene he was preparing for the 
benefit of the old woman and her little daughter; he told me he 
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wanted the child brough t to him withou t  delay and, as he wan ted to 
reunite the whole family, he  wished to have me  cede Lucile to him 
too, for he  had been deeply moved by her lovely ass ,.  he made no 
effort to conceal that his purpose was to ruin Lucile as well as her 
ass ,  together with her m o ther and sis ter. 

I loved Lucile. But  I loved money even more. He offered m e  
an unheard-of price for these three creatures, I agreed to every
thing. Four days la ter, Lucile, her lit tle sis ter and her aged mo ther 
were brough t together; Madame Desgranges will tell you  about  
that meeting. As for your faithful Duclos, she continues and re
sumes the thread of her story this anecdo te has in terrup ted; in
deed, she wonders whether she ought not have recited i t  at  some 
later time, for, esteeming i t  a very s tirring episode, she considers 
it would have proven a fitting climax to her con tribu tion .  

"One moment," said Durcet, " I  cannot hear such stories with
out being affected, their influence upon me would be difficult to 
describe . I have been restraining my fuck since the middle of the 
tale,  kindly allow me to unburden myself now." 

And he dashed into his closet with Michette, ZC1amir, Cupi
don, Fanny, Therese ,  and Adelaide j several minutes later his 
shouts began to ring out, and soon after the uproar started, Ade
laide emerged in tears, saying that all this made her very unhappy, 
and wondering why they had to excite her husband with such dread
ful stories j she who told them, Adelaide declared, not others, ought 
by rights to be the victim. During the interim the Duc and the 
Bi shop had not wasted an instant, but the manner in which they 
operated belonging to the class of  procedures ci rcumstances compel 
us still to mask from the reader's view, we beg him to suffer the 
curtain to remain down, and to allow us to move on to the four 
tales Duclos had yet to relate before bringing this twenty-first 
meeting of the assembly to a close. 

A week after Lucile's departure, I handled a rascal blessed 
with a rather curious mania. Warned several days in advance of 
his in tended arrival, I had let a great  number of turds accumulate 
in my one-holed chair, and I had induced one of my young ladies 
to add a few more to the collection .  Our man appeared costumed 
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as a Savoyard rustic; ' twas in the morning, he swept out  my room, 
removed the pot  from beneath the chair, and went out  to empty i t  
( this emptying, I might note in parentheses, took  a considerable 
length of time ) ;  when he returned he showed me how carefully 
he'd cleaned it out  and asked for his payment. But, and this of 
course was all s tipulated in our prior arrangement, instead of 
giving him a coin, I seize the broom and fall to belaboring him 
with the handle. 

"Your payment, villain?" I cry, "why, here's what you de
serve. "  

And  I bestow a t  least a dozen blows upon him. He  seeks t o  
escape me, I pursue him, and the libertine, whose critical moment 
has arrived, discharges all the way down the s tairs, bawling out at 
the top of his voice that they're cracking his skull, that they wan t 
to kill him, and that he's got  himself into the house of a scoundrel, 
she's no t  by any means the honest woman he at first took her for, 
etc. 

Another carried, in a small pocket case, a li ttle kno tty s tick 
which he kept  for an unusual purpose,. he wanted me to insert the 
s tick into his urethral canal, and, having plunged i t  in to a depth 
of three inches, to rattle it with u tmost vigor, and with my o ther 
hand to pull back his foreskin and frig his poor device. At the 
very ins tant he discharged, one had to pull out the stick, raise one's 
skirts in front, and he would discharge upon one's mound. 

Six months later I had to do with an abbot who wanted me 
to take a burning candle and direct the drops of molten tallow so 
that  they fell upon his  penis and balls ; i t  required no thing more 
, than the sensation this ceremony produced to bring about his dis
charge. His machine required no touching, but it remained limp 
throughout; before they would yield fuck, his genitals had to be 
given such a heavy coating of wax tha t  toward the end there was 
no recognizing this s trange object as a part of the human anatomy. 

That ecclesiastic had a friend who loved no thing so  much as 
to offer his bum to be perforated by a multitude of gold pins, and 
when thus decorated, his hindquarter far more resembling a 
pincushion than an ordinary ass, he would sit down, the better to 
Javor the effect he cherished, and, presenting one's very wide-
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spread bu ttocks to him, he would twiddle his mem ber and dis
charge into one's 'Ven t. 

" Durcet, " sa id the Due, "I should very much like to see that 
sweet chubby ass of  yours studded all over with golden pins,  ah 
yes,  I 'm persuaded ' twould thus appear more interesting than 
ever. " 

"Your Grace," quoth the financier,  "you know that for forty 
years it has  been my glory and my honor to imitate you in all 
things ; I but ask you to have the kindness to set me an example ,  
and you have m y  word t h a t  I will follow it ." 

"God's loin-scum ! "  exclaimed the good Curval ,  who had not 
until  now been heard from, "by His sacred seed, I do declare that 
story about Lucile has  made me stiff ! I 've held my peace,  but my 
head's  been at work none the less.  Look here," said he,  exhibiting 
his p rick standing high, "see whether I do not say true. I 've a 
furious impatience to hear the denouement o f  the story of those 
three buggresses ;  I have the highest hope they'll meet one another 
in a common grave. "  

"Softly there,  softly ,"  sa id t h e  Due, "let's n o t  anticipate 
events. Were you not stiff, Monsieur Ie President, you'd not be in 
such a hurry to hear talk of wheels and gibbets. You resemble a 
great many other o f  Justice ' s  servitors, whose pricks, they say, 
rise up every time they p ronounce the sentence of  death ." 

"N ever mind the magistrature," Curval replied, "the fact 
remains that I am enchanted by Duclos' doings, that I find her 
a charming girl, and that her story of  the Comte has put me in 
a dreadful state, and in this state,  I say, I could be easily persuaded 
to go abroad, stop a carriage on the h ighway, and rob i ts occu
pants." 

"Ah, President, take care ," said the Bishop ; "keep a hand 
upon yourself, my dear fellow, else we'll cease to be in sa fety here. 
One such slip, and the least we could expect would be the noose 
for all  o f  us ." 

"The noose ? Ah, the noose, yes . . .  but not for us.  However,  
I don't for a minute deny I'd myself gladly condemn these young 
ladies  here fo be hanged, and e specially Madame la Duchesse,  
who's lying like a cow upon my sofa and who, merely because she's  
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got a spoonful of modified fuck in the womb, fancies no one dares 
touch her any more." 

"Oh," said Constance, " 'ti s surely not wi th you I count upon 
being respected because of my state. Your loathing for pregnant 
women is  only too notorious." 

"A p rodigious loathing, isn't i t ?" said Curval with a chuckle, 
"why, indeed it  is  prodigious." 

And,  transported by enthusiasm, h e  was, I believe, on the 
verge of committing some sacrilege against that superb belly, when 
Duclos intervened. 

"Come, Sire, come with me," said she ; "since 'tis I who have 
caused the hurt, I'd like to repair it ."  

And together they passed into the secluded boudoir, followed 
by Augustine, Hebe, Cupidon, and Therese. It was not long before 
the President's braying resounded through the castle, and despite 
all Duclos' attentions, l i ttle Hebe returned weeping from the hurly
burly ; there was even more to it than tears, but we dare not yet 
disclose just what i t  was had set her to trembling. A little patience, 
friend reader, and we shall soon hide nothing from your inquisitive 
gaze. 

And now Curval himself returns, grumbling between his teeth 
and swearing that all those dratted laws prevent a man from dis
charging at his ease, etc. ; their Lordships s it  down at table. After 
supper they withdrew to mete out punishment for the misbehavior 
that had accrued during the week, but the guilty were not that 
evening in great number : only Sophie, Colombe, Adelaide , and 
Zelamir merited correction, and received it. Durcet, who since the 
beginning of the evening had waxed very hot, and who had been 
particularly inspired by Adelaide, granted her no quarter ; Sophie, 
whom they had detected shedding tears during the story of the 
Comte, was punished for that misdemeanor  as well as for her 
former one, and the Duc and Curval, we understand, treated the 
day's li ttle newlyweds, Zelamir and Colombe, with a severity that 
almost bordered upon barbarity. 

The Duc and Curval, in splendid form and singularly wrought 
up, said they had no wish to retire, and having had a quantity of 
beverages fetched in, they passed the night drinking with the four 
storytellers and Julie, whose libertinage, increasing every day, gave 
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her the a ir  of a very amiable creature who deserved to be ranked 
among those objects for whom Messieurs had some regard. The 
fo11owing morning, while making his rounds, Durcet found a11 
seven of  them dead drunk. The naked girl was discovered lodged 
between her father and her husband and in a posture which gave 
evidence of neither vi rtue  nor decency in libertinage ; i t  was plain 
enough to the financier that ( to hold the reader in suspense no 
longe r )  they had both enj oyed her simultaneously. Duclos, who, 
from all appearances, had functioned as  an instrument to this 
crime, lay sprawled near the compact trio,  and the others were 
s trewn in a confused heap in the corner opposite the fire ,  which 
someone had taken care to keep burning throughout the night. 



THE TWENTY-SECOND DAY 

5 s a result o f  these all-night bacchanals ,  exceedingly l ittle 
UI.. was accomplished on the twenty-second day of November ; 
half the customary exercises were forgot, a t  dinner Messieurs ap
peared to be in a daze, and it was not until coffee they began to 
come somewhat  to their senses. The coffee was served them by 
Rosette and Sophie,  Zelamir and Giton. In an effort to return to his 
usual old self,  Curval had Giton shit, and the Due swallowed 
Rosette's turd ; the Bishop had himself sucked by Sophie, Durcet 
by Zelamir, but no one discharged. They moved dutifully into the 
auditorium ; the matchless Duclos, weak and queasy a fter the pre
ceding day's excesses, took her place with drooping eyelids, and 
her tales were so brief, they contained so few episodes, were re
counted so listlessly, that we have taken it upon ourselves to supply 
them, and in the reader's behalf to clarify the somewhat confused 
speech she made to our friends. 

In keeping with prescription, she recounted five passions : the 
first was that of  a man who used to have his  ass  frigged with a tin 
dildo priorly charged with warm water, the which l iquid was 
pumped into his fundament at  the same instant he  ej aculated ; noth
ing else was required to obtain that effect, he needed no one else's 
ministry. 

The second man had the same mania, hut was wont to use a 
far greater number of instruments ; initially, he called for a very 
minute one, then gradually increased the caliber, ascending the 
scale by small fractions of  an inch until he reached a weapon with 
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the dimensions of a veritable fi eldpiece, and only discharged upon 
receiving a torrent from its muzzle. 

Far more o f  the mysterious was required to please the third 
one's palate : at the outset o f  the game, he had an enormous instru
ment introduced into his ass, then it  was withdrawn, he would shit, 
would eat what he had just rendered, and next he had to be flogged. 
The flogging administered, it was time to reinsert the formidable 
device in his rectum, then once again i t  was removed, and now it 
was the whore's turn to shit, and after that she picked up the whip 
again and lashed him while he munched what she had done ; a 
third time ,  yes, a third time the instrument was driven home, and 
that, plus the girl's turd he finished eating, was sufficient to com
plete his happiness. 

In her fourth tale ,  Duclos made mention o f  a man who would 
have all his j oints bound with strings ; in order to make his  dis
charge even more delicious, his neck itself was compressed, and,  
half choking, he would shoot his fuck squarely at the whore's ass
hole. 

And in her fi fth, she referred to that individual who used to 
t ie a slender cord tightly to his  glans ; the girl, naked, would pass 
the other end of the cord between her thighs, and walk away from 
him, drawing the cord taut and offering the patient a full view of 
her ass ; he would then di scharge. 

Truly exhausted after having fulfilled her task, the storyteller 
begged leave to retire,  and she was allowed to. A few moments 
were devoted to uttering smutty comments upon this and that, and 
then the four libertines went to supper, but everyone felt the effects 
of our two p rincipal actors' diso rderliness. At the orgi es they were 
also as prudent and restrained as 'twere possible for such de
bauchees to be,  and the entire household went more or less quietly 
to bed. 



THE TWENTY-TH I RD DAY 

" mut how is it possible to shout and roar the way you do 
.D when you discharge ?" the Duc demanded of Curval upon 

bidding him good morning on the 23 rd. "Why the devil must you 
scream that way ? I 've never seen such violent discharges." 

"Why, by God," Curval replied, "is i t  for you, whom one can 
hear a league away, to address such a reproach to a modest man 
like myself ? Those li ttle murmurs you hear, my good friend, are 
caused by my extremely sensitive nervous system ; the obj ects 
which excite our passions create such a lively commotion in the 
electrically charged fluid that  flows in our nerves, the shock re
ceived by the animal spirits composing this fluid is of such a degree 
o f  violence, that  the entire mechanism i s  rattled by these effects, 
and one is just as  powerless to suppress one' s  cries when over
whelmed by the terrible blows imparted by pleasure, as one would 
be when assailed by the powerful emotions of  pain." 

"Well, you define the thing very well, President, but what was 
the delicate obj ect that could have produced such a vibration in 
your animal spirits ?" 

"I was very energetically sucking Adonis'  prick, his mouth, 
and his asshole, for I was cast down with despair at  not being able 
to do more to my couch companion ; all the while I made the best 
of  my hard situation, Antinoiis, seconded by your dear daughter 
Julie,  labored, each in  his own way, to evacuate the liquor whose 
eventual outpouring occasioned the musical sounds which, you say, 
struck your ears." 
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"And i t  all worked so well that now, today, " said the Duc, 
"you're as  weak as  a baby." 

"N 0 ,  your Grace, not at  all ," Curval declared ; "deign but to 
observe my career, my motions today, and but do me the honor of 
judging my style and vehemence in sport, and you shall see me 
conduct myself  quite as  ever, and assuredly as  well as  you your
self ." 

They were at  this  point in the conversation when Durcet ar
rived to say breakfast was being served. They passed into the 
girls '  quarters, where those eight charming li ttle houris were 
distributing cups of  coffee and hot water ; the Duc therewi th de
manded to know of Durcet, the month's steward and presiding 
officer, why was it the coffee was being served with water ? 

"You 'll have i t  with milk whenever you wish," said the 
financier  . "Would you prefer  it thus now ?" 

The Duc said that yes, he would. 
"Augustine, my dear," Durcet said, "a  little milk in Monsieur 

Ie Due's cup, if you please." 
Thereupon the li ttle girl, prepared for any eventuality, placed 

Blangis' cup beneath her ass ,  and through her anus squeezed three 
o r  four spoonfuls o f  milk, very clear and perfectly fresh. This 
cunning feat p roduced much pleasant laughter, everyone requested 
milk in his coffee. All the asses were charged in the same way 
Augustine's  was : ' twas an agreeable l i ttle surprise the month' s 
director of games had thought to give his colleagues. Fanny 
poured some into the Bishop's  cup, Zelmire into Curval's ,  and 
Michette into the financier' s ;  the friends took a second round of 
coffee ,  and the four other girls  performed over these new cups the 
same ceremony their comrades had over the first eups ; and so on 
and on ; the whole thing entertained their Lordships immoderately. 
It heated the Bishop ' s  brain ; he affirmed he wanted something 
beside milk, and the lovely Sophie stepped forth to satisfy him. 
Although all eight definitely wished to shit, they had been strongly 
urged to exercise self-restraint while dispensing the milk, and this 
first  time to yield absolutely nothing else. 

N ext, they paid the l i ttle boys a good-morning visit ; Curval 
induced Zelamir to shit for him, the Duc applauded what Giton 
brought to light. Two subaltern fuckers, Constance, and Rosette 
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provided the spectacle in the chapel latrine. Rosette was one of 
those upon whom the old formula for promoting indigestion had 
been tried out ; at  coffee, she had had the world's worst time keep
ing her milk free of foreign ingredients, and now, seated upon the 
throne, she released the most superb turd you could hope to lay 
eyes upon. Duclos was congratulated, they said her system was a re
sounding success, and from then on they used it  every day ; never 
once did i t  fail them. The conversation at  dinner was enlivened by 
the breakfast's pleasantry, and a number o f  other things of the 
same kind were invented and proposed ; we shall perhaps have oc
casion to mention them in the sequel.  

After-dinner coffee was served by four subj ects of  the same 
age : to wit, Zelmire, Augustine, Zephyr, and Adonis.  The Duc 
thigh-fucked Augustine while tickling her anus with his thumb, 
Curval did the same thing with Zelmire, but may or may not have 
used his thumb, his hand was not in clea r  view ; the Bishop toiled 
between Zephyr's tightly squeezed legs, and the financier  fucked 
Adonis'  mouth. Augustine announced that she was all ready to shit, 
how would they like her to do a little shit ? The poor dear could 
not wait another moment, she too had been exposed to the indiges
tion-producing experiments. Curval beckoned her to him, opened 
his mouth, and the delightful little girl dropped a monstrous turd 
into i t ; the President gobbled it  up in a trice,  not without unleash
ing a veritable stream of fuck into Fanchon's hands. 

"There you are, " he said to the Due, "you see tha t  night
time merriment has no damaging effect upon the following day's 
pleasures ; you're  lagging behind, Monsieur Ie Duc." 

"I 'll not be behind for long, " said the latter, to whom Zelmire,  
inspired by an urge no less imperious, was rendering the same 
service Augustine had a moment before rendered Curval.  And, 
yes, as  he pronounces those words, the Duc topples  over ,  utters 
piercing shrieks, swallows shit, and discharges like a madman. 

"Enough of  this ,"  said the stern, austere voice of the Bishop, 
moderation's exponent ; "at  least two of us must preserve our 
strength for the stories ." 

Durcet, who,  unlike the Duc and Curval , had no surfeit of  
fuck to fling carelessly about, assented wholeheartedly, and after 
the shortest possible nap, they installed themselves in the audito-
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rium, where, in the following terms, the spellbinding Duclos re
sumed her brilliant and lascivious history : 

Why is it, Messieurs, the radiant creature inquired, that in 
this world there are men whose hearts have been so  numbed, whose 
sen timents of honor and delicacy have been so  deadened, that one 
sees them pleased and amused by what degrades and soils them ? 
One is even led to suppose their joy can be mined nowhere save 
from the depths of opprobrium, that, for such men, delight can
n o t  exis t elsewhere save in what brings them into consort with 
dishonor and infamy . To what I am going now to recount  to you, 
my Lords, to the various ins tances I shall lay before you  in order 
to prove my assertion, do no t  reply, saying that ' tis physical sensa
tion which is the foundation of these subsequent pleasures,. I know, 
to be sure, physical sensation is involved herein, but be perfectly 
certain that it does n o t  exis t in some sort save thanks to the power
ful support given it by moral sensation, and be sure as well that, 
were you to provide these individuals with the same physical sensa
tion and to omit  to join to i t  all that the moral may yield, you'd 
fail en tirely to  stir them. 

There very often came to me a man of whose name and 
quality I was ignorant, but who, however, I knew most  certainly to 
be a man of circums tance. The kind of woman with whom I married 
him made no difference at all : beau tiful or ugly, old or young, it 
was all the same to him,. his partner had only to play her role 
competen tly, and that role was as follows : ordinarily, he would 
come to the house in the morning, he would enter, as though by 
acciden t, into a room where a girl lay upon a bed, her skirts raised 
to above her wais t and in the attitude of a woman frigging herself. 
Immediately his en trance was no ticed, the woman, as if surprised, 
would spring from the bed. 

"What are you doing here, villain?" she would ask very 
crossly ,. "who gave you permission to disturb me?" 

He would beg forgiveness, his apologies would go unheeded, 
and all the while showering him with a renewed deluge of the 
harshes t  and most biting invectives, she would fall to giving him 
furious kicks upon the posterior, and she would become all the 
more certain of her aim as the patient, far from dodging or shield-
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ing his behind, would unfailingly turn himself and present the 
target within easy range, although looking for all the world as if 
he wished only to escape this punishment and flee the room.  The 
kicking is redoubled, he cries to be  spared, blows and curses are 
the only replies he receives, and as soon as he feels he is sufficien tly 
excited, he promptly draws his prick from his breeches, which he 
has  hitherto kep t  tightly buttoned, and ligh tly giving his  device 
three or four flicks of the wris t, he discharges while rushing away 
under an unremitting s torm of kicks and abuses. 

A second personage, either tougher or more accus tomed to 
this sort of exercise, would not en ter the lis ts save with a s treet 
porter or some o ther stout rascal willing to sweat for his hire. 
The libertine enters furtively while his opponent is busily counting 
his money; the churl cries thief; whereupon the hard language and 
blows begin. Whereas with the former debauchee, the blows .were 
scattered somewhat  over his body, this one, keeping his breeches 
down about his ankles, wishes to receive every thing squarely in the 
center of his unclo thed bum, and that bum has to be  buffeted by a 
good heavy boo t, amply s tudded with hobnails and well coated 
with mud. At the moment he felt himself about to discharge, our 
gentleman ceased to parry the blows; plan ted firmly in the middle 
of the room, his breeches s till lowered, and agitating his prick with 
all his s trength, he  braved his enemy' s  assaults, and, at this crucial 
juncture, dared him do his worst, insulting him in his own turn, 
and swearing he was about to die of pleasure. The more vile, the 
more lowly the man I found for this s talwart libertine, the more 
scurvy his antagonist, the heavier and the more filthy his boot, 
the  more overpowering would be my client's ecstasy; I had to em
ploy the same tact and discrimination in selecting his assailan t that 
I would have had t o  devo te to embellishing and beau tifying an
o ther man's woman. 

A third wished to  find himself in what in a whorehouse is 
called the harem, at the same ins tant two o ther men, paid so to do 
and on hand for no  o ther purpose, began a dispute. Both would 
turn upon  our libertine, he would ask to be spared, would throw 
himself upon  his knees, would no t  be  lis tened to, and one of the 
two champions would directly snatch up a cane and fall to belabor
ing him all the while he crept to the entrance of ano ther room 
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where he would take refuge. There he would be received by a girl, 
she would console him, caress him as one might a child who has 
come to be comforted, she would raise her skirts, display her ass, 
and the libertine, all smiles, would spray his fuck upon it. 

A fourth required the same preliminaries, but as soon  as the 
s trokes of the cane began to rain down upon  his back, he would 
frig himself within sight of all. Then this las t operation would be 
suspended for a moment; there would, however, be no in terrup
tion in the dual at tack of blows and oaths ; then he'd get ho t  again, 
frig some more, and when they saw his fuck was about to fly, 
they'd open a window, pick him up by the wais t, and fling him out; 
he would land upon a specially prepared dung heap after a fall of 
no m ore than six feet. And that was the critical moment;  he had 
been morally aroused by the foregoing preliminaries, and his 
physical self only became so thanks to his fall; ' twas never but 
upon  that dung heap he loosed his fuck. When one went to lo ok  
from the  window, he was gone;  there was an obscure li ttle do or 
below ( he had a key to i t ) , and he'd disappear through it a t once. 

A man paid for the purpose and dressed like a rowdy would 
abruptly en ter the chamber in which the man who furnishes us with 
the fifth example would be lying with a girl, kissing her ass while 
awaiting developments .  Accosting the expectan t libertine, the bully, 
having forced the door, would insolen tly ask what righ t  he had 
thus to meddle with his mis tress and then, laying his hand upon  
his sword, he would tell the usurper t o  defend himself. All con
fused, the latter would fall to his knees, ask pardon, grovel on  the 
floor, kiss it, kiss his rival's fee t  too, and swear he was ready to 
relinquish the lady at once, for he had no desire to fight  over a 
woman. The bully, whom his adversary's pliabili ty rendered all 
the more insolen t, now called his enemy a coward, a con temptible 
fellow, a whoreson  ass-fucker, and a dog, and threatened to carve 
up his face with the edge of his sword. And the more ugly became 
the one's behavior, the more humble and fawning became the 
o ther's. Finally, after a few minu tes of debate, the assailan t offered 
to make a settlement with his enemy : 

"I see damned well that you've got no guts at all, " said he, 
"and so I' Il le t you go, but upon  condition you kiss my ass ." 

"Oh, Monsieur, I' ll do whatever you like," said the other, 



The 1 20 Days of Sodom -+ 495 

enchan ted by this solu tion, "I'd even kiss it if ' twere all beshitted, 
if you  wish, provided you do m e  n o  harm ." 

Sheathing his  sword, the bully directly pulled down his 
breeches, the libertine, only to o delighted, leap t enthusiastically to 
work, and while the young man let fly half a dozen farts at  his 
n ose, the old rake, having attained the summit of ecstasy, loosed 
his fuck and swo oned with pleasure. 

"Every one of those excesses makes sense to me," Durcet said 
in a faltering tone, for the little libertine was stiff a fter hearing tell 
of these turpitudes. "Nothing more logical than to adore degrada
tion and to reap delight from scorn. He who ardently loves the 
things which dishonor,  finds pleasure in being dishonored and must 
necessarily stiffen when told tha t  he is. Turpitude is, to certain 
spirits, a very sound cause o f  j oy. One loves to hear oneself called 
what one wishes only to merit being, and it i s  truly impossible to 
guess how far a man may go in this direction, provided he be 
ashamed of  nothing. 'Tis once again the story of  certain sick 
persons whom nothing delights like the disintegration of their 
body." 

" 'Tis all a question of cynicism," was Curval's  deliberated 
opinion, pronounced while toying with Fanchon's buttocks. "Who 
is unaware that even punishment produces enthusiasms, and have 
we not seen certain individuals' p ricks stiffen into clubs at  the same 
instant they find themselves publicly disgraced ? Everyone knows 
the story of the brave Marquis de S * * *  who, when informed of 
the magistrates' decision to burn him in effigy, pulled his prick 
from his breeches and exclaimed : 'God be fucked, i t  has taken 
them years to do it, but it 's  achieved at last ; covered with oppro
brium and infamy, am I ?  Oh, leave me, leave me, for I 've got 
absolutely to discharge' ; and he did so in less time than it  takes 
to tell ." 

"Those are undisputed facts," the Duc commented, nodding 
gravely. "But can you explain to me their cause ?" 

"It resides in our heart," Curval replied. "Once a man has 
degraded himself, debased himself through excesses, he has im
parted something of  a vicious cast to his soul, and nothing can 
rectify that situation. In any other case, shame would act as a 
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deterrent and incline him away from the vices to which his mind 
a dvises him to surrender, but here that possibility has been elimi
nated altogether : ' ti s  the first token of shame he  has obliterated, 
the initial call he has defini tively silenced, and from the state in 
which one i s  when one has ceased to blush, to that other state 
wherein one adores everything tha t  causes others to blush, there 
is  no more, nor less, than a single step. All that before affected one 
disagreeably, now encountering an otherwise prepared soul, is  
metamorphosed into pleasure,  and from this moment onward, 
whatever recalls the new state one has adopted can henceforth only 
be voluptuous." 

"But what a distance one must first have ventured along the 
road of vice to a rrive at  that point I" said the Bishop. 

"Yes, yes, ' tis  so," Curval acknowledged ;  "but l i ttle by little 
one makes one 's  way along, and the path one treads is strewn with 
flowers ; one excess leads to another,  the imagination, never sated, 
soon brings us  to our destination, and as the traveler's  heart has 
only hardened as  he has pursued his career,  immediately he reaches 
his goal, that  heart which of  old contained some virtues, no longer 
recognizes a single one. Accustomed to livel ier things, i t  promptly 
shrugs off those early impressions, those soft and unsweet, those 
tasteless ones which t i l l  then had made i t  drunk, and as it  strongly 
senses that infamy and dishonor are going surely to be the con
sequences o f  its new impulsions, in order to have nothing to fear 
of them, i t  begins by making i tself familiar with them. It  no sooner 
caresses than i t  i s  seized with a fondness for them, because they 
are of the same nature as its new conquests ; and now that heart i s  
fixed unal tera bly, forever ."  

"And that," the Bishop observed, "is  what makes mending 
one's ways so difficult ." 

"Say rather that i t  is impossible, my friend. And how are the 
punishments inflicted upon him you wish to reform ever to succeed, 
since, with the exception of  one or  two privations, the state of 
degradation which characterizes the situation in which you place 
him when you punish him, pleases him, amuses him, delights him, 
and inwardly h e  relishes the self that has gone so far as to merit 
being treated in this way ?" 
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"Oh, what is this glory, j est, and riddle of the world I "  sighed 
the Duc. 

"Yes, my friend, an enigma above all else," said the grave 
Curval. "And that perhaps is what led a very witty individual to 
say that  better every time to fuck a man than to seek to compre
hend him." 

And the arrival of  supper interrupting our interlocutors, they 
seated themselves at table without having achieved a thing during 
the soiree. N a theless, at dessert, Curval, his prick as hard as  a 
demon's, declared he'd be damned if it wasn't a pucelage he wanted 
to pop, even i f  he had twenty fines to pay, and instantly laying 
rude hands upon Zelmire, who had been reserved for him, he was 
about to drag her off to the boudoir when his three colleagues, 
casting themselves in his path,  besought him to reconsider and 
submit to the law he had himself prescribed ; and, said they, since 
they too had equ ally powerful urges to breach the contract, but 
held themselves somehow in check all the same, he should imitate 
them, at  least out of a feeling of comradeship. And as  they had 
straightway sent word to have Julie  fetched in, for Curval was 
fond of her, she, upon arriving, took him directly in hand, and, 
together with Champville and Bum-Cleaver, they all four went 
into the salon ; the other three friends soon joined them there,  for 
the orgies were scheduled to begin. Upon entering, they found 
Curval close at grips with his aides, who, adopting the most 
lubricious postures and providing the most libertine exhortations, 
finally caused him to yield up his fuck. 

In the course of the orgies, Durcet had the duennas  give him 
two or three hundred kicks in the ass ; not to be outdone, his peers 
had the fuckers serve them identically, and before retiring for the 
night, no one was exempted from shedding more or less fuck, 
depending upon the facuIties wherewith by Nature he had been 
endowed. Fearing some fresh return of the defloratory whim 
Curval had just announced, the duennas were, through precaution, 
assigned to sleep in the boys' and girls' chambers. But this measure 
was unnecessary, and Julie ,  who looked after the President all 
night long, the following morning turned him over to the society 
as limp as an empty glove. 



THE TWENTY-FOURTH DAY 

'P iety is indeed a true disease of the soul . Apply whatever 
remedies you please,  the fever will not subside, the patient 

never heals ; finding readier entry into the souls of  the woebegone 
and downtrodden,  because to be devout consoles them for their 
other ills, it i s  far more difficult to cure in such p ersons than in 
others. Such was the case with Adelaide: the more that vista of 
debauchery and of libertinage unfolded before her eyes, the more 
she recoiled and sought sanctuary in the a rms of tha t  comfort
giving God she hoped one day would come and deliver her from 
the evils which, she saw only too well, her dre adful s ituation was 
going to bring down upon her head.  No one had a more profound 
appreciation of her circumstances than she ; her mind could not 
more clearly have foreseen everything that was necessarily to fol
low the fatal beginning of which already she had been a victim, 
however mildly ; she wonderfully well understood that, as the 
stories grew progressively stronger, the men's use of  her and o f  
h e r  companions, evolving sympathetically, would also grow more 
ferocious. All that,  despite everything she was told, made her 
avidly seek out, as often and for as long as she could, the society 
o f  her beloved Sophie. No longer did she dare go in quest of her 
at night ; her overseers were sharp-eyed, wary, and drastic steps 
had been taken to thwart any more of  those escapades, but when
ever she found herself free for an instant, she would fly to her soul 
mate, and upon this very morning o f  the day we are presently 
chronicling, having risen early from the Bishop' s  bed, where she 
had lain that  night, she went into the young girls '  quarters to chat 
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with her dear correspondent. Durcet, who because of his  duties 
that month used also to rise earlier than the others, found her 
there and declared to her  there was nothing for i t ,  he  could not 
both carry out his functions and overlook this  infraction of  the 
rules ; the society would have to decide the matter according to its 
pleasure. Adelaide wept, tears were her sole weapon, and she 
resorted to them. The only favor she dared beg from her husband 
was to try to prevent Sophie from being punished ; for Sophie,  she 
a rgued, could not be guilty, since i t  had been she, Adelaide, who 
had come looking for her, not Sophie who had gone in search o f  
Adelaide. Durcet s a i d  he  would report the fact as  he  h a d  observed 
it ,  would disguise nothing ; no one i s  less apt to be melted than a 
punisher whose keenest interest l ies in punishing. And such was 
the case here,  o f  course ; was there anything prettier to punish than 
Sophie ? Surely not, and what cause might Durcet have for sparing 
her ? 

Their Lordships assembled, the financier made his report. 
Here was an habitual o ffender ; the President recollected that, 
when he had been at  the Palais de Justice, his ingenious confreres 
used to contend that recidivism in a man proves N ature i s  acting 
more strongly in him than education or principles ; hence, by 
repeated errors, he attests, so to speak, that he is not his own 
master ; hence, he must be doubly punished-the President now 
reasoned just as logically and with the same inspired verve that 
had won him his schoolmates' admiration, and h e  declared that, as 
he viewed the thing, one had no choice but to invoke the law and 
punish the incurable Adelaide and her  companion with all permis
sible rigor. But as  the law fixed the death penalty for this offense, 
and as Messieurs were disposed to amuse themselves yet a li ttle 
longer with these ladies before taking the final step, they were 
content to summon them, to m ake them kneel, and to read them 
the article out o f  the ordinances applying to their case, drawing 
their attention to the grave risk they had just run in committing 
such a transgression. That done, their judges pronounced a sen
tence thrice as severe a s  the one which had been executed upon 
them the previous Saturday, they were forced to swea r  they would 
not repeat  their crime, they were advised that, should the same 
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thing occur again, they would have to endure the extreme penalty, 
and their names were inscribed in the register. 

Durcet's inspection added three more names to the page ; two 
from amongst the li ttle girls, one of the boys rounded out the 
morning's capture. All this was the result of  the experimenting 
with minor indigestions ; it was succeeding extremely well, but 
those poor children, unable to restrain themselves another moment, 
were beginning to tumble one a fter another into states of  cul
pability : such had been the experience of  Fanny and of  Hebe 
amongst the girls, and of  Hyacinthe amongst the boys. The evi
dence found in their pots was enormous,  and Durcet frolicked 
about with it for a long time. Never had so many permissions been 
requested on any given morning, and certain subo rdinate per
sonages were heard to curse Duclos for having imparted her secret. 
Notwithstanding the multitude of  requests, leave to shit was 
granted only to C onstance, Hercule ,  two second-rank fuckers, 
Augustine, Zephyr, and Desgranges ; they provided a few minutes' 
enterta inment, and Messieurs sat down to dine. 

"Well ,  now you see your mistake in allowing your daughter 
to receive religious instruction, " Durcet said to Curval ; " there's  
nothing to be done about her now. Those imbecil it ies have taken 
root in her head. And I told you they would, ages ago . "  

" I n  faith ,"  s a i d  Curval, "I thought that acquaintance with 
them would be just one more reason she 'd have for despising them, 
and that as  she grew up she would convince herself of  the stupidity 
o f  those infamous dogmas." 

"What you say is  al l  very well  for reasoning minds,"  said the 
B i shop, "but one simply must not expect it  to succeed with a child." 

"I 'm afraid we're going to be forced to resort to violent 
measures ,"  said the Due, who knew very well Adelaide could 
overhear him. 

"Oh yes, in good time, "  Durcet nodded. "1 can assure her 
that if  she has no one but me for her advocate,  she'll be poorly 
defended in court." 

"Oh, 1 know that, Monsieur I "  Adelaide stammered through 
her tears ; "everyone is aware of your feelings toward me." 

"My feelings ?" protested Durcet. "But,  my dear wife, 1 
ought perhaps to begin by informing you I have never had any 
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feelings whatsoever for a woman, and assuredly fewer for you, 
who belong to me, than for any other. I hate religion, as well as 
all those who practice i t, and I warn you that, from the indif
ference I have in your regard, I shall pass damned quickly to the 
most violent aversion if you continue to revere infamous and 
execrable illusions, phantoms which have ever been the obj ect of 
my contemptuous scorn. One must first have lost one's mind to be 
able to acknowledge a god, and to have gone completely mad to 
worship such a thing. In short, I declare to you before your father 
and these other gentlemen that there are no lengths to which I 
shall not go i f  I ever again find you guilty of such a sin. You should 
have been sent to a nunnery if  you wanted to pray to your fuck-in
the-ass God ; there you'd have been able  to worship the bugger to 
your heart's content." 

"Ah 1" put in Adelaide, groaning, "a nun, Great God, a nun, 
would to heaven that I were such." 

And Durcet, who at the time was sitting opposite her, an
noyed by her response, hurled a silver plate at her face ; it would 
have killed her had it struck her head, for the shock was so violent 
the missile bent double upon crashing against the wall. 

"You're an insolent creature," Curval said to his  daughter, 
who, to avoid the plate, had leapt  between her father and Antinoiis. 
"You deserve to have your belly kicked in." 

And driving her away from him with a blow of h is  fist : 
"Go crawl on your knees and beg your husband's forgive

ness," said he, "or  we'll expose you to the severest ordeal you've 
ever dreamt of." 

In tears, she cast herself at Durcet's feet, but he, having got 
a very sol id erection from hurling the plate, and declaring he'd 
have given a thousand louis  to have hit his mark, Durcet said that 
he felt an immediate, a general, and an exemplary punishment was 
in order ; another would of course be executed on Saturday, but h e  
proposed that this o n e  time they d o  without the children's services 
at coffee and devote that period to amusing themselves with 
Adelaide. Everyone consented to the proposal ; Adelaide, Louison, 
and Fanchon, the most wicked of the four elders and the most 
dreaded by the women, moved into the salon ; certain considera
tions oblige us to draw a curtain over what transpired there. But 
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of one thing we may be perfectly certain : our four heroes dis
charged during that set-to, and Adelaide was allowed to take to 
her bed. 'Ti s for the reader to invent the combina tions and scene 
he'd like best, and kindly consent to be conveyed, if  ' twould please 
him to accompany us,  directly to the throne room where Duclos is 
about to resume her narrative. All of the friends have taken their 
places near the ir wives, all ,  that i s  to say, save the Due, who was 
to have Adela ide tha t a fternoon, and who has replaced her with 
Augustine ; everyone then being ready, Duclos begins to speak. 

One day, said that talented orator, while I was m ain taining 
b efore one of my fellow procuresses that I had surely seen all i t  
were possible to see of the most  furious by way of passive flagella
tion,  in that 1 had flogged and witnessed o thers flog men with 
thorns  and the bull's pizzle .' 

" Oh,  by C o d," my co lleague answered, "you s till have a great  
deal to see ,  my dear, and to  persuade y o u  that  y o u've by n o  means  
o bserved the wors t, I'll send o n e  of my clien ts aro und tom orrow." 

A n d  having given me n o tice of the hour of the visit, and ad
vised me of the ritual expected by that  elderly pos t-office commis
sioner whose name,  I remember, was Monsieur de Crancourt, I 
made full preparations a n d  awaited our man;  I was to give him 
my pers o n al atten tion,  the thing was s o  arranged. He arrives at 
the h o use,  and after we have retired to a room together:  

"M o nsieur, "  I say,  "1 deeply regret h aving to make the fol
lo wing disclosure, but  1 am bound to inform y o u  that  y o u  are a 
pris o n er and can n o t leave this place. 1 further regret to say that 
Parliament h as delegated m e  to arrest  and punish you,  and the 
Legislature has s o  willed i t, and I have its order in my pocket.  
The pers o n  who sen t you to me set  a trap for you,  for she knew 
full well the implications of your coming here, and she could most  
assuredly have enabled y o u  1 0  avoid this scene.  As for the  res t, 
you know the facts in the case .' ' tis n o t  with impunity one per
petrates the black and dreadful crim es you have committed, and I 
co nsider y o u  exceedingly fortu n a te to get off with so little ."  

Our man had lis tened with the keenest  attention to my 
harangue, and immediately I had done, he burs t into  lears and fell 
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down on  his knees before me, imploring me to deal leniently with 
him. 

"Well I know," said he, " that I have greatly misbehaved. I 
know I have affronted God and justice; but  since ' tis you, my sweet 
lady, who are appointed to chasten me, I most earnes tly entreat 
your indulgence in my regard." 

"Monsieur," I replied, "I shall do my du ty.  How can you be  
sure I am no t  myself being closely watched? What  makes you  
suppose I have i t  in my power to respond to  your  pleas for merci
ful compassion ?  Remove your clothes and adopt a docile attitude, 
that is all I can say to you ." 

Grancourt obeyed; in a trice he was as naked as the palm of 
your hand. But, great God! what was this body he  offered to my 
sight !  I can only compare i ts skin to a ruffled taffeta. Upon that 
whole body, marked everywhere, there was not a single spo t  which 
did no t  bear terrible evidence of the lash. 

However, into the fire I had thrust  an iron scourge garnished 
with poin ted s teel tips; I had received the weapon that morning 
together with final instructions. This murderous ins trument had 
reached a bright-red color about the same moment Grancourt had 
removed his las t s titch. I snatched the scourge from the coals and, 
s tarting to beat him with i t, gen tly a t  first, then with increasing 
severi ty, then with all my strength, and that heedless of where my 
b/o'U's fell, rending him from the nape of his neck to his heels, I 
had my man s treaming blood in an instant.  

" You are a villain," I told him as I brought the scourge 
whis tling down upon  his body, "you're a villain and you've com
mitted all sorts of crimes. No thing is sacred to you, and I've lately 
heard that you've poisoned your mo ther." 

" ' Tis true, Madame, oh, ' tis only too true. I'm a monster, I'm 
a criminal," said he as he frigged himself. " There's no infamy I've 
no t  perpetrated and am no t  prepared to do again .  Come now, 
your blows are u tterly in vain, I'll never mend my ways, I find too 
much delight in crime. You'd have to kill me  to put a s top to  my 
joy ,. crime is  my element, ' tis my life, I've lived in crime, I' ll die 
in it ." 

And you may well imagine how, these remarks of his inspiring 
my arm and tongue, I redoubled my blows and invectives. The 
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word "luck" escaped his lips, however : that was the signal :  I lay 
on with all my might and endeavor to s trike his mos t  sensitive 
parts. He skips, hops, jumps, and capers, he eludes me and, dis
charging, he scampers into a tub of warm water specially prepared 
to purify him after this bloody ceremonial. A h, upo n  my soul, yes ! 
I ceded to my friend the honor of having seen more of this sort 
of thing than I, and I believe we two were able to say at  the time 
that we had seen m ore than all the res t of Paris, for our Gran
court's needs n ever varied, and for above twenty years he had been 
going every day to that woman's establishment for the same trea t
ment .  

Shortly afterward, that same woman arranged to have me 
meet  ano ther libertine whose idiosyncrasy, I fancy, will seem at  
leas t as unusual to you .  The scene  transpired in h i s  lit tle house  at  
Roule. I am introduced into a rather obscurely l i t  room, where I 
find a man lying in bed, and, posed in the cen ter of the roo m, a 
coffin. 

" You  see before you," our libertine said to me, "a man re
clining upo n  his deathbed, one  who would n o t  close his eyes with
ou t  rendering a last homage to the o bject he worships. I adore 
asses, and if I am to perish, I want to die while kissing one .  When 
life shall have fled this frame, yo u  y ourself shall lift me into that 
coffin, draw round the shrouds, and nail down the lid. It is my 
design thus to die in p leasure's embrace, and at this las t moment 
to be  served by the very object of my lubricious heats. Come . . . 
come," he continued in a broken, weak, gasping voice, "make has te, 
for I am nigh to the threshold." 

I draw near to  him, turn around, I exhibit my buttocks. 
"A h, wondrous ass /" he cries. " ' Tis well, I am easy thus to 

be  able to take with me to the grave the idea of a behind as pretty 
as that one  /" 

A n d  he  fondled i t, opened i t, nuzzled and kissed it jus t  the 
way the healthies t man in the world might have done. 

"Oh, indeed!" said he  a moment  later as he left off his task 
and rolled toward the wall, "well I knew ' twould no t  be for long 
I'd savor this pleasure; I do now expire, remember what I have 
enjoined y ou to do ."  

And s o  saying, he  u ttered a profound sigh, grew rigid, and 
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played his part with such skill that damn me  if I didn' t  think he 
was dead. I kep t  my wits about me; eager to see the  end of this 
droll ceremony, I wrapped him in the shroud. He had ceased to 
s tir, and whe ther it was that he knew some secret for feigning 
death, or whether my imagination had been affected, he felt as 
rigid and cold as a bar of iron;  only his prick gave some hints of 
life : i t  too was rigid, but no t  cold, and glued to his belly, and 
drops of fuck seemed to come oozing from it despite his moribund 
condition.  Directly I have him swathed in the sheet, I take him up 
in my arms, and it  wasn't easy, for the way he'd become rigid 
made him as heavy as a s teer. I succeeded nevertheless in trans
porting him to the coffin. As soon as I have laid him ou t, I s tart 
reciting the prayer for the dead, and finally I nail the coffin shut; 
that was the critical ins tant for him : no  sooner have I driven the 
last nail home than he se ts to  screeching like  a madman : 

"Holy name of God, I'm coming! Get out, whore, get out, 
for if I catch you, you're done for!" 

I'm seized by fear, I dart to the s tairs, upon which I meet a 
tactful manservant who is thoroughly acquain ted with his master's 
manias and who gives me two louis ; I proceed to the door, while 
the valet hastens in to the patien t's bedchamber to free him from 
the sealed coffin. 

"Now there ' s  a quaint taste," said Durcet. "Well,  Curval, 
what do you think of that  one ?" 

" M a rvelous," the President replied ; "there you have an in
dividual who wishes to make himself familia r  with the idea of 
death, and hence unafraid of it, and who to that end has found no 
better means than to associate it with a libertine idea.  There is  
absolutely no doubt about i t : that  man wil l  die fondling an ass ." 

"Nor any doubt, " said Champville ,  " that  he i s  proudly im
pious ; I know him, and I shall have occasion to describe the use h e  
makes of  religion's  holiest mysteries." 

"I don't  wonder he is an unbeliever," said the Due. "He's 
clearly a man who laughs a t  the whole business and who wishes to 
accustom himself to acting and thinking the same way during his 
last minutes ."  

" Fo r  my part," the Bishop said,  "I find something very 
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piquant in that passion, and I 'll not hide the fact I 'm sti ff from 
hearing about it. Continue,  Duclos,  go on, for I have the feeling I 
might do something silly, and I 'd  prefer to leave well enough alone 
for the rest of  the day." 

r ery well, said that splendid raconteur, here's one  less com
plex; ' tis the s tory of a man who for five years regularly applied at  
my door  for the single pleasure of getting me to sew up his  ass
h o le. He used to s tretch ou t  belly down upon a bed, I would seat 
myself between his legs and, equipped with a stout needle and half 
a spo ol of heavy cobbler's thread, I'd sew his anus completely 
closed, and this fellow's skin in that area was so toughened and so 
used to needle thrus ts that  my operation would n o t  draw a single 
drop of b lood  from his hide. While I worked, he would frig him
self, and he used to discharge like a mule when I'd taken the las t 
s ti tch. His ecs tasy dissipated, I'd promptly undo my work, and that 
would be  that. 

Another used to ha'Ve brandy rubbed over e'Very part of his 
body where Nature had placed hair, then I'd pu t a match to those 
areas l'd rubbed with alcohol, and all  the hair would go up in 
flames. He would discharge upon  finding himself afire, meanwhile 
l'd show him my belly, my cun t, and so forth, for that fellow had 
the bad taste never to want to see anything but fron ts .  

" But, tell me,  Messieurs , did any of you know Mirecourt, to
day president in the upper chamber, and in those days attorney to 
the Crown ?" 

" I  knew him," said Curval. 
" Well, my Lord, do you know what used to be,  and what I dare 

say still i s ,  his passion ?" 
"N 0 ;  and he passes,  or wishes to pass ,  for a devout and good 

subj ect, I 'd be most pleased to know." 
" My Lord," Duclos said,  "he likes also to be taken for an 

ass . . . .  " 
"Ah I by God I said the Duc ; and turning to Curval : "what 

do you think of  that, my friend ? Damned strange taste, don't you 
thing, for a judge ? I 'll wager that once he's an ass he thinks he's  
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going to pronounce judgment. Well, what  next ?" he asked of 
Duclos. 

"N ext, your Grace, one must lead him by the halter, walk 
him about the room for an hour, he brays, one mounts astride him, 
and when one's in the saddle, one whips his entire body with a 
switch, a s  if to quicken his gait. He breaks into a trot, and as he's  
started by now to frig himself, he soon discharges and,  while he 
does so, makes loud noises, bucks, rears, and throws the rider." 

"That, I 'd  say, i s  more diverting than lubricious. And pray 
tell me,  Duclos ,"  the Duc went on, "did that man ever tell you he 
had some comrade who shared his taste ?" 

"Why, indeed, he did tell me so," said the amiable Duclos, 
entering into the joke with a merry laugh and descending from her 
platform, for her day's stint was over ; "Yes, Sire, he told me he 
had a quantity of  comrades ,  but that not all of them would allow 
themselves to be mounted." 

The seance had come to an end, Messieurs were disposed to 
perform a few stunts before supper ; the Duc hugged Augustine in 
close embrace. 

"You know," he said dreamily, frigging her clitoris and direct
ing her to grasp his prick, "you know, I'm not a t  all surprised that 
Curval is sometimes tempted to violate the pact and pop a pucelage 
or two ,  for I feel at this very moment, for example, that I could 
willingly send Augustine' s  to the devil." 

"Which one ?" Curval inquired. 
"Both of them, bless my soul," answered the Duc ; "but one 

must behave oneself during this sojourn ; in having thus to wait a 
little while for our pleasures, we make them far more delicious. 
Well , little girl ,"  he continued, "show me your buttocks, perhaps 
' twill change the character of my ideas . . . .  Bleeding Christ 1 look 
at  the little whore' s  ass ! Curval, what do you advise me to do with 
this thing ?"  

"Put some vinegar sauce on it ,"  said Curval. 
"Mercy 1"  exclaimed the Duc, "what a notion. But patience, 

patience . . . everything will come in good time." 
" My very dear brother," said the Bishop in a halting voice, 

"there's  something in your words that smells of fuck." 
"Really ? For indeed I have the greatest desire to lose some." 
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"And what prevents yOU ?" the Bishop wanted to know. 
"Oh, many things, many things, "  the Duc replied. "First of  

all, I see no sh i t  in the  pipe ,  and I 'd  like shit, and then . . .  I don' t  
know-there a r e  so many things I ' d  like . . . .  " 

"What ?" asked Durcet just  before Antinoiis' tu rd cascaded 
into his  mouth. 

"What ?" echoed the Duc. "There's ,  to begin with, a li ttle 
infamy I simply must perform." 

And retiring to the distant boudoir with Augustine, Zelamir, 
Cupidon, Duclos,  Desgranges, and Hercule ,  he was heard, a minute 
later,  to utter ringing cries and oaths which proved the Duc had 
finally managed to calm his brain and soothe his balls. Little precise 
information exists upon what he did to Augustine, but, notwith
standing his love for her,  she was seen to return in tears and, 
ominous sign ! one of her fingers had been twisted. We deeply re
gret not yet to be able to explain all this to the reader, but i t  is 
quite certain that these gentlemen, on the sly and before the arrival 
of the day heralding open season, were giving themselves over to 
tricks which have not so far been embodied in story, hence to un
sanctioned deeds, and in so doing they were acting in formal viola
tion of the regulations they had sworn in honor to observe ; but, 
you know, when an entire society commits the same faults, they are 
commonly p ardoned. The Duc came back and was pleased to see 
that Durcet and the Bishop had not been wasting their time, and 
that Curval, in Bum-Cleaver 's  arms, was delici ously doing every
thing one may possibly do with all the voluptuous obj ects one may 
possibly assemble around oneself. 

Supper was served, orgies followed as usual, the household 
retired to bed. Lame and aching as  Adelaide was, the Duc, who 
was scheduled to have her by him that night, wanted her there,  
and as  he had come from the orgies rather drunk, as  was his  
wont,  i t  i s  said that he did not deal  tenderly with her. But by and 
large the night was passed just l ike all the preceding nights, tha t  
i s  t o  say, in the depths of  delirium and debauchery, and fair-haired 
Aurora having come, as  the poets say, to fling open the gates o f  the 
palace where dwelt Apollo, that god, somewhat a libertine him
self, only mounted his  azure chariot in order to bring light to shed 
upon new lecheries. 



THE TWENTY-FIFTH DAY 

� owever,  a new intrigue was quietly taking form within 
U7. the impenetrable walls o f  the Chateau o f  Silling ; but it  
did not have the dangerous significance that  had been a ttributed to 
Adelaide's  league with Sophie .  This latest association was being 
hatched between Aline and Zelmire ; those two young girls' con
formity of character contributed grea tly to their attachment to 
each other : both were mild-natured and sensitive, no more than 
thirty months separated them in age, they were both very childlike, 
very simple,  very good-hearted : they had, in brief, almost all of 
the same virtues,  and almost all the same vices, for Zelmire,  sweet 
and tender, was also, like Aline,  careless and lazy. They suited 
one another so admirably that, on the morning of the 2 5 th, they 
were discovered in the same bed, and this is  how i t  happened : being 
destined for Curval, Zelmire slept, as we know, in his bedchamber. 
Aline was Curval's bedwife that same night. But Curval , having 
returned dead drunk from the orgies, wished to sleep with no one 
but Invictus, and thus i t  fell out that these two l ittle doves, aban
doned and brought together by fortune,  from dread of the cold 
both camped in the same bed and, in bed, 'twas maintained, their 
l ittle fingers itched more than their dear little elbows. 

Upon opening his eyes in the morning and seeing these two 
birds sharing the same nest, Curval demanded to know what they 
were doing there,  and ordering them both to come instantly into 
his bed, he  sniffed about just below each one's clitoris,  and clearly 
recognized that both of them were still full of fuck. The case was 
grave : Messieurs did indeed wish the young ladies to be victims 
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of impudicity, but they insisted that, amongst themselves, they be
have decently-oh, for what will libertinage, perpetu ally incon
si stent libertinage, not insist upon I-and i f  they sometimes con
sented to permi t the ladies to indulge in a l i ttle reciprocal impuri ty, 
i t  all had to be both upon Messieurs'  express instructions and be
fore their eyes. And thus i t  was the case was brought before the 
council,  and the two delinquents, who neither could nor dared deny 
the thing, were o rdered to demonstrate what they had been up to, 
and before a crowd of spectators to di splay just what the ir  individ
ual  talents were. They did as  they were told, with much blushing 
and not a l ittle weeping, and asked to be forgiven the i r  mistakes.  
But too attractive was the prospect of  having that pretty couple 
amongst the culprits to be punished the following Saturday ; con
sequently, they were not forgiven, but were speedily included in 
Durcet's book of  sorrows which, incidentally, was being very agree
ably filled up that  week. 

This chore completed, breakfast was finished, and Durcet 
conducted his  searches. The fatal indigestions yielded still another 
miscreant : ' twas the l i ttle Michette, she ' d  been unable to hold the 
bridge, she sa id  they 'd  made her eat too much the night before, 
and these were followed by a thousand other infantile excuses 
which did not prevent her name from being written down. Curval,  
h i s  prick jumping like a young colt, seized the chamber pot and 
devoured i ts contents. And then bringing his  angry eyes to bear 
upon her : 

"Oh yes,  by Jesus , "  sa id  he ,  "yes, by the Saviour's  fuck, you 
shall  be spanked, my l i ttle rascal ,  my own hand will see to that. 
There are rules  against shi tting that way ; you should a t  least have 
given us  notice ; you know damned well that  we are prepared to 
receive shit at any hour of the day or night." 

And he fondled her buttocks very vivaciously while repeating 
the rules to her.  

The boys were found intact ,  no chapel permissions were dis
tributed to them, and Messieurs repaired to table .  During the 
meal ,  there was plenti ful and penetrating discussion of  Aline's  
deed ; they ascribed a holier-than-thou attitude to her,  sa id she ap
peared a l ittle hypocrite,  and behold ! here was proof of her real 
temperament at last come to l ight. 
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"How now, my friend," Durcet sa id to the Bishop, "is  one 
still to lay any store by appearances, above all those that girls 
parade ?" 

'Twas unanimously agreed nothing was more deceitful than 
a girl , and that, as  they were every one of them false, they never 
made use of  their wits save to be more skill fully false. These ob
servations brought the table talk around to women, and the Bishop 
who abhorred them, gave vent to all the hatred they inspired in 
him. He reduced them to the state of  the vilest animals, and 
proved thei r existence so perfectly useless in thi s world that one 
could exti rpate them from the face of  the earth without in the 
slightest countercarrying the designs of  Nature who, having in 
times past very surely found the means to create without women, 
would find it  again when only men were l eft .  

They proceeded to coffee ; i t  was presented them by Augustine, 
Michette, Hyacinthe, and Narcisse. The Bishop, one of whose 
greatest uncomplex pleasures was to suck li ttle boy's pricks, had 
been spending a few minutes playing this game with Hyacinthe ,  
when all o f  a sudden he reared back and let out, not a shout, but 
a bubbl ing noise, for his mouth was full ; his exclamation was in
terpreted thus : "Ah, by God' s balls ,  my friends, a pucelage ! That' s 
the first time thi s l i ttle rascal has discharged, I 'm sure of it I"  
And, truth to tell , no one had so far observed Hyacinthe carry 
things to that  point ; he was indeed thought still too young to bring 
i t  off.  But he was well advanced in his  fourteenth year,  't is the 
age when Nature customarily heaps her favors upon us ,  and noth
ing could have been more real than the victory the Bishop thought 
he had achieved. None the less, the others were anxious to verify 
the thing, and each wishing to be witness to the adventure, they 
drew up their chairs in a semicircle a round the young man. Augus
tine, the most accomplished frigger in  the seraglio ,  received per
mission to manualize the lad within clear sight  of the assembly, 
and Hyacinthe was given leave to fondle and caress her in whatso
ever part of  her body he desired. There ' s  no spectacle more volup
tuous than that offered by a young maid of fifteen, lovely as the 
day, lending herself to the caresses of a boy of fourteen and pro
voking, by means of  the most delicious pollutions, his springtide 
discharge. 
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Hyacinthe, aided perhaps by Nature, but yet more certainly 
by the examples he had before his nose, fondled, handled, kissed 
naught but his frigger's  pretty little buttocks, and it  required little 
more than an instant of this to bring color to his cheeks, to fetch 
two or three sighs from his l ips,  to induce his pretty li ttle prick 
to shoot, to a distance of one yard, five or six j ets of sweet fuck 
white as cream, which emissions happened to land on Durcet 's  
thigh, for the banker was seated nearest the boy and was having 
himself frigged by N arcisse while watching the operation. The 
fact once indubitably established, they caressed and kissed the child 
rather universally, each swore he'd love to receive a small portion 
of that  youthful sperm, and as it appe ared that, a t  his age and for 
a beginning, six discharges were not too many, in that he had after 
all just delivered himself of  two without the least difficulty, our 
libertines induced him to shed another in each of their mouths. 

Much heated by this performance, the Due laid hands on 
Augustine and frigged her clitoris with his tongue until he had 
elicited several sol id  discharges from her ; full  of fire and blessed 
with a mettlesome spirit ,  that li ttle minx shot them off in short 
order. While the Due was thus polluting Augustine, nothing was 
more engaging than to see Durcet,  come up to gather symptoms 
of the pleasure he was not provoking, kiss that beautiful child's  
mouth a thousand t imes over,  and swallow, so to speak, the volup
tuousness another was causing to circulate throughout her senses. 
The hour was advanced,  they were obliged to omit the midday 
nap and to pass directly into the audi torium where Duclos had 
been awaiting them for a long time ; as soon as  everyone had ar
ranged himself, she took up the thread of her adventures and spoke 
as hereafter you may read : 

I have already had the honor to remark in your Lordships' 
presence, that i t  is most  difficult to fathom all the tortures man 
invents for himself in order to find, in the degradation they pro
duce, or the agonies, those sparks of pleasure which age or satiety 
have made to grow fain t in him. Hard it is to credi t the assertion 
that one  such gentleman of this sort, a person of sixty years and 
to a singular degree jaded by all the pleasures of lubricity, used 
only to  be  able to res tore his senses to life by having the flames 
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of burning candles applied to every part of his body, and principally 
to the ones Nature has intended for those selfsame pleasures. He 
would have his thighs seared, his prick, his balls roasted, and above 
all else his asshole : while all this was going forward, he would 
be kissing an ass, and after the grievous operation  had been re
peated for the fifteenth or twentieth time, he would discharge while 
sucking the anus of the girl who'd been burning him. 

Soon after that  one, I had dealings with ano ther who obliged 
me to use a horse's currycomb on him, to rub down his en tire body 
with that instrument, quite as one does to the animal I have just 
named. Directly his body was all an open wound, I'd next rub him 
with alcohol, and this second torture would cause him abundantly 
to discharge upon  my breasts-that was the battlefield he chose 
to spray with his fuck. I would kneel before him, squeeze his prick 
between my bubs, and he'd quietly wash them with his balls' acrid 
humor. 

A third would have every hair on  his ass plucked out one 
by one .  While that lengthy operation was advancing, he would 
frig himself upon  a warm turd I'd jus t done for him. Then, a t  the 
same ins tan t a conventional dribble of fuck announced the crisis' 
approach, I had, to give it the necessary encouragement, to drive 
the poin t of a scissors deep enough into each of his buttocks to 
draw a jet of blood. His ass was a maze of wounds and scars, I 
was scarce able to find an open space for my two gashes; im
media tely the s teel entered him, he'd plunge his nose into the shit, 
smear it upon  his face, and floods of sperm would crown his 
ecs tasy . 

A fourth put his prick in my mouth and bade me bite it as 
hard as I could; in the meantime, as I chewed his poor device, 
I was expected to lacerate his buttocks with an iron comb whose 
teeth were ground to sharp poin ts; and then, at the moment I 
sensed his prick ready to melt-a very fain t, a barely perceptible 
erection would tell me so-and then, I say, I'd spread his buttocks 
prodigiously wide, ease them close to a burning candle I'd kept in 
readiness on the floor, and I'd braise his asshole with it .  ' Twas the 
burning sensation of that candle under his anus decided his emis
sion;  I'd therewith redouble my bitings, and would soon find my 
mouth full. 
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"One moment, if  you please, "  said the Bishop. "Every time 
I hear of someone discharging into a mouth I am reminded of the 
good fortune I had earlier today, and my spirits are disposed to 
tasting further pleasures of the same sort." 

Saying which, he draws Invictus near,  for that champion was 
on duty in the Bishop's  alcove that afternoon, and falls to sucking 
the brave fellow's prick with all the energetic lustiness of  a true  
bugger.  Fuck explodes, the  prelate gobbles i t  up ,  and straightway 
goes to repeat the operati on upon Zephyr. The Bishop was 
brandishing his knobkerrie,  and ' twas seldom that women would 
feel completely at their ease when he was in this critical state and 
they were near him. Unfortunately, i t  was his niece Aline who hap
pened to be within range. 

"What are you doing there, bitch ?" he rasped ; "I  want men 
for my fun."  

Aline seeks to elude h im,  he se izes  her by the  hair  and,  drag
ging her  into his closet along with Zelmire and Hebe, the two girls 
in his qua rtet : 

"You'll see ," says he to his friends, "you'll see how I 'm going 
to teach these wenches to slip cunts under my hand when I'm doing 
my best to find some pricks. "  

Upon h i s  order, Fanchon accompanied the three maidens, and 
an instant later Aline was heard to utter very shrill cries ; then 
came tidings of  M onseigneur's  discharge, reverberating howls 
which blended with his dea r  niece 's  dolorous accents. Everyone re
turned . . . Aline was weeping, squeezing and clutching her be
hind. 

" Come show me what he did to you ,"  said the Duc ; "I love 
nothing better than to see traces of my distinguished brother's  
brutality." 

Aline displayed I 've no idea what, for I have never been able 
to discover what went on in those infernal closets, but the Duc 
exclaimed : "By fuck, ' t is delicious, I think I 'll go off and do the 
same. "  But Curval having pointed out to him that time was grow
ing short, and having added that he had an amusing enterprise in 
mind for the orgies, which scheme would demand a clear head and 
all his fuck, Duclos was asked to go ahead with the fifth story in 
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order that the si tting be brought to a proper conclusion ; the story
teller therewith addressed the convocation once again : 

Belonging to that group of extraordinary individuals, said 
she, whose mania consis ts in wallowing in deqradation and in in
sulting their own dignity, was a certain judge of the cil'cuit  court 
whose name was Foucolet. There's truly n o  believing the point to 
which that fellow would carry his furor; he had to be given a 
sample of almost  every torture . I used to hang him, but the rope 
would break jus t in time and he  would fall upon a mattress; the 
n ext instant, I would s trap him to a St.  Andrew's cross and m ake as 
if to break his limbs with a bar, bu t  i t  was only a roll of pas te
board; I used to  brand him upon  the shoulder, the iron I used was 
warm and left a fain t imprin t, no m ore; I would flog his back 
in precise imitation of the public servant  who performs those n oble 
feats, and whils t  I was doing all this I had to overwhelm him with 
a s tream of atrocious invecti'Ves, bitter reproaches for various 
crimes, for which, during each successive operation,  he  would de
mand, a candle in his hand and wearing only his shirt, God's  for
giveness and the law's, pronouncing his entreaties in a very humble 
and contri te tone;  finally, the meeting would be brought to a close  
o n  my ass, where the libertine  would yield up his  fuck when his 
head had reached the ultimate degree of dis traction.  

"Well now,  are you going to let me discha rge in peace now 
that Duclos has finished ?" the Duc asked Curval. 

"N 0, not a bit of it," the President replied ; "preserve your 
fuck, I tell you I need it  for the orgies ." 

"Oh,  so you take me for your valet ,  do you ?" the Duc ex
claimed. "You take me for a worn-out bugger ? Do you suppose 
that the small quantity of fuck I 'm going to lose in a moment will 
prevent me from joining in all the infamies which are going to 
pop into your head four hours from now ? Come now, President, 
you know me better than that ; banish your fears, I ' ll be fit again 
for anything inside fi fteen minutes, but my good and holy brother 
has been pleased to give me a li ttle example of an atrocity I'd be 
grief-stricken not to execute with Adelaide,  your dear and estima
ble daughter." 



5 1 6 + THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

And pushing her forthwith into his closet, along with Therese, 
C olombe, and Fanny, the female elements of  his qu atrain, he  prob
ably did there, with them, what the Bishop had done to his niece, 
and discha rged with the same episodes, for,  as  not long before they 
heard Aline's  terrible scream, so now their ears were treated to 
another from the lips of Adelaide and to the bawdy Due's  yells o f  
lust. Curval wished t o  learn which of the two brothers had been 
the better behaved ; he summoned the two women, and having 
pored at length over their two behinds, he decided the Duc had 
not merely imitated, but  surpassed the  Bishop. 

They sat down at  table,  and having by means of some drug o r  
other stuffed t h e  bowels of all the subj ects, men and women, with 
an abundance of  wind, a fter supper they played the game of fart
in-the-face : M essieurs, all four of them, lay back upon couches, 
their heads raised,  and one by one the members of the household 
stepped up to deliver their farts into the waiting mouths. Duclos 
was requested to do the counting and mark down the scores ; there 
were thirty-six farters a s  against only four swallowers : hence there 
were certain persons who received as many as  one hundred and fi fty 
farts. It had been for this rousing ceremony Curval had wanted 
the Duc to keep himself fit ,  but such p recautions, a s  Blangis had 
made  perfectly clear ,  were quite unnecessary ; he was too  grea t  a 
friend of libertinage to allow some new excess to find him un
prepared ; to the contrary, any new excess always had the greatest 
effect upon him, his  situation notwithstanding, and he  did not fail  
to produce a second discharge thanks to the humid mistral Fanchon 
wa fted into his mouth. As for Curval, they were Antinoiis' farts 
which cost him his  fuck, whereas Durcet bent before the gale that 
swept out o f  M a rtaine's asshole, and the Bishop lost all control in 
the face of what Desgranges offered him. The youth ful beauties'  
efforts, ' twill be remarked, came to naught ; but i s  i t  not true that  i t  
i s  always the crapulous individual who best  executes the in famous 
deed ? 
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I
n that nothing was more delicious than meting out punish. 
ments, in that nothing prepared the way for so many pleasures, 

and those very sorts o f  pleasures M essieurs had mutually promised 
not to taste until in the stori es  mention thereof should permit  
fullest indulgence in them, the libertines sought by every imaginable 
means to trip the subj ects into states of  delinquency, and so procure 
themselves the j oy of chastising their hapless victims ; to this end, 
the friends, having convoked an extraordinary assembly that morn· 
ing, their  purpose being to deliberate upon this problem, they added 
several articles to the household regulations, infraction of  which 
was necessarily to occasion punishment. Firstly, the wives, the 
small boys, and the girls were expressly forbidden to fart anywhere 
save in  the friends'  mouths.  Instantly they were seized by the de
sire to break wind, they were without delay to go and find one of 
the friends and administer unto him what required to be  set at  
large ; a severe afflictive p enalty would be  the  reward for  dis
obedience. Secondly, the use of  bidets and ass-wipings of  any kind 
were absolutely outlawed ; it was generally proclaimed that  all 
subj ects without exception would hereafter never wash themselves,  
and never under any circumstances wipe the ass a fter having 
shitted ; that, whenever an ass were found clean, upon the subj ect 
concerned would l ie  the burden of  proving i t  had been licked clean 
by one of  the friends, and that friend would have to be men
tioned by name. In response to which citation, the friend would be 
questioned, and, being in a position to procure himself two pleas
ures,  instead  of only one, to wit : that of having cleaned the ass  
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with his tongue ,  and that of having punished the subj ect who had 
afforded him this  first pleasure.  . . . Examples of  this  will be 
provided. 

Thirdly, a new ceremony was introduced : at  the time of  the 
morning coffee, a t  the time of  their entry into the girls '  quarters,  
and also when, a fter that, they passed into the boys ' ,  each of the 
subj ects would hereafter, one by one, step forth and, in a loud and 
clear  voice, say to each of the friends : "I don't  care a fuck for 
God j there's  shit in my ass ,  would you like some ?" and those who 
should fail in an intelligible voice to pronounce both the blasphemy 
and the invitation, would instantly be inscribed in the dread book. 
The reader will readily imagine what difficulties the pious Adelaide 
and her young pupil Sophie had to surmount before being able to 
utter such infamies,  and their inner struggles p rocured Messieurs 
some excellent entertainment. 

The foregoing once framed in law, they turned to consider 
delations and decided to admit them ; this barbarous means of  mul
tiplying vexati ons, accepted by every tyrant, was warmly embraced 
by these. I t  was decided, fourthly, that every subj ect who should 
lodge complaint against some other, would thereby earn a one
half reduction of the punishment he was to suffer for the next fault 
he committed. Messieurs were in no way deprived by this system, 
because the subj ect who had just accused another subj ect could 
never know the extent of the punishment a half of  which, he was 
promised, would be supp ressed ; and so i t  was a simple matter in
deed to give him preci sely what one wished to give him, and still 
to persuade him he had got off more lightly than otherwise he 
might.  Messieurs agreed upon and published their decision, that 
no delation required substantiating proof in order to be believed, 
and th at, to be inscribed, accusation brought by anyone would 
suffice. The duennas'  authority, furthermore, was increased, and 
upon the basis of their slightest complaint, whether true or  false,  
the subj ect would be condemned immediately. In a word, over this 
small population they established all the vexation, all the injustice 
one could imagine, certain in the belief that the more harshly their 
tyranny was exerci sed, the greater the sum of pleasures they 
'Would derive from their privileged situation. 
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All this legisla tion composed and voted, they visited the 
chamber pots. Colombe was found guilty ; her excuses hinged upon 
the food they had m a de her eat  between meals the day before ; she 
had, said she, been unable to resist, she was dreadfully unhappy 
about the whole thing, and this was the fourth successive week 
she had been punished. The statement was true ,  and she had only 
to blame her ass ,  which was the freshest, the sweetest, the best
made and most endea ring li ttle ass you could hope to see.  She 
pointed out she ' d  not wiped herself, and that, she supposed, should 
be regarded as a point in her favor. Durcet examined her,  and 
having indeed di scovered a very thick and very broad patch of 
shit,  he assured her that, in the light of  this,  she'd be treated a 
l i ttle less rigorously. Curval, stiff at the time, la id  hands on her,  
and having completely cleaned her anus, he had her p roduce her 
tu rd and ate it  while having her frig him, periodically interrupting 
his chewing to kiss her upon the mouth and to order her to swallow, 
in her turn, what of  her own creation he brought to her lips. They 
next inspected Augustine and Sophie,  who had been solemnly en
j oined, a fter the stools they had yielded up the night before, to 
remain in the most impure state. Sophie 's  appea rance conformed 
with her instructions, even though she had slept in the Bishop ' s  
chamber, but  Augustine was a s  neat as  a p in .  Sure of  her reply, 
she advanced p roudly and said that they knew very well she had,  
a s  was her custom, la in the night in Monsieur Ie Duc's bedchamber, 
and that before going to sleep he  had summoned her to his  bed, 
where he had licked her asshole while she had frigged his  prick 
in her mouth. When interrogated, the Duc said that he had no 
remembrance of  the thing ( although the story was completely true ) ,  
that he had fallen asleep with his  prick in Duclos' ass ,  that they 
could substanti a te the fact. They went about the matter with all 
possible seriousness and gravity, they sent for Duclos who, seeing 
clearly what was a foot,  lent her support to everything the Duc a d
vanced, and maintained that Augustine had been called to Mon
sieur 's  bed only for a brief instant, that M onsieur had shitted into 
Augustine's  mouth and then, upon second thought, had bade her 
return to the bed in order that he might eat  his  turd. Augustine 
sought to defend her thesis and dispute Duclos'  contentions, but 
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silence was imposed upon her and, although perfectly innocent, 
her name was wri tten down. 

Amongst the boys, whose chambers they visited next, Cupidon 
was found guilty ; he had done the world's most gorgeous turd in 
his chamber pot.  The Duc snatched i t  up and gobbl ed i t  up while 
the young malefactor sucked his member. 

All requests for chapel permission were refused ; they then 
went to dine. The beauti ful Constance, whom they sometimes 
dispensed from serving at  table because of  her state, was however 
feeling fit that day, and made her appea rance naked ; the sight 
of her belly, which was beginning somewhat to swell, made Cur
val 's  head very hot ; the others, seeing his  treatment of the poor 
creature's buttocks and breasts growing rather rough-Curval' s  
horror for h e r  w a s  doubling every day, that w a s  plain-were 
swayed by her entreaties and their common desire to preserve her 
fruit ,  a t  least  until  a certain date,  and she was allowed to absent 
herself from all the day's functions, save for the narrations, where
from she was never excused. Curval started in again with his  fright
ful speeches about child-breeders, he declared that if he had 
government of  the country he would borrow their  law from the 
inhabitants of  Formosa,  where pregnant women under thirty are,  
together with their fruit ,  ground in a large mortar ; should that 
law, he protested, be  introduced into France, the population would 
still be twice what i t  ought be. 

Coffee came next ; i t  was presented by Sophie,  Fanny, Zelamir,  
and Adonis, but served in a passing strange manner : ' twas in the 
children' s  mouths, one had to sip i t  therefrom. Sophie served hers 
to the Due, Fanny Curval's ,  Zelamir the Bishop' s, and Durcet go t 
his out o f  Adonis. They extracted a mouthful, gargled it a moment, 
and returned it into the mouths of  those who'd served them. Curval, 
who had risen from table in  a great ferment, got stiff all over again 
thanks to this ceremony, and when i t  had been completed, he laid 
hands on Fanny and discharged into her mouth, ordering her to 
swallow the whey ; the threats accompanying his instructions suc
ceeded in making the poor wretch obey without the flutter of  an 
eyelash. The Duc and his two other confreres collected shit or 
farts ; having finished their nap, they all trooped in to li sten to 
Duclos,  who spoke to them in this wise : 
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I will move with dispatch, said that amiable girl, through my 
last two adventures concerning these unusual men who find their 
delight only in the pain they are made to undergo, and then with 
your leave we will pass on to a different  variety .  

The first, while he had me frig him, naked and s tanding up, 
wanted floods of ho t  water poured down on us through an opening 
in the ceiling; our bodies were to be showered during the entire 
operation.  It was quite in vain I argued that, while not  sharing in 
this passion of his, I was nevertheless, like himself, to be a victim 
of it; he replied, assuring me I would suffer no hurt from the 
experience, and that these showers were good for one's health. I 
believed him and let him have his way; as this scene transpired in 
his house, the temperature of the water, a critical detail, was some
thing lying beyond my control. It was indeed nearly boiling. Mes
sieurs, there is no conceiving the pleasure he felt upon  being 
drenched by it. As for myself, all the while operating with all pos
sible speed, I screeched, yes, I confess it, I screeched like a drown
ing tomcat; my skin came peeling off, and I made myself the firm 
promise never to return to that man's house. 

"Ah, buggerfuck I "  exclaimed the Due, "I  have the strongest 
inclination to give the beauteous Aline a comparable scalding." 

"Your Grace ,"  the latter repl ied in a humble but decided tone, 
"I  am not a tomcat." 

And the naive candor in her childlike reply h aving fetched 
a chuckle from everyone ,  Duclos wa s  asked to give the second 
and final example of the same genre. 

I t was a great deal less painful for me, said Duclos ; I had 
simply to don a stout glove, then with this pro tected hand to take 
burning grit from a frying pan I'd been heating on a s tove, and, 
my hand filled, to rub that fiery sand over my man's body, from 
head to toe. His body was so inured to this exercise that he seemed 
to be covered not with skin, but with leather. When one reached 
his prick, one had to seize it and massage it in a handful of that 
same sand; he'd be up like a sho t. Then, with the o ther hand, I 
placed a small fire shovel, heated red-hot  for this purpose, under 
his balls . This rubbing with the one hand, the consuming heat which 
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rose to bake his testicles, perhaps a little touching of my two 
buttocks, which I had to keep well exposed and within reach dur
ing the operation, this combination of elements melted him alto
gether and he discharged, being very careful to spill his seed upon 
the hot shovel where, to his unutterable delight, he watched it 
sizzle and evaporate in steam. 

"Curval," said the Duc, " there's  a man who, 'twould appear  
to  me, has  no greater fondness than have you for  population." 

"It looks that way to me," Curval assented ; "I  make no bones 
about the fact I love the idea of  watching fuck burn." 

"Oh, I know all the ideas fuck inspires in you ,"  said the Duc 
with a hearty laugh.  "And even were the seed to ripen, the 
egg to hatch, you ' d  perfo rm a combustion with the same pleasure, 
wouldn 't  you ?" 

"Upon my soul, I do fea r  I would, "  said Curval, as he  did 
I know not what to Adelaide that brought a loud scream from her 
lips. 

"And who the devil do you think you are  dealing with, 
whore ?" Curval demanded of his  daughter. "What are these 
chirpings and squallings all about ? Remember the company you are  
in. Can't  you see that  the Due' s trying to talk to me of burning, 
provoking, instilling good manners into hatched fuck, and what 
are you , pray tell  me,  but a li ttle  something hatched out of my 
balls'  fuck ? Duclos, I say, continue,  if you please , "  Curval added, 
"for I have the feeling this bitch ' s  tears might make me discharge. 
And I'd prefer not  to ."  

And here we are, said our heroine, come to details which, 
bringing with them characters of a more singular piquancy, will 
perhaps please you more. You know of course that in Paris we 
have the custom of exposing the dead before the doors of houses. 
There was a particular gentleman, well placed in society, who used 
to pay me twelve francs for every one of these lugubrious objects 
to which, in a given evening, I could lead him,. his whole delight 
consisted in going up with me as near to them as possible, to the 
very edge of the coffin if we were able, and once we had posted 
ourselves there, I had to frig him in such wise his fuck would shoot 
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ou t  upon the coffin . We used to  run from one  to ano ther, would 
often pay our respects to three or four in an evening; it all de
pended upon  the number I had located for him in advance, and 
we performed the same operation beside each of them; he never 
touched any thing but my behind while I toiled over his prick. He 
was a man of about thirty, and I had his trade for at least ten 
years . I'm sure that, during the period of our collabora tion, I 
made him discharge  upon more than two thousand coffins. 

"But would he not say something during the rite ?" inquired 
the Due. "Did he not speak either to you or to the corpse ?" 

"He would shower invectives upon the deceased," Duclos 
replied j for example : 'Here, you rascal, here, take i t, you villain, 
you bugger,  take my fuck along with you to hell .' " 

"A very unusual mania ,  that one, "  Curval commented. 
" My friend," said the Due, "you can be certain that man was 

one of our own sort, and that he surely did not stop at  that." 
"You are quite right, my Lord," spoke up Martaine, "and I 

shall have occasion to bring that actor back upon the stage." 
Taking advantage of the silence which succeeded Martaine's 

interj ection, Duclos went on. 

Ano ther one, said she, carrying a more or less similar fan tasy 
a good deal further, wanted me to keep spies on the watch near 
the  cemeteries and to bring in word every time there was a burial 
of some young girl whose death had been caused by any thing but a 
dangerous disease-he was very emphatic upon that poin t. As soon  
as I had  go t  wind of  something suitable, and  he always paid me 
very handsomely for  those discoveries, we  would se t  off after sun
down, en ter the cemetery by one means or ano ther, and heading at  
once for the grave our informant had indicated, above which the 
earth had only recently been broken, we would both fall to work, 
dig down to the cadaver, and when o nce we'd uncovered i t, I'd 
frig him over i t  while he  spent his time handling it and, above all, 
if ' twere possible, its bu ttocks. If perchance, and it frequen tly 
occurred, he s tiffened a second time, he'd therewith shit, and have 
me shit also, upon  the corpse, and discharge thereupon, all the 
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while palpating whatever parts of the body he could lay his hands 
on .  

"Oh, my, b u t  that  one does strike a response i n  m e , "  said 
Curval, "and i f  I have to make my confession to you here and 
now, I 'll assure you I 've done the same thing from time to time. 
To be sure, I added a few little episodes I dare say our rules 
prevent me from describing at  this point.  B e  that as it  may, my 
prick's got monstrously fat ; spread your thighs, Adelaide . . . .  " 

And I 've not the faintest idea what happened next ; all we 
know is that  the couch groaned beneath its burden, unmistakable 
sounds of a discharge pealed from the President's niche, and I am 
led to suppose that, very simply and very virtuously, his honor the 
judge had just committed incest. 

"President," the Duc called over, "I 'll wager you thought she 
was dead." 

"Why, indeed, that's true," said Curval, "else how in the 
world could I have discharged ?" 

And hearing not another word from the several alcoves , 
Duclos brought that  evening's stories to a close with the following 
one : 

Les t I leave you, Messieurs, with dark images and sad 
thoughts, I am going to conclude the soiree with the story of the 
Due de Bonnefort's passion. That young lord, whom I amused five 
or six times, and who used frequen tly to see one of my close friends 
for the same operation, required a woman, armed with a dildo, to 
frig herself naked in his presence-to frig herself, I say, both be
fore and behind and to keep it  up for three hours without a mo
ment's in terruption .  He has a clock there to guide you, and if you 
drop the work before having completed the third hour, no payment 
for you. He sits opposite you, he observes you, makes you turn 
this way, that way, some o ther way, exhorts you to ply the dildo 
more energetically, he would have you go out  of your mind with 
pleasure, and if indeed transported by the effects of the operation, 
you should really swoon away with delight, ' tis very certain you 
will hasten his .  But if you keep your head, at  the precise ins tan t 
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the clock strikes the third hour, up he gets, approaches you, and 
discharges in your face. 

"Truly," quoth the Bishop,  "I fail to understand, Duclos, 
why you didn't  prefer to leave us with those other images and 
thoughts rather than with this innocuous picture. They had some 
spice to them, some color, and excited us powerfully, whereas here 
we have some sort of milksop business which, now that the session 
is over, leaves us with nothing at all in our heads." 

"No, she did the right thing, insofar as  I 'm concerned," said 
Julie ,  who was lying with Durcet, "and I give her my warmest 
thanks. We'll all be allowed to go to bed more peacefully now that 
they don't have all those frightful ideas in  their heads." 

"Ah, lovely Julie ,  you may be very gravely mistaken," said 
Durcet, "for I never remember anything but the e arlier one when 
the later one displeases me ; you doubt my word ? why, then pray 
have the kindness to follow me." 

And, together with Sophie and M ichette, Durcet fled into his 
closet to discharge I don't  know how, but none the less in  a 
manner which must not have suited Sophie ,  for she uttered a pierc
ing scream and emerged from the sanctuary as red as a cockscomb. 

"Well, " drawled the Due, "you surely could not have wanted 
to confuse her with a corpse for that  stunt ; for you've just made 
her give out the most furious sign of life." 

"She was a fraid, that' s all ," Durcet explained ; "ask her what 
I did to her and make her tell you in a whisper." 

He sent Sophie to speak to the Due. 
"Ah," said the latter aloud, "there' s nothing in that either to 

warrant screams, or, for that matter, a discharge." 
And because the supper call sounded, they suspended their 

conversation and their pleasures in order to go and enjoy those of 
the table. The orgies were celebrated rather quietly, and Messieurs 
retired to bed in  good order ; not one of them had even the ap
pearance o f  being drunk i and that was extremely unusual. 



THE TWENTY- S EVENTH DAY 

�he denunciations, authorized on the p revious day, began early 
1. that  morning ; the sultanas, having remarked that, save for 

Rosette, they were all listed for correction, decided that all eight 
of themselves ought to be included in the game and promptly went 
to level accusations against her. They reported she had spent the 
whole night farting, and as  this was really only a teasing they 
were giving her, she had the entire harem against whom to pit  her 
denials ; her name was straightway inscribed. Everything else 
moved along splendidly and, except for Sophie and Zelmi re, who 
stuttered just a little, the friends were thrilled by the new compli
ment they had from these brazen li ttle hussies : "God's fuck, I 've 
an assful of shit,  wouldst care for some ?" And, as  a matter of fact, 
there was shit everywhere to be had indeed,  for, from fear of some 
temptation to wash, the governesses had removed every pot, every 
receptacle, every towel, and all water. The diet of meat but no 
bread was beginning to warm all those li ttle unwashed mouths, 
Messieurs noticed tha t  there was already a very appreciable dif
ference in the li ttle girls' breaths. 

"Damn my eyes I "  exclaimed Curval as  he withdrew his tongue 
from Augustine's  gullet ; " that now signifies at least something ; 
kissing this one makes me stiff ."  

Everyone agreed there had been a distinct improvement. 
As there was nothing new or out of  the ordinary until coffee, 

we are going to transport the reader directly to the salon. Coffee 
was served by Sophie ,  Zelmire,  Gi ton, and Narcisse. The Due said 
he was perfectly sure Sophie was the sort of girl who could dis-

526  
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charge j the experiment, in his view, had absolutely to be made. 
He asked Durcet to keep a close eye on her and, laying her upon 
a divan, he simultaneously polluted the edges of her vagina, her 
cli toris, and her asshole, at first with his fingers, next with his 
tongue j and Nature triumphed : a fter fifteen minutes of this, the 
lovely girl became uneasy, troubled, she flushed crimson, she sighed, 
she panted, Durcet drew ,Curval's and the Bishop's attention to all 
these manifestations, for 'twas they who'd doubted her discharg
ing capacities j the Duc suggested that, since he had always been 
confident of them, it was for the others to convince themselves, 
and so they all fell to imbibing that young fuck, and the little 
rascal's cunt left all their lips moist. The Duc could not resist the 
experiment' s lubricious appeal ; he got up and, squatting over the 
child, discharged upon her half-opened fur, then used his fingers 
to work as much as possible of his seed into the interior of her 
cunt. His head inspired by what he was watching, Curval seized 
the little one and demanded something other than fuck of her ; she 
tendered her cunning li ttle ass, the President glued his mouth to it , 
the intelligent reader will have no trouble guessing what he re
ceived therefrom. Zelmire was meanwhile amusing the Bishop : she 
first frigged, then sucked his fundament. And all that while, 
Curval was having himself frigged by Narcisse, whose ass he kissed 
ardently. However ,  no one but the Due lost his fuck j Duclos had 
announced some pretty stories for that afternoon which, she prom
ised, would outdo what she had served up the day before, and 
Messieurs were disposed to save their forces for the auditorium. 
The hour having come, they passed to their  alcoves, and that in
teresting girl expressed herself in the following manner : 

A man of whose circumstances and existence I had not  pre
viously known anything, she said, and about whom I was later to 
learn only a little, and, therefore, a man about whom I can give 
you no better than an imperfect portrait, sent me a no te, and in it 
besought me to come to his house, in the rue Blanche-du-Rempart, 
at nine 0' clock in the evening. I had no reason to be suspicious, his 
no te said,. although I had no acquaintance of him, I could be cer
tain that neither would I have cause to complain were I to come as 
he bade me do . Two louis accompanied the letter, and despite my 
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usual cautiousness, which ought certainly to have opposed my ac
cepting the invitation of a man of whom I knew no thing, despite 
all that, I took the risk, trus ting to I know no t  what in tuition 
which, in a very low voice, told me I had nothing to fear. And so 
I went;  and I arrived at  the given address .  I am greeted by a valet 
who informs me that I am to undress en tirely, for, he explains, it  
is only if I am naked that he can in troduce me into his master's 
apartment; I execute the order, and directly he sees me in the 
s tate desired, he takes me by the hand, and having led me through 
several in tervening chambers, finally knocks upon  a door. It opens, 
I enter, the valet withdraws, the door closes again;  but, with what 
regards the amount of light in the room, there was precious little 
difference between that place and the inside of a hat, neither light 
nor air penetrated into that room from any opening whatever. No 
sooner am I in than a naked man comes up to me and seizes me 
without  a word; I keep my wits about me, persuaded that the whole 
thing surely boiled down to no thing more than a li ttle fuck to be 
shed by one means or ano ther; that job o nce over with, I say to 
myself, I'll be quits with this whole nocturnal ceremony. And so I 
waste no t  a moment  placing my hand upon  his groin, with the in
tention of draining the venom from the monster as rapidly as possi
ble. I discover a very large prick, very hard and also very re
bellious, but  scarcely have I touched it than my fingers are forced 
away : my opponent  seems no t  to want me to find ou t  any thing 
abou t  him; I am edged toward a stool  and made to sit down . The 
unknown libertine plumps himself down near me, and grasping my 
ti ts one  after the o ther, he squeezes and wrings them so violen tly 
that I pro tes t that h e  is hurting me. Wherewith his bru talities 
cease, he leads me to an elevated s ofa, and has me s tretch out flat 
upon  it; then seating himself between my parted legs, he falls to 
doing to my buttocks what he has just left off doing to my breas ts : 
he palpates and squeezes them with unparalleled violence, he 
spreads them, compresses them again, kneads them, mauls, kisses, 
and bites them, he sucks my asshole, and as these reiterated attacks 
were less dangerous on tha t side than they might have been on the 
o ther, I held my peace and put up no resis tance, and as I let him 
toil over my hindquarters I wondered what could be the purpose 
of this mysteriousness when, after all, the things he was doing 
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were perfectly ordinary . I was trying to  guess what he was driving 
at when all of a sudden my man began to u tter bloodcurdling 
shrieks : 

"Run for i t, you damned whore, run for it, I tell you," he 
shouted, "get out of here, bitch, for I'm discharging and won' t be 
held responsible for your life!" 

As you may readily imagine, my first movement was to leap 
to my feet; I spied a feeble glimmer of light-it was coming 
through the doorway I had en tered-I dashed toward it-ran into 
the valet who had received me at  the door-flung myself into his 
arms . . . .  He gave me back my clo thes, also gave me two louis, 
I left the place at once, very pleased to have got off so cheaply .  

"And you had excellent cause t o  congratulate yourself," said 
M artaine, "for what you were exposed to was merely a diminutive 
version of  his ordinary passion. I shall present the man to you 
again, Messieurs ,"  that worldly dame continued, "but in a more 
dangerous aspect." 

"I expect my characterization of him will be even darker," 
said Desgranges, "and I wish to j oin Madame Martaine in assur
ing you that you were exceedingly fortunate to have had to put up 
with no more than you did, for the same gentleman has far more 
unusual passions." 

"But let us wait and hear his entire story before arguing the 
point," the Duc suggested, "and, Duclos, make haste to tell us 
another so as  to remove from our minds the image of  an individ
ual who will unfailingly arouse us i f  we dwell any longer on him." 

The libertine with who m  next I came into con tact, Duclos 
went on, wished to have a woman who had a very handsome bust, 
and as that is one of my beauties, after having exposed i t  to his 
scru tiny, he preferred me to any of my girls . But what use did 
that wretched libertine design to make of both my breasts and my 
face? He had me lie down, en tirely naked, upon a divan, straddled 
my ches t, desposited his prick between my dugs, ordered me to 
squeeze them together as tightly as I was able, and after a brief 
career, the wicked fellow inundated them with fuck while expec-
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toratinq at leas t twen ty mouthfuls of thick spittle, all of which 
landed on my face. 

"Well ," grumbled Adelaide, in whose face the Duc had just 
been spitting, "I  fail to see any necessity for imitating that infamy. 
Are you done now ?" she continued as  she wiped her face. But the 
Duc had not discharged. 

"I 'll finish when i t  suits my convenience, sweet child," the 
Duc replied to her ; "bear well in mind that, alive though you 
may be, you are only so in order to obey and to let be done to you 
what we please. Proceed with your story, Duclos, for I might do 
something worse and, adoring this beautiful creature as  I do," he 
said,  resorting to a bit of persiflage, "I'd hardly wish entirely to 
outrage her." 

I know no t, Messieurs, Duclos said as she resumed her dis
course, whether you have ever heard tell of the Commander de 
Saint-Elme's passion.  He had a gaming house where all who came 
to risk their money were deftly fleeced; but the most extraordinary 
part of it all was that cheatinq his visitors used to make the Com
mander's prick s tiffen : every time he'd pick someone's pocket he'd 
discharqe in his breeches, and a woman with whom I used to be on 
the very best terms, and whom he had been keeping for a long time, 
once told me that sometimes the thing would heat him to such a 
poin t that he would be obliged to go to her to seek some relief 
from the ardor devourinq him. He did no t  confine himself to rob
binq customers at roulette; every o ther kind of theft was jus t as 
attractive in his eyes, and no article was safe when he was in the 
vicinity. Were he to dine at your table, he would make off with the 
silverware; when he en tered your s tudy, he'd pilfer your jewels ; if 
near your pocket, he'd appropriate your snuffbox or your handker
chief. Every thing was subject to seizure : he took a keen in teres t in 
any thinq provided he could get his hands on it, and every thinq qave 
him a s tout erection, and would even cause him to discharge once 
he had made i t  his own .  

But in that  eccen trici ty of  his he was certainly less outs tandinq 
than the parliamentary judge with whom I had to cope shortly 
after my arrival at Fournier's es tablishment, and whom I had as 
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a client for many years : his being a rather ticklish case, he would 
deal with no one but me. 

The jurisconsult had a little apartment, which he rented the 
year round, looking out upon the place de Greve,' an old servant 
lived as a caretaker in the apartment, and her only duties were 
these two : to keep the premises in good order and to send word 
to her employer whenever preparations for an execution were 
visible upon the square. The judge would immediately get in touch 
with me, tell me to hold myself in readiness; he would disguise 
himself and come to fetch me in a cab, and we would repair to 
his little apartment. 

In the salon the casement window was placed in such a manner 
it commanded a direct view of, and was situated near, the scaffold; 
we would post ourselves there, the judge and I, behind a lattice
work screen upon one of whose horizontal slats he rested an ex
cellent pair of opera glasses, and while waiting for the patient to 
make his appearance, Themis' wise henchman would amuse himself 
upon a bed which had been drawn close to the window; while wait
ing, I say, he would kiss my ass, an episode which, by the by, 
pleased him enormously. Finally, the crowd's hubbub would an
nounce the victim's arrival, the man of the gown would return to 
his place at the window and would have me take mine beside him, 
with the injunction to frig his prick gently, proportioning my 
strokes to the progress of the execution he was about to watch, 
in such sort that the sperm would not escape until the moment the 
patient rendered up his soul unto God. Everything was arranged, 
the criminal mounted upon the platform, the jurist contemplated 
him; the nearer the patient approached to death, the more furious 
became the villain's prick in my hands. The axe was raised, the axe 
was brought down, 'twas the instant he discharged : "Ah, gentle 
Jesus /" he'd say, "double-fucked Christ/ How I'd like to be the 
executioner myself, and how much better than that I'd swing the 
blade/" 

Moreover, his pleasures' impressions would be measured by 
the method of execution, a hanging produced in him little more 
than an exceedingly mild sensation, a man being broken on the 
wheel threw him into a delirium, but were the criminal to be either 



5 3 2  .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

burned alive or quartered, my clien t would swoon  away from pleas
ure. Man or woman, i t  made no difference to him . 

"1 dare say," he once remarked, "that only a pregnant woman 
would have a s tronger effect upon  me, and, unfortunately, the 
thing canno t  be  brought about ." 

"But, your honor,"  1 said to him upon ano ther occasion, 
" through your public function you have cooperated in the des truc
tion of this luckless victim." 

"A ssuredly, yes, " he replied, "and that precisely is what cre
a tes all the diversion for me; 1 have been judging for a good 
thirty years and have never pronounced any but the death sen
tence." 

"And do you suppose," 1 said, "that you have not, if only a 
li ttle, to reproach yourself for the death of these people, which so  
resembles murder?" 

"Splendid," he murmured; "must one, however, look at the 
matter so  closely ?" 

"But in society such a thing is called a horror," I pro tested. 
"Oh," said he, "one has got to learn how to make the best of 

the horror; there is in horror matter to produce an erection, you  
see, and the  reason therefor i s  quite simple : this thing, however 
frightful you wish to imagine i t, ceases to be horrible for you im
mediately i t  acquires the power to make you discharge; it is, hence, 
no longer horrible save in the eyes of o thers, but who is to assure 
me that the opinion of o thers, almost  always erroneous or faulty 
in every o ther connection, is no t  equally so in this ins tance'! There 
is n o thing, " he  pursued, "either fundamentally good, nor anything 
fundamentally evil,. everything is relative, relative to our point of 
view, that is to say, to our manners, to our opinions, to our prej
udices. This point once established, it is extremely possible that 
something, perfectly indifferen t in itself, may indeed be dis tas teful 
in your eyes, but may be most delicious in mine,. and immediately 
1 find it pleasing, immediately 1 find it amusing, regardless of our 
inability to agree in assigning a character to i t, should I not be a 
fool  to deprive myself of it merely because you condemn i t?  Come, 
come, my dear Duclos, a man's life is something of such slight im
portance that one may sport with it as much as one likes, jus t as 
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o n e  might with a eat's life o r  with that of a dog; ' tis up t o  the 
feeble and weak to defend themselves, they have virtually the same 
weapons we possess. And since you are so  scrupulous, " my man 
added, "my s tars ! what would you  think of the fan tasy of one  of 
my friends !" 

And, with your Lordships' leave, I shall terminate the eve
ning by giving, as my fifth s tory, the account  of the tas te the judge 
related to me .  

This philosophical juris t told me  that  h is  friend would deal 
only with women scheduled to be execu ted. The nearer the mo
ment  that they are delivered to him borders o n  the moment they 
are going to perish, the better he pays for them. But he insists 
that the conference be held after they have been no tified of their 
sen tence. Thanks to his position in society within easy reach of 
this sort of prize, he never lets one  slip through his fingers and,"  
my informant wen t o n, "I  have seen  h im pay up to one  hundred 
louis for this kind of tete-a-tete. However, he does n o t  carnally 
enjoy them, or rather he  requires no thing of them but that they 
exhibit their buttocks and shit  before his eyes ; for tas te of shit, 
he  main tains, there is no thing to equal what  one gets from a woman 
who has jus t  heard the death penalty pronounced agains t her. He 
will go to any lengths to obtain these private in terviews, and of 
course, as you may well suppose, he does n o t  wish to be  known by 
the victim. He sometimes passes himself off as the confessor, or 
at o ther times as a friend of the family, and his proposals are 
always fortified by the promise that, if they indulge his little 
whimsies, he may very possibly be able to be of help to them . 

"And when he has finished, when he has satisfied himself, 
by what, my dear Duclos," said the judge, "do you fancy he con
cludes his operation ?  Jus t  as do I, my worthy friend; he reserves 
his fuck for the climax, and releases it at last when before his de
lighted gaze the condemned person  expires ." 

"A h, that 's true villainy," I told him. 
"Pillainy ?" he in terrupted. "My dear child, all that's mere 

verbiage, prattle. No thing's villainous if i t  causes an erection, and 
the single crime that exis ts in this world is to refuse oneself any
thing that  might  produce a discharge." 
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"And so it was he refused himself nothing," said Martaine ; 
"Madame Desgranges and I shall have, or so I hope, occasion to 
entertain the company with several lubricious and criminal anec
dotes rela ting to the same personage ."  

"Excellent," sa id  Curval, "for there ' s  a man I 'm already 
hugely fond of. That's just the way one should reason about one 's  
pleasures, and his philosophy pleases me infinitely. I t  i s  truly in
credible the way man, already restricted in all his amusements, in 
all his faculties , seeks further to narrow the scope of his existence 
through his contemptible prejudices. For example, i t  i s  not com
monly suspected what limitations he who has raised up murder as 
a crime has imposed upon all his delights ; he has deprived him
self of a hundred joys, each more delicious than the other, by 
daring to adopt the odious illusion which founds that particular  
nonsense. What the devil difference can i t  make to Nature whether 
there are one, ten, twenty, five hundred more or fewer human be
ings on earth ? Conquerors, heroes, tyrants-do they inhibit them
selves by that absurd law ? Do you hear them saying that we ought 
not do unto others that which unto ourselves we would not have 
done ? Forsooth, my friends, I tel l  you frankly that I tremble ,  I 
groan when I hear fools dare to tell me that such is the law of 
Nature, e tc  . . . .  Merciful Heaven ( a l l  athirst for crimes and 
murders, ' ti s  to see to i t  they are committed, to inspire them 
Nature has wrought her law, and the one commandment she 
graves deep in our hearts is  to satisfy ourselves at no matter whose 
expense. But patience ; I shall perhaps soon have a better occasion 
to expand upon these questions, I have made the profoundest study 
o f  them, and, in communicating my conclusions to you, I hope to 
convince you , as convinced am I ,  that  the single way of serving 
Nature i s  blindly to respond to her desires, of whatever kind they 
may be, because, for the sake of maintaining the divine balance she 
has  struck universally, vice being quite a s  necessary to the general 
scheme as  virtue ,  she i s  wont to urge us to do this ,  now to do that, 
depending upon what i s  at  the moment necessary to her design. 
Yes, my friends, I shall someday discuss all that before you , but 
for the moment I must be still , for I have fuck that needs spilling, 
that devil ish fellow at the executions has made my poor balls swell 
dreadfully. " 
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And the President departed f o r  the boudoir  at  t h e  end o f  the 
corridor, with him went D esgranges and Fanchon, his two dear 
friends, for they were as  great scoundrels as  he  j and with him also 
went Aline, Sophie ,  Hebe,  Antinoiis, and Zephyr. I have little 
definite information upon wha t  the libertine took i t  into his head 
to do in the midst of  those seven persons, but his absence was p ro
longed and he was heard to shout : " Come, damn it ,  turn this way, 
do you hear ? But that's not what I told you to do" and other ill
humored remarks interspersed with oaths to which he was known 
to be greatly a ddicted while enacting scenes of debauchery ; the 
women finally returned, their faces very red, their hair  very untidy, 
and with the air of having been furiously mauled and pawed in 
every sense .  Meanwhile,  the Duc and his two friends had scarcely 
been marking time,  but of  their number  only the Bishop had dis
charged, and in a manner so extraordinary that we had better say 
nothing about it at present. 

They went to the supper table,  where Curval philosophized a 
li ttle more, for, with that man, passions had not the least  influence 
upon doctrines j firm in his principles ,  he was just as  much an 
atheist, an iconoclast,  a criminal a fter having shed his fuck as when, 
before, he  had been in a lubricious ferment, and that p recisely is 
how all wise, level-headed people should be. Never ought fuck be 
allowed to dictate or  affect one's principles j ' t is  for one ' s  p rinciples 
to regulate one's  manner of  shedding it .  And whether one is stiff, 
o r  whether one is not, one's philosophy,  acting independently of 
the p assions, should always remain the same. 

The amusement a t  the orgies consisted in a verification which 
had not until then been undertaken, but which was interesting none 
the less : Messieurs were moved to decide who amongst the boys, 
who amongst the girls had the most beautiful ass.  And so, first of 
all,  they had the eight boys form a line : they were standing erect 
. . .  yes, but, on the other hand, they were made to bend forward 
just a little, for that is  the only way properly to j udge an ass.  
The examination was both very long and very severe, opinions 
clashed, opinions were reversed, rectified, each ass was inspected 
fifteen times, and the apple was generally accorded to Zephyr j it 
was unanimously agreed that i t  was physically impossible to find 
anything more perfect, better molded, better cleft. 
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N ext they turned to the girls, who adopted the same posture.  
Deliberation was at first very slow, very prolonged, i t  proved all 
but impossible to decide from amongst Augustine, Zelmire, and 
Sophie. Augustine, taller,  better made than the other two,  would 
doubtless have triumphed had the jury been composed of painters ; 
but libertines call rather for grace than exactitude, for fullness 
sooner than regularity. There was in her disfavor a shade too much 
of  the slender and of the delicate ; the two other contestants offered 
a carnation so fresh, so healthy, so plump, buttocks so fair and so 
round, a back whose line descended so voluptuously, that Augustine 
was eliminated from further consideration. But how were they to 
decide between the two who remained ? After ten rounds of ballot
ing, opinion was still equally divided. 

At last, Zelmire won the prize ; the two charming winners 
were assembled, were kissed, handled, frigged for the rest  of  the 
evening, Zelmire was ordered to frig Zephyr who, discharging like 
a musket, afforded, in the throes of pleasure, the most entrancing 
spectacle ; then, in his turn , he frigged the young lady who all but 
fainted away in his arms, and all these scenes, of unspeakable lu
bricity, brought about the loss of the Due's fuck and of his 
brother 's ,  but only mildly stirred Curval and Durcet, who agreed 
that what they needed were scenes far less Arcadian, far less 
ethereal i f  their weary old souls were to be cheered, and tha t all 
these winsome frolickings were only good for youngsters. They 
went to bed, and Curval, plunged into the thick of fresh infamies, 
compensated himself for the tender pastorals he had been obliged 
to witness. 



THE TWENTY-EIGHTH DAY 

, C7""" was a wedding day, and the turn o f  Cupidon and Rosette 
1 to be united in holy matrimony, and by still another fateful 

combination of accidents, both were listed for punishment that 
evening. As no one was found at  fault that morning, that entire 
part of  the day was devoted to the wedding ceremony, and when 
i t  was over,  the newlyweds were brought into the salon to see 
what they would do together. The mysteries o f  Venus were, as we 
know, o ften celebrated in these children 's  presence ; although none 
of them had so far taken an active part in them, they were well 
enough grounded in the theory of the thing to be able to execute 
about everything that there is to do. Cupidon, his prick very rigidly 
aloft, insinuated his l ittle peg between Rosette ' s  thighs, and she 
lent herself to his  maneuvers with all the candor o f  the most thor
ough innocence ; the young lad was managing so nicely that he was 
probably well on the way to success when the Bishop, taking him 
in his  a rms,  had put in himself what, I fancy, the child would 
greatly have liked to put into his little wife ; all the while he  per
forated the Bishop 's  ample hole, he regarded her with eyes which 
declared his regrets, but she was herself soon occupied : the Duc 
thigh-fucked her. Curval stepped up in the lewdest fashion to 
fondle the ass of the Bishop's  li ttle fucker, and as that pretty l ittle 
ass was found, in keeping with instructions, in the desired state, 
he licked it  and began to stiffen. Durcet was up to the same tricks 
with the li ttle girl the Due was holding with her chest pressed to 
his. 

However, no one discharged, and M essieurs went in to dine ; 

537  
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the young bride and groom, who had been admitted to the table,  
also appeared to serve coffee, together with Augustine and ZeJamir. 
And the voluptuous Augustine, deeply distressed over not having 
won the prize for beauty the night before, had, as though sulking, 
left her hair  in just that kind of  disarray which rendered her a 
thousand times more intriguing to see.  Curval was stirred by the 
sight, and, examining her buttocks : 

"I fail to understand how i t  happened that this l i ttle rascal 
did not win the palm,"  said he,  "for devil take me i f  in all 
the world there exists a finer ass  than this one here." 

So saying, he pried i t  open, and inquired of Augustine whether 
she were ready to do her old friend a great kindness. "Oh, yes," 
she repli ed, " a very great one indeed, for I really have to get rid 
of  what I have there ." Curval rests her upon a sofa and, kneeling 
before that radiant behind, he devours i ts turd in a flash. 

"Sacred name of  God," says he,  l icking his l ips, turning 
toward his colleagues, and pointing to the prick straining against 
his abdomen, "I'm in a state for furiously undertaking something 
o r  other ."  

"And what would it be ?" asked the Duc,  who was very fond 
of making the President utter horrors when he was in that  particu
lar  sta teo 

"What ?" said Curval. "Why, whatever infamy you wish to 
propose, even were it to dismember Nature and unhinge the uni
verse ."  

" Come along now," sa id  Durcet, upon seeing h im cast furious 
glances in the direction of Augustine, "come along, let's go l isten 
to Duclos, i t ' s  story time. I'm persuaded, " he went on, addressing 
the others, " that if he gets the bit in his teeth, that poor l ittle 
duckling i s  going to spend a trying quarter of an hour."  

"Oh,  yes ! "  said the inflamed President, " a  very trying one,  I 
can vouch for that ."  

" Curval ," sa id the Due,  whose prick was nodding in the a ir  
l ike a vengeful lance, and who had just  finished eliciting some shi t 
from Rosette, "let the others entrust the harem to the two of us, 
and two hours from now we'll have turned in a capital perform
ance.  " 

Durcet and the B ishop, at the moment calmer than their co-
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proprietors, each took one o f  them by the a rm, and i t  was thus,  
that i s  to say,  breeches about their ankles and pricks aloft, that 
those libertines made their solemn entrance into the auditorium, 
where the assembly was already gathered and ready to hear Duclos' 
latest offerings ; she,  having anticipated, from those two gentlemen's 
state, that she would soon be interrupted, began in these terms : 

A nobleman a t  the court, aged about  thirty-five, came and 
asked me for one  of the pretties t girls I could lay my hands on. 
He said no thing to indicate his favorite mania, and to satisfy any 
need he  might have, I gave him a young dressmaker who had 
never ye t  attended a party and who was incon tes tably one of the 
loveliest creatures France could boast .  I in troduce them to each 
o ther and, curious to observe what is about  to transpire, I quickly 
repair to my pos t  a t  the spy hole .  

"N ow where in the  devil has Madame Duclos been," he 
opened by saying, " to find an ugly chit like yourself? Has she been 
raking over someone's dung heap ?  You must  have been servicing 
a couple of soldiers when they came to fetch you here ." 

And the y oung lady, blushing to the ears with shame, for she 
had been forewarned of no thing, was a t  a loss to know what tack 
to take. 

"Well, get  your clo thes off then," the courtier continued. "My 
God, bu t  you're a clumsy slu t !  I've seen ugly whores in my life, but 
never one the likes of you, nor  s o  s tupid. Well, then ? Are we go
ing to be able to get  this over with today ? A h, yes, there's that 
body they've been praising to the skies. Sacred Mother, wha t  are 
those dugs ! you'd think they'd  been grafted from an o ld cow." 

And he fell to handling them bru tally . 
"And this belly ! What could have caused those wrinkles ? 

You surely haven' t  whelped twenty children a t  y our age ?" 
"Not one, Monsieur, I assure you ."  
"Oh, I see ,  not  one, ehl That's how al l  these bitches talk j 

lis ten to them a while and they'll be trying to convince you  they're 

all virgins . . . .  Well, move about, will you, turn around . . •  

infamous ass you've go t  dragging there. Flabby, disgus ting but· 
tocks-I understand now why they described you  as unusual. It 
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must have taken a lo t of kicks in the ass to have arranged things 
this way." 

And you will allow me,  Messieurs, to remind you that the 
ass he was referring to  was as beau tiful an ass as one could find 
anywhere. Be that as it may, the girl began to grow upset; I could 
almost  make ou t  the flut terings of her li ttle heart, and I saw her 
lovely eyes become worried, then mis ty .  And the m ore troubled 
she became, the more energetically the scoundrel sought to mortify 
her. I canno t possibly remember all the ungenerous things he said 
to  her; one would n o t  dare say anything more s tinging, more 
biting, to the viles t, most infamous of creatures. Finally, a lump 
welled up in her throa t  and her tears began to flow; ' twas for this 
las t development the libertine, who had been polluting himself with 
might and main, had reserved the bouquet of his litanies. ' Tis 
impossible, once again, to render for you all the horrible observa
tions he made upon her skin, her figure, her features, the sicken
ing odor he declared she exhaled, how he criticized her bearing, 
her mind; in brief, he hunted up every thing, he invented every
thing to humiliate her pride, and discharged all over her while 
vomiting a trocities a s treet sweeper would never dare ut ter. This 
scene had a most  amusing outcome : the girl seemed to have taken 
it as a lesson, and i t  prompted her to take an oath; she swore never 
again to expose herself to such an adven ture, and a week later I 
learned she had en tered a convent  for the res t of her life. I re
lated this to the young man, who found it all prodigiously funny, 
and who later asked me for someone else to convert. 

Ano ther, Duclos continued, requested me to find him extremely 
sensi tive girls who were awaiting news of an event  whose un
favorable ou tcome might  cause them an access of profoundes t grief. 
I had unending difficulty finding any thing to answer this descrip
tion, and it was virtually impossible to pawn off a makeshift upo n  
t h e  connoisseur. H e  knew what  he  was about, had been playing 
the game for ages, and one glance was sufficien t  to tell him whether 
the blow he was to s trike would reach the mark. And so I made 
n o  effort  to deceive him, and managed somehow always to get him 
girls who were in the men tal s tate he  desired. l one day produced 
a maid who was expecting word from Dijon of a young man she 
idiolized and whose name was Valcourt. I presen ted the girl to the 
libertine. 
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"Where do you come from, Mademoiselle?" he asked her  in  
a decent and respectful tone.  

"From Dijon, Monsieur." 
"From Dijon 'f  JVhy, that's a s trange coincidence, for / have 

just this instant had a letter from Dijon containing tidings which 
have s ore dis tressed me." 

"And what is the trouble?" the girl asked with great in teres t; 
"/ know everyone in the town, this news you have heard may be of 
some importance to me." 

"Oh, not at  all, " our man replied, "it relates only to me,. it 
has to do with the death of a young man-/ was keenly fond of 
him, he  had jus t  married a girl whom my bro ther, who also lives 
in Dijon, had found for him, a girl to whom he was passionately 
attached, and the day after the wedding, he suddenly died." 

"His name, Monsieur, if you please?" 
"His name was Valcourt; he was originally from Paris," and 

the libertine named the s treet  and the number at  which Valcourt 
had lived. " You canno t  possibly have known him, though ."  

But the  young girl had collapsed in a faint. 
Therewith our libertine, beside himself with deligh t, muttered 

a s tring of oaths, unbuttoned his breeches, and set to frigging him
self upon  her supine body .  "Ah, by Chris t!  that's what / want. 
Make haste now, hurry," he said to himself, " the buttocks, I only 
need the buttocks to discharge." 

And turning her over, and pulling up her skirts, he darts seven 
or eight jets of fuck upon  the mo tionless girl's ass, and then takes 
himself off without a thought either for the consequences of what 
he  has said, or for what will become of the unhappy creature. 

"And did she croak as  a result ?" inquired Curval, who was 
being fucked at a great rate.  

"N 0,
" Duclos admitted, "but she fell  ill and lay six weeks at 

death's door." 
"Very fine stunt, oh my,  yes I "  said the Duc.  "But," that 

scoundrel went on, "I should have preferred it  had your man 
chosen the period of  her menstruation for his disclosure . "  

"Yes," Curval said, " quite .  But, Monsieur Ie Duc, tell us all 
the truth : your prick's  in the air, I can sense i t  from here : you 
would have preferred that she drop dead on the spot." 
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"Well, have i t  your own way ,"  called back the Due. "Since 
you'd wish i t  so,  I consent, for, you know, I 've not many scruples 
over a girl ' s  death." 

" Durcet ,"  said the Bishop, "if you don't send those two rascals 
out to discharge ,  there'll be a merry to-do this evening. " 

"Ah, by the Almighty's ball s ,"  Curval shouted toward the 
B ishop' s niche ,  "you ' re a fraid for your flock. But what difference 
would two more or two less make ? Well ,  Monsieur Ie  Due, you've 
heard Monseigneur the Bishop's  suggestion, let 's  go to the boudoir ,  
b u t  we'll g o  together, for i t ' s  all too evident these other gentle
men wish to avoid a scandal tonigh t ." 

N o  sooner sa id than done ; and our two libertines had them
selves followed by Zelmire,  Augustine , Sophie,  Colombe , Cupidon, 
N a rcisse,  Zelamir,  Adonis ,  escorted by Bum-Cleaver, Invictus ,  
Therese,  Fanchon, C onstance, and Jul ie .  A brief interval ensued, 
then two or three women's screams were heard,  then the bellow
ings of our two lechers, who were disgorging their  fuck simul
taneously. Augustine reappea red dabbing at her bleeding nose, 
Adelaide's  breast was covered by a scarf. As for Jul ie ,  always 
libertine enough and clever enough to get through any ordeal un
scathed, she was laughing like one in hysterics and saying that had 
i t  not been for her they'd never have been able to discharge. The 
rest of  the troupe returned ;  Zelamir and Adonis still  had their 
buttocks smeared with fuck. Having assured their confreres they 
had conducted themselves with all possible decency and modesty, 
that they might have nothing to be reproached for, and that now, 
perfectly calm, they were in a fit  state to li sten, M essieurs gave 
Duclos the s ignal to proceed and she did so in the following terms : 

I sincerely regret Monsieur de Curval's precipitate haste to 
relieve his needs, said that superb creature, for I had two pregnant
woman stories to tell him, and they would perhaps have afforded 
him some real pleasure. I know his tas te for the fruit-laden, and 
I am certain that, had he a flicker of warmth left in his bowels, 
these two tales would divert him. 

"Tell them all the same , "  said Curval. "You are aware,  I 
trust, that fucking has not the least effect upon my sentiments,  
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and th at  the moment when I am most infatuated with evil is always 
the moment after I have performed i t ."  

Very well, sa id  Duclos,  I have seen a man whose mania was 
s traitly connected with observing a woman give birth; he would 
frig himself when seeing her labor pains begin, and used to dis
charge squarely upo n  the infan t' s  head directly it hove into view. 

A second would perch a seven-month-pregnan t woman upon  
an iso lated pedes tal at  leas t fifteen feet high . She was obliged to 
keep her balance, and her mind on  what she was about, for if by 
mischance she were to have grown dizzy, she and her issue would 
have been definitively ruined. The libertine I speak of, very li ttle 
affected by the situation of the poor creature he paid for her 
acroba tic skill, kept her where she was un til he had discharged, 
and frigged himself before her while exclaiming : "A h, the lovely 
s tatue, the beautiful ornament, the empress upon her dais !" 

"Well, Curval, you'd have shaken that column, wouldn't  
you ,  eh ?" said the Duc. 

"Ah, not at  all ,  you're  mistaken ; I have too much respect for 
Nature and her works. Is not the most interesting of them all the 
propagation of  our species ? is it not a kind of  miracle we ought 
to adore incessantly, and ought we not to have the warmest in
terest in those who perform it ? For my part,  I never see a pregnant 
woman without being melted ; think for a moment what a marvelous 
thing is  a woman who, just like an oven, can make a l i ttle snot 
hatch deep in her vagina.  Is  there anything more beauti ful ,  any
thing quite as fetching as tha t ? Constance, dear girl, come hither, 
I beseech you, come let me kiss the sanctuary wherein, at  this  
very moment, such a profound mystery is  in progress ."  

And as he found her right there in  his alcove, he was not long 
searching a fter the temple he wished to minister to. But there is  
reason to suppose Constance took a somewhat different view of 
his  intentions, or,  at  least,  that she only half believed his profes
sions, for an instant later she was heard to vent a scream which 
bore no relationship at  all to the consequences of a reverence or 
an homage. Then silence closed again ; observing that all l ay quiet ,  
Duclos concluded her narrations with the following l ittle tale : 
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I knew a man, said she, whose passion consisted in hearing 
children wail and cry; he had to have a mother with a child of 
no more than three or four. He required this mother to give her 
offspring a sound thrashing; it had to be done before him, and 
when the little creature, aroused by this treatment, began to bawl, 
the mo ther had next to catch hold of the rogue's prick and frig 
it industriously, directing the glans a t  the child, in whose face he 
would discharge when the little one was singing his loudest. 

l iN ow, I wager ,"  the Bishop said to Curval, "that  fellow 
was no more a friend of increase than you are." 

"I dare say not," Curval conceded. "He must be, according 
to the a rgument of a lady reputed to possess a great  fund of wit, 
he must be, I say, a great scoundrel j for, in keeping with the de
velopment of her thought, any man who loves neither animals,  nor 
children, nor swollen-bellied women, is a monster fit to be put on 
the rack. Well, by that agreeable old fool ' s  judgment, my case is 
heard and decided and writ off the agenda , "  said the President, 
"for I certainly have no affection for any one of those three 
things." 

And as it was late ,  and as interruptions had consumed a siza
ble portion of  the seance, they went straight to supper. At table, 
they debated the following questions : what need has  man for 
sensibility ? and is it o r  is it not useful to his happiness ? Curval 
proved that it was nothing if not dangerous, and that it was the 
first sentiment, this one of human kindness,  one had to extirpate 
from children, by early making them grow accustomed to the most 
fe rocious spectacles.  E ach of them having differently approached 
the problem, by many and long detours they all finally ended up 
agreeing with Curval . Supper over ,  the Duc and he were of the 
opinion the women and youngsters should be sent to bed, and they 
proposed the orgies be made an entirely masculine tournament j 
everyone concurred, the idea was adopted, Messieurs enchambered 
themselves with the eight fuckers and spent almost all the night 
having themselves fucked and drinking liqueurs. They stumbled to 
bed two hours before dawn, and the morrow brought with it both 
events and stories the reader will perhaps find entertaining if he 
will give himself the trouble to read what follows. 



TH E TWENTY-NINTH DAY 

� here i s  a proverb-and what splendid things p roverbs are 
1 -there is one, I say, which maintains that the appetite i s  

restored b y  e ating. This proverb, coarse,  nay, vulgar though i t  
b e ,  h a s  none the less a very extensive significance : t o  wit, that, 
by dint of  performing horrors, one's desire to commit additional 
ones is whetted, and tha t  the more of  them one commits, the more 
of them one desires.  

Well, such exactly was the case with our insatiable l ibertines. 
Through unpardonable harshness, through a detestable refinement 
of  debauchery, they, as  we  know, had condemned their wives to 
render them the vilest and most unclean services upon their emer
gence from the p rivy. They were not content with that, and on the 
29th of  November they proclaimed a new law ( which appeared to 
have been inspired by the previous night' s  sodomistical l ibertinage ) ,  
a new law, I say, which ruled that, as  of  the 1 st of  December,  those 
wives would serve as  the only pots to their  masters' needs, and 
that the said needs, both the greater and the lesser,  would never be 
executed anywhere save in  their  wives'  mouths j that whenever 
M essieurs were moved to satisfy these fundamental urges, they 
would be followed about by four sultanas who would, once the u rge 
had been satisfied, render them the service which heretofore the 
wives had rendered them and which the said wives would hereafter 
b e  unable to render them, since they were going to have graver 
employment ; that  the four officiating sultanas would be Colombe 
for Curval, Hebe for the Due, Rosette for the Bishop , and 
M ichette for Durcet j and that the least  error or failure committed 
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in the course of e i ther  of these operations,  whether in  the course 
of  that  involving the wives or  in that other involving the four 
li ttle girls ,  would b e  punished with prodigious severity. 

The poor women had no sooner learned of  this  new regulation 
than they wept and wrung their  hands,  unfo rtunately, it  was all but 
in  vain.  I t  was however ordained that each wife would serve her 
husband,  and Aline the Bishop, and that for this one operation 
Mess ieurs would not b e  allowed to exchange them. Two of  the 
duennas  were ordered to take turns presenting themselves for the 
same service ,  and the time for the ir  rendering i t  was unalterably 
fixed at the hour Mess ieurs  would depart the evening orgies ; it was 
decided tha t  Mess ieurs would at  all t imes proceed to this r i tual  in  
each other's  comp any, that whi le  the e lders  were operating, the 
four sultanas, whi le  waiting to give the service required of  them, 
would make consp i cuous display o f  their asses ,  and that  the elders 
would move from one anus to the next, to press i t ,  open i t, and 
encourage i t  generally to function. This regulation promulgated, 
the friends p roceeded that morning to administer the punishments 
which h a d  not  been distributed the night before because o f  the 
decision to perform the orgies with the ass i stance of  men only. 

The operati on was undertaken in the sul tanas' quarters ; they 
were all eight taken care of, and a fter them came Adelaide ,  Aline,  
and Cupidon,  who also were included upon the fatal l i st ; the cere
mony, with the details  and all the protocol observed under such 
ci rcumstances ,  dragged on for nearly four hours, a t  the end of 
which the i r  Lordships descended to dinner, thei r heads swimming, 
especi ally Curval 's  head, for he, prodigiously cherishing these exer
c ises ,  never took part  in them without the most definite erection. 
As for the Due, he  had discharged in  the thick of  the fray, and so 
h a d  Durcet. This latter,  who was  beginning to develop a very 
mischievous l ibertine testiness towa rd h i s  dear wife Adelaide,  was  
unable  to discipline her  without shudders o f  pleasure which  ul
timately loosened his seed.  

Dinner was,  a s  usual ,  followed by coffee ; Messieurs,  disposed 
to have some neat  l ittle asses  on hand, had appointed Zephyr and 
Giton to serve the cups ,  and to these two might have added a la rge 
number of others j but there was not one sultana whose ass was in 
anything like an approp riate  state.  In accordance with schedule ,  
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the coffee-serving team was rounded out by Colombe and Michette. 
Curval,  examining Colombe' s  ass, the bedaubed condition whereof, 
in part the President's own work, generated some singular desires 
in him, thrust his p rick between her thighs from behind, while so 
doing fondling her buttocks vivaciously ; now and again, as  i t  moved 
to and fro, his engine, as  i f  through maladdress, nudged up against 
the dear little hole he would have given a kingdom to perforate. 
For a moment he studied i t  attentively. 

"0 sacred God, " he said, turning to his friends, "I ' ll pay the 
society two hundred louis on the spot for leave to fuck this ass ." 

Reason prevailed, however, he kept a grip upon himself and 
did not even discharge. But the Bishop had Zephyr discharge into 
his mouth and yielded up his own sanctified fuck as  he swallowed 
that delicious child's ; Durcet had himself kicked in  the ass by 
Giton, then had Giton shit,  and remained chaste. Messieurs re
moved to the auditorium, where each father, by an arrangement 
which was encountered rather frequently, had his daughter on his 
couch beside him ; breeches lowered, they listened to our talented 
storyteller's five tales. 

It seemed as though, since the day I had so exactly executed 
Fournier's pious will, happiness smiled ever more warmly upon  my 
house, said that distinguished whore. Never had I had so many 
wealthy acquaintances. 

The Benedictine prior, among my most  fai thful clien ts, one  
day came to tell me that, having heard of a quite remarkable fan
tasy and having subsequen tly observed it performed by one  of his 
friends who was wild about i t, he had a powerful desire to enact 
i t  himself, and hence he asked me for a girl well fledged with hair. 
I gave him a big creature of twen ty-eigh t years who had veritable 
thickets bo th under the arms and upon her mound. "Splendid,"  
said the  prior upon  beholding the  goods, " that's jus t what I need." 
And as he and I were very closely attached to each o ther, as we 
had taken many a gay tumble together, he made no objections when 
I reques ted leave to watch him at work. He had the girl undress 
and half recline upon  a couch, her arms extended above her head, 
and, armed with a sharp pair of scissors he  set  to cropping the hair 
beneath her arms. Once he had clipped away every bit of it, he 
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turned to her mound, and barbered it also, but so  thoroughly that 
when he was done  one would never have believed the leas t  ves tige 
of hair had ever grown on any of the areas he had worked over. 
The job done, he kissed the parts he'd shorn and spurted his fuck 
upon that hairless mound, in a perfect ecs tasy over the fruit  of 
his labor. 

Ano ther required a doubtless much more bizarre ceremony : 
I am thinking now of the Due de Florville; I was advised to bring 
him one  of the most  beau tiful women / could find. A mansen:ant  
welcomed us a t  the  Due's mansion, and we en tered by a side door. 

"We will now prepare this attractive creature, " the vale t 
said to me;  "for there are several adjus tmen ts to be made in order 
that she be in a s tate to amuse my Lord the Due . . .  come with 

" me .  
By way of detours and corridors equally somber and immense, 

we finally reached a lugubrious suite of rooms, lighted only by six 
tapers placed on the floor around a mattress covered with black 
sa tin;  the en tire room was hung in funereal s tuffs, and the sigh t, 
as we en tered, woke the wors t apprehensions in us. 

"Calm your fears, " said our guide, "you will not suffer the 
leas t hurt; but be  ready for any thing, " he added, speaking to the 
girl, "and above all see to i t  that you do every thing / tell you ." 

He had her remove all her clo thes, loosened her coiffure, and 
indicated she was to leave her hair, which was superb, to hang free. 
N ext, he bade her lie down upon the mattress surrounded by tall 
candles, enjoined her to feign death and to be exceedingly careful, 
throughout the whole of the scene to follow, neither to s tir nor 
breathe more deeply than she had to . 

"For if unhappily my mas ter, who is going to imagine you are 
really dead, perceives you  are only pretending, he'll be furious, will 
leave you at once, and surely will n o t  pay you a sou ." 

Directly he had placed the girl upon  the palle t in the attitude 
of a corpse, he had her twis t her mouth in such a way as to give 
the impression of pain, her eyes too were to sugges t she had died 
in agony ;  he scat tered her tresses over her naked breas t, lay a 
dagger beside her, and near her heart smeared chicken's blood, 
pain ting a wound the size of one's hand. 

"/ repeat to you," he said to the girl, "be not afraid, you have 
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nothing to say, no thing to do, you have simply to remain abso lu tely 
s till and to draw your breath at the moments when you see he is 
farthes t from you .  And now, Madame," the vale t said to me, "we 
may withdraw from the room. Come with me, please;  that you no t  
be  worried abou t  your  girl, I am going to place you where you will 
be able to hear and watch the entire scene." 

We quit the room, leaving the girl, who was n o t  without  her 
misgivings, but whom the manservan t's  speeches had reassured 
somewhat. He conducts me to a small chamber adjoining the apart
ment  where the mys tery is to be celebrated, and through a crack 
between two panels, over which the black material was hung, I 
could hear every thing. To see was s till easier, for the material was 
only crepe, I could dis tinguish objects on the o ther side quite as 
clearly as if I had been in the room itself. 

The valet drew the cord that rang a bell, that was the signal, 
and a few minu tes later we saw a tall, thin, wasted man of about 
sixty en ter upon  the s tage. Beneath a loose-flowing dressing robe 
of India taffeta he was comple tely naked. He halted upon coming 
through the doorway; I had bes t tell you now that the Duc, sup
posing he was absolutely alone, had no t  the faintest idea his ac
tions were being observed. 

"A h, what a beautiful corpse /" he exclaimed at once. "Death 
. . .  ' tis beau tiful to behold . . . .  But, my God, what's this /" said 
he  upon ca tching sight of the blo od, the knife. "It mus t have been 
an assassin . . .  only a moment ago . . .  ah, Great God, how stiff 
he  must be now, the person  who did that ." 

A nd, frigging himself :  
"H ow I would have loved to see him s trike the  blow!" 
And fondling the corpse, moving his hand over i ts belly : 
"Pregnan t?  . . .  No, apparently n o t. What a pity ." 
A nd continuing to explore with his  hands : 
"Superb flesh !  It's s till warm • . •  a lovely breas t." 
Wherewith he bent over her and kissed her mouth with in

credible emo tio n : 
"Still drooling, " he said; "how I adore this saliva !" 
And once again he drove his tongue almost  into her gulle t; no  

one could possibly have played the  role more convincingly than did 
that girl, she lay s tock-s till, and whenever the Duc drew near she 
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ceased en tirely to breathe. Finally, he rolled her over upon her 
s tomach : 

"I must have a look at this lovely ass," he murmured. 
A nd after having scanned i t :  
"Jesus Chris tl  What matchless buttocks !" 
And then he opened them, kissed them, and we dis tinctly saw 

him place his tongue in that cunning little hole.  
"Oh, upon my word!" he  cried, sweating with admiration, 

" this is certainly one of the most superb corpses I have ever seen 
in my life ; happy he who took this girl's life, oh, enviable person, 
what pleasure he must have known !" 

The very idea made him dischargej he was lying beside her, 
squeezing her, his thighs glued against her buttocks, and he dis
charged upon her asshole, giving out unbelievable signs of pleasure, 
and, as he yielded his sperm, crying like a demon : 

"A h fuck, fuck, ah good God, if on ly I had killed her, if only 
I had been the one  I" 

Thus the operation ended, the libertine rose and disappeared; 
we en tered the room to resurrect our brave lit tle friend. She was 
exhausted, unable to  budge : cons traint, fright, every thing had 
numbed her senses, she was about  ready in all earnestness to be
come the character she had just personified so expertly . We de
parted with four louis the valet gave us; as you may well imagine, 
he  doubtless surrendered no more than half of our pay . 

"Ye living gods 1 "  cried Curval, "now that is a passion 1 To 
say the least,  the thing has fl avor, aroma." 

" I 'm as  st iff  as  a mule ,"  sa id the Due ; "I ' l l  stake my fortune 
on it, that fellow had other tricks up his sleeve . "  

"Right you a r e ,  my Lord," s a i d  M artaine ; " h e  now a n d  again 
employed a greater realism. I think Madame Desgranges and I 
have evidence to prove it to you . "  

"And w h a t  the devil are you going t o  do while waiting ?" 
Curval asked the Due. 

" Don't  disturb me, don' t  disturb me," the Duc shouted, " I 'm 
fucking my daughter, I 'm pretending she ' s  dead." 

" Rascal ,"  Curval rej oined, "that makes two crimes in your 
head." 
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"Ah, by fuck," said the Due, "would that they were more 
real. . . .  " 

And his impure seed burst into Julie ' s  vagina .  
"Well now, Duclos ,  what  comes next ? Go on with your stories ," 

sa id he a s  soon a s  he had finished his  affair ,  "go on, my dear 
friend, don ' t  allow the President to discharge, for I can hear him 
over there effecting an incestuous connection with his daughter ; 
the funny l ittle fellow i s  working up some evil ideas in his head ; his 
p arents have made me his tutor ,  they expect me to keep an eye 
on his behavior and I 'd be distressed were it to become perverted." 

"Too late," said Curval, "too late, old man, I 'm discharging ; 
ah,  Christ be doublefucked, ' ti s  a pretty death." 

And while encunting Adelaide, the scoundrel fancied to him
self, as had the Due, that he was fucking his murdered daughter ; 
o incredible di straction of the mind of a libertine, who can naught 
hear, naught see, but he would imitate i t  that instant ! 

"Duclos, you must indeed continue," sa id the Bishop, "else 
I'll be seduced by those bawdy fellows' example, and in my present 
state I might carry things a good deal further than they." 

Some time after that  las t adven ture I went alone  to  the h o m e  
of ano ther lib ertine, sa id Duclos, whose m ania, m o re humilia ting 
perhaps, was n o t  h o wever s o  saturnine.  He receives m e  in a draw
ing r o o m  whose flo or was covered with a very hands o m e  rug. He 
bids me remove all I am wearing and then, having me get  down 
o n  my hands and knees : 

"Let's  see," s ays he, s troking and p atting the heads of two 
great  Danes lying on either side of his chair, "let's see whether 
you are as nimble and quick as my dogs. Ready ?  Go get  i t!" 

A n d  with that h e  tosses some large r o as ted chestnuts o n  the 
floor; speaking to  me as if I were an animal, h e  says : 

"Go fetch them !" 
I run o n  all fours after a chestnut, thinking it best  to  play 

the game with good humor and en ter into the spirit of his ec
cen tricity ; I run along, I say, and endeavor to bring back the ches t
n u ts, but  the two dogs, also springing forward, o u trun me, seize 
the chestnu ts, and take them back to  their m as ter. 

"Well, y ou're clearly in  need of some practice b efore you'll 
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be in good form," said the gentleman ; " it's not, by chance, that 
you are afraid my dogs might bite you ? Don' t worry yourself 
about them, my dear, they'll do you no harm, but inwardly, you 
know, they'll look down upon you if they see that you're a clumsy 
creature. So let's try again-try harder. Here's your chance to get 
even . . .  bring it back !" 

A no ther ches tnu t thrown, ano ther victory carried off by the 
dogs, ano ther defeat for me; well, to  make a long s tory short, 
the game las ted two hours, during which I managed to get the 
chestnut only once and to bring it back in my mouth to him who 
had thrown it .  But whether triumphant or bested, never did the 
dogs do me any harm; on the con trary, they seemed to be having 
a good time playing and to be amused by me, quite as though I 
were a dog too .  

" That's enough," said t h e  gentleman.  " You've worked hard 
enough; i t's time to eat." 

He rang, a servant en tered. 
"Bring some food for my animals," he said. 
And a moment later the servant returned, carrying an ebony 

feeding trough which was filled with a kind of very delicate 
chopped meat. He set the trough on the floor. 

"P ery well, " my gen tleman said to me, "get down and eat 
with my dogs, and try to put on  a be tter show while eating than 
you did while playing." 

There was n o thing for me to reply; I had to obey. Still on  
all fours, I plunged my head into the trough; the  trough was very 
clean, the food very good, I fell to munching away beside the 
dogs, which very poli tely moved over, leaving me peacefully to my 
share. And that was the cri tical ins tan t for our libertine; the 
humiliation of a woman, the degradation to which he reduced her, 
wonderfully s timulated his spirits . 

"Oh, the buggress l" said he, frigging himself assiduously, 
" the tramp, look at  her there, gorging herself with the dogs, that's 
how one should deal with all women, and if they were to be 
handled thus, we'd have no more sauciness from them, ah, n o !  
Domestic animals like those dogs, why should they no t  b e  treated 
in the same way ? A h !  impudent bitch that you are, whore, slime, 



The 120 Days of Sodom + 5 5 3  

scum !" h e  cried, s tepping n ear and spraying his fuck over m y  bum, 
"buggress, I'll have you eat with my dogs ."  

And that was the  end of  that; our m an vanished, I dressed 
promptly, and lying by my man tele t I found two louis, the current 
price and doubtless the one  the rogue was accustomed to paying 
for his pleasures . 

A t this point, Messieurs, Duclos continued, I am obliged to 
retrace my s teps and, by way of conclusion to the evening's narra
tions, to recoun t  two adven tures I had during my youth. As they 
are somewhat on the s trong side, they would have been out of 
place amidst  the mild escapades with which you had me s tart at 
the beginning of the month ;  and so  I se t  them aside and kept  them 
for the end of my con tribution. 

I was only sixteen a t  the time, and was still with Madame 
Guerin;  I had been sent to the home of a man of unchallenged dis
tinction, and, upo n  arriving there, was simply told to wait in a 
small antechamber, told to be at my ease, told to be sure to obey 
the lord who would soon  be coming to sport with me; but  they 
were careful no t  to tell me anything else : I'd no t  have had such 
a frigh t  if I'd been forewarned, and our libertine would certainly 
n o t  have had as much pleasure. I had been in the room for abou t 
an hour when the door opened a t  last .  It was the mas ter of the house 
himself. 

"What the devil are you doing here," he demanded with an 
air of surprise, "at this time of day ? . . .  What about i t, whore!" 
he cries, seizing me by the throat and all bu t choking the breath out  
of me, "what about  i t !  Has the  slut come here to rob me?" 

He calls to someone, a trustworthy servant immediately ap
pears . 

"La Fleur," says his angry mas ter, "I've got  a thief here; 
she was hiding when I came in .  Strip her and prepare to carry out  
the orders I give you ."  

La Fleur does as he is told, I am despoiled of my clo thes in 
a trice, they are tossed aside as they are peeled off my body. 

"P ery well," the libertine says to his servant, "go find a sack, 
then sew this creature up inside i t  and toss her into the river." 

The vale t goes to find the sack. I leave it to you to wonder 
whether I did no t  take advan tage of these few moments to cast 
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myself at the nobleman's fee t  and beg him to spare me, assuring 
him that i t  was Madame Guenn, his usual procuress, who had her
self sent me to his house. But the lewd gen tleman will have none of 
i t, he grasps my two buttocks, and kneading them bru tally between 
his fis ts : 

"Why, fuck my eyes," says he, "I think I'll feed this pretty 
ass to the fish ."  

That was the  single lubricious action he seemed inclined to  
permit himself, and un til then he had exposed nothing which might 
have led me to suppose libertinage had something to do with the 
scene. The valet returns, bringing a sack with him; despite all my 
pro tes ts, and they were heated, I am dumped into i t, the mouth of 
the sack is sewn up, and La Fleur lifts me upon his shoulders . It 
was then I heard the effects of our libertine's mounting crisis; he 
had probably begun to frig himself as soon as I had been put in 
the sack. At the same ins tant La Fleur raised me to his shoulders, 
the villain's fuck departed him . 

"I nto the river, into the river, do you hear me, La Fleur?" 
he said, s tammering with pleasure. " Yes, into the river with her, 
and you'll slip a stone into the sack, so that the whore will drown 
all the more quickly ."  

And that  was all he had to  say, I was borne out, we went into 
the adjacent  room where La Fleur, having ripped open the sack, 
returned me my clo thes, gave me two louis, and als o  gave me some 
unequivocal proof of the manner, radically unlike his  mas ter's, in 
which he conducted himself in the pursuit of happiness; then I re
turned to Guerin's . I severely scolded Guerin for having sent me 
there so poorly prepared; to placate me, she arranged ano ther 
party : i t  took place two days later, and I was even less well pre
pared for the battle I was to wage with this new foe. 

M ore or less as in the adven ture I have jus t related, I was to 
go and wait in an an techamber of the apartment  belonging to a 
farmer-general, but this time I waited in the company of the valet 
who, sent  thither by his mas ter, had come to fetch me at Guerin's. 
To while away the time before my gen tleman's arrival, the valet 
diverted me by bringing out and displaying several precious s tones 
kep t  in a desk drawer in the room.  

"Bless me ,"  said the good  pander, "were y.0u to  take one or  
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two of them I don't  fancy i t  would make much difference; the o ld 
Croesus is so damned rich I wager he  doesn ' t  even know how many 
of 'em or what kind he's got here in his desk. Go right ahead, if 
you like, don' t bo ther yourself about me, I'm no t  the sort of fellow 
to betray a lit tle friend." 

A las / I was only too well disposed to follow this perfidious 
advice; you know my predilections, I've told you about them; and 
so,  without  his having to say ano ther word, I put my hand upon 
a li ttle gold box worth seven or eigh t louis ,  no t  daring to make off 
with any more valuable object. That was all that rascal of a valet 
desired, and to avoid having to return to the matter later on, I 
afterward learned tha t, had I refused to take something, he would, 
without  my being aware of it, have slipped a jewel or two into my 
pocket. The m aster arrives, greets me with kindness and courtesy, 
the valet leaves the room, we two remain there together. This 
man, unlike the o ther, amused himself in a very real sense; he 
scattered a profusion of kisses over my ass, had me flog him, fart 
in his mouth, he put  his prick in mine, and in one  word had his fill 
of every kind and shape of lubricity save for that sometimes sought 
in the cun t; but ' twas all to no purpose, he did not discharge. 
The propitious moment for that  had not  ye t  come, all this he had 
been doing was secondary, preparatory;  you will soon  see to what 
it was leading. 

"Why, my s tars /" he  suddenly exclaimed, "it had entirely 
slipped my mind. There's a domes tic s till waiting in the o ther room 
for a gem I just a moment  ago promised to give him for his 
master. Excuse  me, my dear, but I really mus t keep my word to 
him; then we'll get back to work." 

Guilty of the lit tle larceny I'd jus t  committed at  the ins tiga
tion of that accursed valet, you may well suppose that  this remark 
made me tremble. I thought for an instant to s top him, confess 
to the theft, then I decided i t  would be better to play innocent and 
run  the risk .  He opens the desk, looks through first one drawer 
then the n ext, rummages about, and failing to find what he is after, 
he darts furious glances at me. 

" You, slu t, you  alone," says he, "apart from a valet in whom 
I have en tire confidence, you have been the only person to en ter 
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this room during the past three hours; the article is missing; you 
must have taken it ." 

"Oh, Monsieur," I say, shaking in every limb, "you may be 
sure I am incapable . . .  " 

"Damn your eyes," he roars ( now, you will remark that his 
breeches were s till unbuttoned, that his prick was pro truding from 
them, that this prick held a very vertical slope; all this, you would 
suppose, ought to have enlightened me and dispelled my fears, but 
I had all but los t  my head, and no ticed no thing ) , "come along, 
buggress, my valuable has got to be  found." 

He ordered me to s trip ; twen ty times I besought him on  
bended knee to spare me the  humiliation of  such a search, he would 
be m oved by no thing, no thing melted him, he himself angrily tore 
off my clo thes, and as soon  as I was naked, he wen t  through my 
pockets and, of course, it was no t  long before he came across the 
box. 

"A h, you bitch !" he cried, "I need no more than that to be 
convinced. So, buggress, you come to a man's house to s teal from 
him ?" 

And immediately summoning his lieutenant :  
"Go bring an officer of the  police at  once," he said. 
"Oh, Monsieur!" I cried, "have pity upon  my you thful truancy, 

I have been beguiled into this, ' twas no t  done of my own will, I 
was told to . . .  " 

"Well," the lecherous gen tleman in terrupted, "you will explain 
all that to the officer, for I' ll be  damned if I don' t mean to put a 
s top to all this crime ."  

The valet leaves again; the  libertine, s till wearing a blinding 
erection, flings himself into an armchair and while he fumbles 
abou t his cro tch, he showers a thousand invectives upon me.  

" This tramp, this monster," said he ,  "she comes to my house 
to rob me, I who wanted to give her the reward her services de
serve . . .  ah, by God, we shall see." 

A s he  utters these words a knock is heard at the door, and 
I see a gendarme en ter. 

"Officer," says the mas ter of the premises, "I have a thieving 
wench here I wish to put in y our safekeeping, and I turn her over 
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t o  you naked, for I put  her i n  that s tate i n  order t o  search her 
clo thing,. there is the girl, over there are her garm en ts, and here 
is the s tolen article; I urge you to h ave her hanged, officer, and 
good night to you." 

Whereupon he reeled backward, sat  down in his chair, and 
discharged. 

" Yes, hang the bitch, by sweet Jesus, I wan t to see her hanged, 
officer, do you unders tand m e ?  Hang her, that's all I ask of you !" 
he fairly screamed. 

The pretended gendarm e leads me away with my clo thes and 
the damning box, takes me into a nearby room, removes his uni
form, and reveals himself to be the same valet who received me 
and incited me to s teal; so upset  had I been,  I'd not recognized 
him hitherto. 

"Well, well!" said he, "were you frightened?" 
"Alas, " I murmur, hardly able to speak, "out of my very 

wits . "  
"It's all over," he said, " a n d  here i s  your money ."  
So saying, he presents me with the  same box I had stolen, ' tis 

a gift from his mas ter, he res tores my clo thes to m e, hands me a 
glass of brandy, and escorts me back to Madame Guerin's. 

"That's an odd and pleasant mania ,"  the Bishop observed ; 
" the major part of it can be extracted for use in other connec
tions. My one criticism is that i t  contains an excess of delicacy ; 
you know, of course, that I don't  greatly favor mixing fine feel
ings with libertinage. Leave that element out of it , I say, and from 
that story one may learn the infallible method of preventing a 
whore from complaining, regardless of the iniquitous ways one 
might be disposed to take with her. One has only to proffer the 
bait, draw her into the trap, and when you've caught her red
handed, why then you are at liberty to do what you wish with her, 
there's nothing more to fear, she won't dare emit a peep for fear 
either of being accused or the obj ect of your recriminations." 

"It i s  indeed," said Curval, " and I am sure that had I been 
in that gentleman's place, I would have permitted myself to go 
somewhat further, and you, my dear Duclos, might not have got 
off so lightly." 
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The stories having been long that evening, the supper hour 
a rrived before Messieurs had the opportunity to indulge in any 
frolicking. They thus repaired to table firmly resolved to make 
the most of the period following the meal. I t  was then that, having 
assembled the entire household, they decided to determine which 
of the l ittle girls and boys could be justifiably ranked as mature 
men and women. To establish the critical facts, Messieurs thought 
best to frig everyone of  the one sex and of the other about whom 
they had any doubts, or rather suspicions ; amongst the women, 
they were sure of Augustine, Fanny, and Zelmire : these three 
charming li ttle creatures, aged between fourteen and fifteen, all 
discharged in response to the lightest touch ; Hebe and M ichette, 
each being only twelve, were hardly worth considering, and so i t  
was simply a question of  expe rimenting with Sophie ,  Colombe, and 
Rosette, the first of  whom was fourteen, the latter two being 
thirteen years old. 

Amongst the boys, i t  was a ma tter of  common knowledge 
tha t Zephyr, Adonis, and CCladon shot their fuck like grown men ; 
Giton and N a rcisse were too young to bother putting through their 
paces ; the abilities of  ZClamir, Cupidon, and Hyacinthe remained 
to be ascertained. The friends formed a ci rcle about a pile of 
well-stuffed pillows arranged on the floor, Champville and Duclos 
were nominated for the pollutions ; one, owing to her qualities as a 
tribade, was to act as the young girls'  fricatrice, the other, ab
solute mistress of the art of frigging the male member,  was to 
pollute the three l ittle lads. They entered the ring formed by the 
friends' chairs and filled with pillows, and there Sophie ,  Colombe, 
Rosette, ZClamir, Cupidon, and Hyacinthe were turned over to 
Champville and Duclos ; and each friend, the better to appreciate 
the spectacle ,  took a child between his thighs : the Duc appropriated 
Augustine, Curval had Zelmire to do his bidding, Durcet entrusted 
himself to Zephyr's  skill, the Bishop favored Adonis to supply his 
needs. 

The ceremony began with the boys ; Duclos, her breasts and 
ass uncovered, her sleeve rolled to the elbow, mobil ized all her 
many talents and set to polluting each of those delicious Ganymedes 
one a fter the other. The human hand could not possibly have 
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wandered and tugged, squeezed and patted more voluptuously ; 
her wrist, her fingers flew with a deftness . . .  her movements were 
of a delicacy and of a willfulness . . .  she offered those l i ttle boys 
her mouth, her breast,  her ass,  made all of herself available with 
such art  that  there could be no question but that they who were 
not finally to discharge had not yet the power to do so. Zelamir 
and Cupidon hardened, but all Duclos'  lore, all  her agility, was 
qu ite in vain.  With Hyacinthe,  however, the storm burst after the 
sixth flick of the wrist : fuck leapt over Duclos' breast,  and the 
child went half out of his mind while fondling her ass. Messieurs 
were careful to observe that  throughout the entire operation i t  had 
never once occurred to the lad to touch her in  front. 

The girls' turn came next ; virtually naked, her hair very 
elegantly arranged and equally stylish in every other part of her
self, Champville did not look thirty years old, although she was 
fifty if  a day. The lubricity of this operation, whence, as a thorough
going tribade, she expected to mine the greatest pleasure, animated 
her large dark-brown eyes which, since her youth, had always been 
extremely handsome. She put at  least as  much verve, daring, and 
brilliance into her actions as Duclos had into hers, she simul
taneously polluted the clitoris,  the entrance to the vagina, and the 
asshole, but Nature developed nothing worthy of notice in C olombe 
and Rosette ; there was not even the faintest appearance of pleas
ure in their expressions. But things were not thus with the beauti
ful Sophie : the tenth digital foray brought her fainting upon 
Champville ' s  breast ; little broken sighs, l i ttle panting sounds, the 
tender shade of crimson which sprang into her lovely cheeks, her 
parted lips which grew moist, everything manifested the deli rium 
whereinto Nature had hurled her, and she was declared a woman. 
The Due, his device as  solid as  a mace, ordered Champville to frig 
her a second time, and when she discharged afresh, the villain chose 
that  moment to mix his impure fuck with that young virgin' s .  As 
for Curval , he had wrought his fell deed between Zelmire's  thighs, 
and the two others theirs with the young boys they held locked be
tween their legs. 

The company retired for the night, and the following morn
ing having furnished no event which deserves to be cited in this 
catalogue of exceptional feats, and dinner having furnished noth-
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ing, nor coffee, we shall remove at once to the auditorium, where 
the magnificently a rrayed Duclos appears once again upon the plat
form, this time to end, with five new stories, the one hundred and 
fifty narrations which have been entrusted to her for the thirty 
days of the month of November. 



THE TH I RTIETH DAY 

I am no t  sure, Messieurs, said the beauteous storyteller ,  
whether you have heard of the caprice, quite as unusual as 

dangerous, for which the Comte de Lernos is celebrated, but my 
several liaisons with him having afforded me a thorough acquain t
ance of his maneuvers, and as I found them most  extraordinary 
indeed, I believe they ough t to be included amongs t  the deligh ts 
you have ordered me to detail. The Com te de Lernos' passion is 
to lead into evil as many girls and married women as he is able, 
and apart from the books he employs to seduce them, there is truly 
no sort of device he will n o t  invent  to deliver them up to men; he 
either exploits their secret yearnings by uniting them with the object 
upon  whom they only think longingly, or he finds them lovers if 
such they are lacking. He has a house devo ted to no thing else, and 
in i t  all the matches he has made are tes ted when the individuals 
concerned come to grips. He unites them, guaran tees them freedom 
from in trusion, provides them with all the facili ties needed for 
recreation, and then goes into an adjoining chamber to enjoy the 
pleasure of spying upon them while they are in action .  But the poin t 
to which he multiplies these disorders simply defies belief, nor 
would one credit an accoun t  of the immense number of obs tacles 
he is willing to surmount  in order to form these li t tle marriages. 
He has associates in nearly every convent  in Paris and amongst a 
vas t quantity of married women, and this army is led by a general 
of such great skill that  n o t  a day passes but at leas t three or four 
li ttle skirmishes are fought in his house.  Never does he fail to 
watch the voluptuous jous ts-without  the participants suspecting 
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his presence-but once he has gone to take up his obse1"lJation post  
a t  the hole, as he s tands watch all  alone, no  one knows how he 
proceeds to his discharge, nor  what i ts  character is ; no thing but 
the fact  is known, and that is  all; I thought none the less that i t  
was worthy of being mentioned to you .  

The fan tasy of the  elderly President Desportes will perhaps 
prow more amusing to you .  Fully informed of the e tiquette ob
served a t  the home of this habitual debauchee, I arrive at his 
house toward ten o'clock in the m orning and, perfectly naked, I 
present my buttocks to be kissed; he is sea ted in an armchair, very 
grave, very solemn, and the first thing I do is fart in his face. 
My presiden t  is irrita ted, he gets to his feet, seizes a bundle of 
switches he has close at  hand, and falls to pursuing me; my first im
pulse is to get out  of his way . 

"Impudent  hussy," says he, chasing after me all the while, 
"I'll teach you to come to my home to behave in this outrageous 
fashion ."  

I'm to flee, he's to follow on my heels ; I finally gain a narrow 
alley, I take cover in an impregnable retreat, bu t, lo ! there he is, 
he's somehow managed to get at me. The president's  threats and 
impreca tions redouble as he sees he  has me trapped; he brandishes 
the switches, threa tens to use them upon  me :  I creep into a corner, 
cower there, put  on a terrified air, I shrink to the size of a mouse; 
this terrified, groveling at ti tude of mine finally awakes his fuck, 
and the roue squirts it over my breasts while shouting with pleas
ure. 

"What ! Do you mean to say he didn't  give you a single l ick 
with the switches ?" the Due demanded. 

"He didn't  bring them within a yard of me," Duclos replied. 
"A very patient individual,  that one , "  Curval remarked ; "my 

friends, I believe we all agree that we are somewhat less so when 
we have in our hands the instrument Duclos mentions." 

"But you need only a small amount of  patience, Messieurs , "  
s a i d  Champville,  "for I shall shortly present t o  you other samples  
o f  the  same breed, but  they'll be rather l ess  mild tempered than 
Madame Duclos'  president." 

And Duclos,  observing that silence had succeeded these com-
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ments, saw she could continue with her stories, and proceeded in 
the following manner : 

Soon after this adven ture had befallen me, I went to the 
town house of the Marquis de Sain t-Giraud, whose fan tasy con
sis ted in seating a naked woman upo n  a children's swing and having 
her swing to a great heigh t, back and forth. Each time you  pass by 
his nose, he's waiting for you, and you've got either to let fly a 
fart at him or expect a s lap upon  your ass. I did my best to satisfy 
him; I received several slaps, but  also gave him some overpower
ing farts . And the Marquis having finally discharged after an hour 
of this mono tonous and fatiguing ceremony, the swing was brought 
to a halt, and my audience came to an end. 

A bout three years after I had become the mis tress of Four
nier's establishment, a man came to make an unusual proposal to 
me : he wished me to  find libertines who would amuse themselves 
with his wife and daughter, the on ly condition being that he be 
hidden in a place whence h e  could observe every thing that trans
pired. No t only would whatever money I might earn from their 
employment be mine, but, he wen t  o n, he planned to give me an 
additional two louis for every encounter I could arrange for them; 
and there was o nly one final condition to the  bargain : for his wife's 
partners he wished none  but men of a certain tas te, and for his 
daughter, men addicted to ano ther kind of whimsy : his wife's men 
were all to shit upon  her breasts, and the procedure to be ob
served with his daughter involved having the men raise her skirts, 
broadly expose her behind in fron t  of the hole through which he 
would be doing his spying, and then discharge into her mouth .  
He would surrender the merchandise for the said passions, but  for 
no o thers . After having made this gentleman promise to accept all 
responsibili ty in the event  his wife and daughter brought complain t 
for having been made to come to my house, I agreed to all he 
wanted and in my turn promised that the two ladies would be 
furnished in s trict accordance with his ins tructions. He arrived with 
his wares the very next day : madame was a woman of thirty-six, no t  
very pretty, but  tall and  m ajes tically formed, with a great air of 
sweet mildness and of modesty;  her daughter was fifteen years old, 
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blond, rather inclining toward heaviness, with the most  tender, most  
winning coun tenance in  al l  the  world . . . .  

"Indeed, Monsieur," quo th his wife, "you ha'l:e us do s trange 
things . . . .  " 

"I know, my dear, I know," said the lecher, "and it mortifies 
me, bu t  so it  must be. Accep t your lo t, do as you're told, there's 
n othing for i t, I shall no t  give over. And if you balk in the sligh tes t 
way a t  the propositions and the actions we are going to submit you to 
-you, Madame, and you, M ademoiselle-I shall tomorrow convey 
you  to a place I know, and it is highly unlikely you'll ever return 
alive from it ." 

Wherewith the wife shed a tear or two ; as the man for whom 
I intended her was waiting, I requested her to pass without  further 
delay into the chamber I had set aside for their bout;  mademoiselle 
would remain in ano ther room with one  of my girls, she would be 
perfectly safe there and would be no tified when her turn had 
come. At this cruel moment  there were a few more tears, and it 
seemed clear to me that this was the first time the bru tal husband 
had required such a thing of his wife; unhappily, her debut  was 
arduous, for aside from the baroque tas te of the individual to 
whom I was surrendering her, he was an imperious and brusque old 
libertine who would surely n o t  treat her with any excess of courtesy 
or consideration. 

" That will do, no  more tears," said the husband. "Bear in 
mind that I am watching your conduct, and that if you do not give 
ample sa tisfaction to the thoughtful gen tleman who is going to 
take you in hand, I will come in myself and force you to do his 
bidding." 

She en ters the arena, the husband and I go into the neighbor
ing room from which we are to watch it all. It is difficult to imagine 
the point to which this old scoundrel's imagination was excited by 
con templating his miserable wife being made a victim of some 
s tranger's bru tali ty ;  he was thrilled by each thing she was forced 
to do,. that poor humiliated woman's modes ty and candor beneath 
the atrocious assaults of the libertine engaged to exercise her, com
posed a delicious spectacle for her husband. But when he saw her 
thrown brutally to the /loor, and when the old ape to whom I had 
delivered her shit upon her ches t, and her husband saw the tears, 
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beheld the horrified shudders o f  his wife as she firs t heard proposed 
and then saw this infamy execu ted, he  could res train himself no 
lo nger, and the hand with which I was frigging him was straigh t
way soaked with fuck. This firs t scene ended a t  las t, and if it had 
afforded him pleasure, i t  was as no thing compared to the climax 
produced by the second. It was only with great difficulty, and above 
all with numerous and grave threats, that we succeeded in getting 
the young lady to enter the ring; she had witnessed her mo ther's 
tears but knew no thing of what had been done to her. The poor 
lit tle girl raised all kinds of objections;  we finally helped her make 
up her mind. The man to whom I turned her over was fully in
s tructed of all that was required to be done : he was one of my regu
lar clien ts whom I delighted with this windfall and who, to express 
his gratitude, consen ted to all I prescribed. 

"Oh, the lovely ass I" cried the libertine father o nce his 
daughter's s tud displayed her entirely naked. "Oh, sacred Jesus, 
what adorable buttocks I" 

"Gracious I" I exclaimed, "am I to take it that this is the 
first time you  have set eyes on them ?" 

" Yes, indeed it is, " said he, "I required this expedien t  to 
enjoy the spectacle; but  if ' tis the firs t time I see that superb ass, 
you may res t assured it  shall n o t  be the las t ." 

I frigged him at  a lively pace, he grew ecstatic; bu t when he 
saw the appalling things that young virgin was being forced to 
submit to, when he saw a consummate libertine's hands s traying 
over that extraordinary body which had never before suffered such 
fondlings, when he saw her compelled to sink to her knees, open 
her mouth, when he saw a fat prick in troduced into i t, and saw that 
engine discharge inside, he tottered backward and, swearing like 
one possessed, shouting that he'd never in his life tasted any pleas
ure as keen as this, he left certain proof of his s tatemen ts between 
my fingers . Their adven ture had drawn to a conclusion ,  the two 
poor women retreated, weeping abundant tears, and the husband, 
but  too enthusiastic over the drama they had enacted for him, 
doubtless found the means to persuade them to provide him with 
additional performances, for I received that family a t  my house 
for more than six years and, always following the orders the hus
band gave me, I made those two unlucky creatures acquainted with 
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practically all the differen t  passions I have mentioned in the course 
of my thirty days of story telling; there were, to be sure, ten or 
twelve of the passions they had no opportunity to satisfy, because 
we did n o t  practice them in my house.  

"Oh, yes, "  sa id Curval ,  "there are many ways to prostitute a 
wife and a daughter. As i f  these bitches were made for anything 
else I Are they not born for our pleasures, and from that moment 
onward, must they not satisfy them at  no matter what price ? I 've 
had a quantity of  wives ," said the President, "and three or four 
daughters of  whom, thank God, I 've only one left, and if I 'm 
not mistaken Monsieur Ie Duc i s  fucking Mademoiselle Adelaide 
a t  this very instant ; but had any one of  those creatures ever balked 
at being prostituted, in any of the numerous manners of prostitu
tion I regularly submitted them to, may I be damned alive or con
demned never to fuck anything but cunts for the rest of  my l ife 
-which i s  worse-if I 'd  not have blown their bloody brains out." 

"President, your prick i s  in the a ir  again ," said the Duc ; 
"your fucking remarks always betray you." 

"My prick in the a ir ? No," the President said, "but I am 
on the verge of getting some shit from our dear li ttle Sophie , 
and I have high hopes her delicious turd will precipitate something. 
Oh, upon my soul, even more than I ' d  suspected," said Curval 
a fter he'd gobbled up the hash ; "by the good God I'd like to fuck, 
I believe that my prick is taking on some consistency. Who from 
amongst you, Messieurs, would like to accompany me into the 
boudoir  ?" 

"I'd be honored," said Durcet, dragging along Aline, whom 
he had been pawing steadily for an hour. 

And our two libertines, having summoned Augustine, Fanny, 
Colombe ,  Hebe, ZeIamir, Adonis ,  Hyacinthe ,  and Cupidon, and 
enlisted Juli e  and two duennas ,  Martaine and Champville, An
tinoiis and Hercule ,  absented themselves for half an hour, at the 
end of which they returned triumphant, each having yielded up 
their vital l iquor to the sweetest excesses of crapulence and de
bauchery. 

"Move on, "  Curval sa id to Duclos, "give us your final tale, 
dear friend. And if i t  manages to make this prick of mine dance 
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u p  again, you shall b e  able t o  congratulate yourself upon having 
wrought a miracle, for in faith,  it i s  at  least a year since I 've lost 
so much fuck at  a single sitting. On the other hand, i t  i s  true 
that . . .  " 

"Very well , "  the Bishop interrupted, "that will do ; i f  we 
listen to you, we will hear something much worse than the passion 
Duclos is  likely to describe to us. And so, since that would be to re
treat from the stronger to the weaker, permit us to bid you be 
silent and to listen instead to our storyteller ." 

That gifted whore thereupon terminated her recitations with 
the following passion : 

The time has finally arrived, my Lords, to relate the passion 
of the Marquis de M esanges to  whom, you  will recall, I sold the 
daughter of the unfortunate shoemaker, Petignon, who perished in 
jail with his wife while I enjoyed the inheritance his mo ther had 
left for him. As ' twas Lucile who sa tisfied him, you will allow 
me to place the s tory in her mouth .  

HI  arrive a t  the Marquis' mansion," that  charming girl told 
me, "at  about  ten o'clock in the morning. As soon  as I en ter, all 
the doors are shut. 

" 'What  are you  doing here, little bitch?' says the Marquis, 
all afire. 'Who gave you permission to dis turb me?' 

"And since you  ga'Ue me no  prior warning of wha t  was to 
happen, you  may readily imagine how terrified I was by this recep
tion .  

" 'Well, take off your clo thes, be quick about i t, '  the Marquis 
continues. 'Since /''Ue got  my hands on you, whore, you'll n o t  get 
out of here with your skin intact . . .  indeed, you're going to perish 
-your las t minu tes ha'Ue arri'Ued.' 

"I burs t  into tears, I fall down a t  the Marquis' feet, but no th
ing would bend him. And as I was no t  quick enough in undressing, 
he himself tore my clo thes off, ripping them away by sheer force. 
But what truly petrified me was to see him throw them one after 
ano ther into the fire. 

" ' You'll ha'Ue no  further use for these, ' he  muttered, casting 
each article into a large grate. 'No further need for this man telet, 
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this dress, these s tockings, this bodice, no,' said he when all had 
been consumed, 'all you'll need now is a coffin . ' 

"And there I was, naked; the Marquis, who had never before 
seen me, con templated my ass for a brief space, he ut tered oaths 
as he fondled i t, but  he did no t  bring his lips near it .  

" 'Very well, whore, ' said he, 'enough of this, you're going 
to follow your clo thes, I'm going to bind you to those andirons,
yes, by fuck, yes indeed, by sweet Jesus, I 'm going to burn you 
alive, you  bitch, I'm going to have the pleasure of inhaling the 
aroma of your burning flesh . '  

"And so saying he  falls half-unconscious in to  an armchair and 
discharges, darting his fuck upon the remnants of my burning 
clo thes. He rings, a vale t en ters and then leads me out, and in 
ano ther room I find a complete new outfit, clo thes twice as fine 
as those he  has incinera ted." 

That is the account of it I had from Lucile ; i t  remains now 
to discover whether ' twas for that or for worse he employed the 
girl I so ld him. 

" For something far worse ,"  said Desgranges ; "I am glad  you 
have introduced the M arquis to thei r  Lordships, for I believe I too 
shall  have something to say about him." 

" M ay i t  be ,  Madame," Duclos sa id to Desgranges,  "and you, 
my amiable companions ,"  she added, speaking to her two other 
colleagues,  "may i t  be that you speak with greater energy than 
have I ,  with liveli er  images, brighter diction,  superior wit ,  and 
more persuasive eloquence.  'Tis now your turn,  I have done, and 
I would but beseech Messieurs to have the kindness to forgive me 
i f  I have perchance bored them in any wise, for there is  an almost 
unavoidable monotony in the recital o f  such anecdotes ; all com
pounded, fitted into the same framework, they lose the luster that 
is theirs as  independent happenings. 

With these words, the superb Duclos respectfully saluted the 
company, bowed, and descended from her throne ; she next went 
from alcove to alcove and was generally applauded and caressed 
by all the friends.  Supper was served, Duclos was invi ted to sit at 
the table ,  a favor which had never before been accorded to a 
woman. Her conversation was quite as agreeable as her  storytelling 
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had been, and by way of recompense for the pleasure she had given 
them, Messieurs named her to be the governor-general of  the two 
harems, and the four friends also made the promise, in an aside, 
that no matter what the extreme treatment to which they might 
expose the women in the course of the soj ourn, she would always 
be dealt with gently, and very certainly taken back with them to 
Paris, where the society would amply reward her for the trouble 
she had gone to in order to help Messieurs procure themselves a 
li ttle good cheer. She, Curval, and the Duc so completely besotted 
themselves at  supper that they were practically incapacitated and 
barely managed, with the expense of much effort, to reach the 
orgies,  which they soon left, allowing Durcet and the Bishop to 
carry on alone, and betook themselves to the remote boudoir ; 
Champville, Antinoiis, Bum-Cleaver, Therese, and Louison accom
panied them, and one may be perfectly confident that they uttered 
and had done to them at least as  many horrors and infamies as ,  at 
their end, thei r two more sober friends were able to invent. 

Everyone repaired to his bed at two in the morning, and 'twas 
thus the month of November ended, thus came to a close the first 
phase of this lubricious and interesting holiday, for whose second 
part we will not keep the public waiting if  to our consideration it 
has kindly received what we have chronicled so far. 



MI STAKES I HAVE MADE3 

I have been too explicit, not sufficiently reticent, about the chapel ac
tivities at the beginning ; must not elaborate upon them until after the stories 
in which they are mentioned. 

Said too much about active and passive sodomy ; conceal that until the 
stories have discussed it. 

I was wrong to have made Duclos react strongly to the death of her 
sister ; that doesn't sort with the rest of her character ; change it. 

If I said Aline was a virgin upon arrival at the chateau, that was an 
error : she isn't, and could not be. The Bishop has depucelated her III every 
sector. 

And not having been able to reread all this, there must be a swarm of 
other mistakes. 

When later I put the text in final order, I must be particularly careful 
to have a notebook beside me at all times ; I 'l l  have to put down very exact 
mention of each happening and each portrait as I write i t ; otherwise, I 'll get 
horribly confused because of the multitude of characters. 

For the Second Part, begin with the assumption Augustine and Zephyr 
are already sleeping in the Due's bedchamber in the First Part ; likewise 
Adonis and Zelmi re in Curval's, Hyacinthe and Fanny in Durcet's, CeIadon 
and Sophie in the Bishop's, even though none of them has been deflowered 
yet. 

3 As Sade notes, the speed with which he wrote the final draft of The 120 Days, 
and because  he was unable to reread and correct his manuscript, resulted in a 
number of minor discrepancies in dates, characters, and situ ations, which the ca reful 
reader will doubtless discover. None the less, given the l arge cast of char acters, and 
the complexity of rules and procedures, his accuracy of detail is  remarkable.-Tr. 
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PART THE S ECON D 

THE 1 50 COMPLEX PASSIONS, OR THOSE BE
LONGING TO THE SECOND CLASS,  COMPOS
I NG THE THI RTY-ONE DAYS OF DECEM
BER SPENT IN HEARING THE NARRATIONS 
OF MADAME CHAMPVI LLE ; I NTERSPERSED 
AMONGST WHICH ARE THE SCANDALOUS 
DOI NGS AT THE CHATEAU DURING THAT 
MONTH ; ALL BEI NG SET DOWN I N  THE FORM 

OF A JOURNAL. 
(DRAFT) 





THE 1 ST OF DECEMBER : Champville assumes the task of story
telling and relates the one hundred and fifty following tales ( the 
number of  each precedes the tale ) . 

1 .  Won' t depucelate any save those aged between three and 
seven, but only cun tishly .  ' Tis h e  who deflowers Champville at  the 
age of five. 

2 .  He ties a girl of nine in a curled-up position and de
pucelates her from behind. 

3. He wishes to rape a girl of twelve or thirteen, and de
pucelates her while holding a pistol  against  her h eart. 

4. He likes to frig a man upo n  a maiden's cun t, he uses the 
fuck for pomade, and next encunts the maid while she is held 
by the man.  

5.  He wishes to depucelate three girls in  succession, one  tn 
the cradle, one  at the age of five, the o ther at seven. 

THE 2ND. 6 .  He' It no t  depucelate anyone  who is n o t  between 
nine years old and thirteen .  His prick is enormous; four women 
are needed to hold the virgin . The same individual M artaine speaks 
of, who only em buggers three-year-olds, the same hell-inspired in
dividual. 

7. He has his valet depucelate the maid, aged ten to twelve, 

before his eyes, and during the operation touches them nowhere 

save upo n  the ass. He now fondles the girl's, now the valet's .  Dis
charges upon  the valet's ass . 

8 .  He wishes to depucelate a girl destined to be married the 
following day. 
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9. He wishes the marriage to be performed, and to depucelate 
the bride at  some time between the hour of the mass and the mo
ment the couple retires to bed. 

1 0. He would have his valet, a very ingenious personage, go 
about  marrying girls left and right and bring them to his master, 
who therewith fucks them, and next sells them to procuresses. 

THE 3RD. 1 1 . He must be  provided with two sis ters; he de
pucelates them. 

1 2 . He marries the girl, depucelates her, but ' tis all a fraud, 
the marriage is a fraud, once he's fucked her, he leaves her. 

1 3 .  He will only fuck a maid, and then only immediately after 
ano ther man has deflowered her while he has watched. He must 
have her cunt  muddied up with sperm. 

1 4. This one  depucelates with an artificial engine, very large, 
and, without in troducing himself, discharges upon  the hole he has 
cleared. 

1 5  . He will have none  but maids of rank and dis tinction and 
pays for them in accordance with their wealth. This individual 
proves to be the Due, who will admit having depucelated more than 
fifteen hundred of them over a period of thirty years. 

THE 4TH .  1 6 . He forces a bro ther to fuck his sister in his 
presence, then fucks her afterward; he obliges bo th to shit before
hand. 

1 7 . He forces a father to fuck his daugh ter after he has 
himself had her maidenhead. 

1 8 . He brings his nine-year-old daughter to the bro thel, and 
while she is held by a procuress, depucelates her. He has had 
twelve daughters ; has had all twelve maidenheads .  

1 9. Must have virgins between the  ages of thirty and forty 
to fuck. 
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20.  He will depucelate n o  o n e  but nuns, and spends immense 
sums of money to get them; he fucks several. 

'Tis the evening of  the 4th of December, at the orgies, the 
Duc depucelates Fanny, who i s  held by the four governesses and 
ministered by Duclos. He fucks her twice in a row, she faints, the 
second time he fucks her while she is  unconscious. 

THE 5TH. To celebrate the fifth week's festival, Hyacinthe 
and Fanny are j oined in matrimony, the marri age is consummated 
very publicly. 

2 1 .  He would have the mo ther hold her daughter, he first 
fucks the m other, then depucelates the daughter while she is held 
by the mo ther. The same one  Desgranges mentions on the 20th of 
February. 

22 .  He likes adultery only,.  one  must locate women for him 
who are generally known to be  virtuous and well behaved, he 
makes them disgusted with their husbands. 

23. He enjoys having the husband come himself to prostitute 
his wife and hold her while he  fucks her. (Messieurs imitate that 
passion  forthwith . ) 

24. He places a married woman upo n  a bed, encunts her while 
that woman's daughter, suspended above, presents him with her 
cun t  to be  licked; the next ins tant he  effects a reversal and encunts 
the daughter while kissing the mother's ass hole. When he has done 
licking the daughter's cun t, he  has her piss )' then he  kisses the 
mother's ass hole and has her shit .  

25. He has four daughters, legi timate and wedded; he  wishes 
to fuck all four:  he  makes all four of them conceive and bear chil
dren so as someday to have the pleasure of depucelating the chil
dren he has had by his daughters and whom their husbands sup
pose to be their own. 
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Apropos of which the Duc recounts-but his anecdote cannot 
be numbered amongst the stories because, Messieurs being unable 
to duplicate i t , i t  does not compose a passion-the Duc recounts, 
I say, that he once knew a man who fucked three children he had 
by his mother, amongst whom there was a daughter whom he had 
marry his son, so that in fucking her he fucked his sister, his 
daughter and his daughter-in-law, and thus he also constrained his  
son to fuck his own sister and mother-in-law. Curval recounts 
another unusual history, that of  a brother and a sister who reached 
an agreement whereby each would surrender his  children to the 
other : the sister had a boy and a gi rl ,  so did the brother. They 
mixed the pudding in such wise that sometimes they fucked their 
nephews, sometimes their own children, and sometimes their first 
cousins, or  else the brothers and sister would fuck while the father 
and mother, that i s  to say, the brother and sister, fucked one 
another also. 

That evening, Fanny i s  surrendered cuntwardly to the assem
bly, but as the Bishop and Monsieur Durcet do not fuck cunts, she 
is only fucked by Curval and the Duc. Henceforth, she wears a 
small ribbon aslant, like a baldric, and after the loss of both her 
pucelages she will wear a very wide pink ribbon. 

THE 6TH. 2 6 .  He has himself frigged while a woman is being 
frigged about the clitoris, and he wishes to discharge at the same 
tim e  the girl does,  but he discharges upon the buttocks of the man 
who frigs the girl. 

27 .  He kisses the asshole of one girl while a second girl frigs his 
ass and a third girl his prick; they then exchange tasks, so that, when 
all is said and done, each of the three has her ass kissed, each 
frigs his prick, each frigs his ass. Farts are required of them all. 

2 8 .  He licks the cunt of one girl while fucking a second in the 
mouth and while his asshole is being licked by a third; then ex
change of positions as above. The cunts must discharge, he swallows 
their balm. 
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29.  He sucks a beshitted ass, has a tongue frig his own be
shitted asshole, and frigs himself upon  a beshitted ass; the three 
girls then exchange positions .  

3 0. He has two girls frigged before his eyes, and alternately 
fucks the friggeresses from the rear, but  in the cun t, while they 
continue with their sapphotizings. 

Zephyr and Cupidon are upon that day discovered in the act 
of frigging each other, but they have not yet had recourse to re
ciprocal embuggery ; they are punished. Fanny is much encunted at  
the orgies.  

THE 7TH. 3 1 .  He would have an o lder girl introduce a 
younger girl to bad habits ;  the o lder must frig her, give her wicked 
advice, and end up by holding her while he fucks her, whether 
virgin or not .  

32 .  He calls for  four women ;  he fucks two of them orally, 
two cuntwardly, taking great  care n o t  to insert his prick in a mouth 
un til after having firs t had it in a cunt.  While all this is going on, 
he is closely followed by a fifth woman, who throughout frigs his 
ass hole with a dildo .  

33 .  This libertine requires a dozen women, s ix young, six o ld 
and, if ' tis possible, s ix of them should be mo thers and the o ther 
six their daughters .  He pumps out  their cun ts, asses and mouths; 
when applying his lips to the cun t, he wants copious urine;  when at  
the mouth, much saliva; when a t  the ass, abundan t farts. 

34. He employs eight  women to frig him; each of the eight 
must be situated in a differen t posture. ( This had bet ter be  il
lus trated by a drawing . )  

35 .  Wishes to have three men and three women fucking each 
o ther in divers attitudes. 

THE 8TH. 3 6. He forms twelve groups of two girls each; they 
are so arranged only their asses are visible to him; all the res t of 
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their bodies must be concealed from his sight. He frigs himself 
while studying all those buttocks. 

37. He has six couples simultaneously frig themselves in a 
room paneled with mirrors j each couple is composed of two girls 
frigging each o ther in various and equally lubricious postures . He 
is in the middle of the room, he regards both the couples and their 
reflections, and discharges in the middle of it ail, having been 
frigged by an old woman. He has kissed the buttocks of every 
participan t in this drama. 

3 8 .  He has four s treetwalkers besot  themselves with wine  and 
then fight  with each o ther while he looks onj and when they are 
thoroughly drunk, they one after ano ther vomit into his mouth. 
He favors the oldes t and uglies t women possible. 

39. He has a girl shit in his mouth, but does not eat her turd, 
and while the firs t girl is in action, a second sucks his prick and 
frigs his aSS j while discharging, he shits into the hand of the girl 
who is socratizing him . The girls exchange places. 

40. He has a man shit into his mouth and eats while a lit tle 
b oy frigs him, then the man frigs him and he has the boy shit. 

That evening, at  the orgies,  Curval depucelates Michette, in 
front : she is held by the four duennas and ministered by Duclos ; 
this arrangement is the conventional one and is observed upon all 
occasions ; therefore we will not allude to i t  again. 

THE 9TH. 4 1 .  He fucks one girl in her mouth jus t after hav
ing shi tted into the same receptacle j a second girl is lying on top 
of the firs t, with the firs t girl's head between her thighs, and upon  
t h e  face of  the second girl a third girl drops a turd, a nd  he, while 
thus fucking his own turd in the firs t girl's mouth, eats the shit 
deposited by the third girl upon the second girl's face, and then 
they alternate roles, in such wise that each girl enacts all three of 
them. 

42. Thirty girls pass through his  hands during a given day, 
and he has them all shit into his mouth, consumes the turds of the 
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three or four pretties t . He  repeats this party five times a week, 
which means that he sees 7800 girls a year. When Champville firs t 
encounters him, he is seventy years old and has been in business for 
fifty .  

43 . He sees twelve girls every morning and swallows their 
dozen turds; he sees them all at the same time. 

44. He places himself in a bathtub; thirty women come up 
one after ano ther and piss and shit into it till i t  is  full; he dis
charges while paddling about in all that. 

45. He shits in the presence of four women, requires them to 
watch and indeed help deliver him of his turd; next, he wishes 
them to divide i t  into equal parts and eat it; then each woman 
does a turd of her own. He mixes them and swallows the entire 
batter, but his shit-furnishers have got  to be women of at leas t 
s ixty . 

That evening Michette ' s  cunt i s  put at the disposal o f  the 
assembly ; thereafter she wears the Ii  ttle sash. 

THE 1 0TH. 46. He has girls A and B shit. Then he forces B 
to eat  A's turd, and A to eat B's. Then bo th A and B shit a second 
time; he  eats bo th their turds. 

47. He requires a mo ther and her three daughters, and he 
eats the girls' shit upon  the mo ther's ass, and the mother's shit 
upon  one daughter's ass. 

48. He obliges a daughter to shit into her mo ther's mouth 
and to wipe her ass with her mo ther's teats j next, he eats the turd 
in the mo ther's mouth, and afterward has the mo ther shit into her 
daughter's mouth, whence, as before, he eats the turd. 

( It would perhaps be advisable to substitute a son and a mother, in 
order to create a contrast with 47. ) 

49.  He wishes a father to eat his son's turd, then he eats the 
father's. 
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5 0 . He would have the bro ther shit in his sis ter's cun t, and 
he eats the turd; the sister then must shit in her bro ther' s  mouth.  
He eats this second turd, too .  

THE 1 1 TH. 5 1 .  Champville announces s h e  i s  n ow  going t o  
speak of  impieties, a nd  makes mention of  a man  who wishes the 
whore, while frigging him, to pronounce dreadful blasphemies ; in 
his turn he u tters terrible ones. His amusement during their dia
logue consis ts in kissing her ass; he does no more than that. 

5 2 .  He would have a girl come with him to a church, and frig 
him there, especially at the time the holy sacrament is exposed. 
He s i tuates himself as near to the altar as possible, and fondles her 
ass while she performs her task.  

53.  He goes to confession for the sole purpose of making his 
confessor's prick rise aloft; he lis ts a quan tity of infamous mis
deeds, and frigs himself in the confessional all the while he speaks. 

54. He wishes the girl to go and make her confession, then 
fucks her orally the moment she emerges from the confessio nal. 

5 5  . He fucks a whore throughout a mass being said in his 
private chapel, and discharges when the Host is raised. 

Th at evening, the Duc depucel ates Sophie cuntwardly, and 
while doing so blasphemes considerably. 

THE 1 2TH. 5 6. He buys a confessor, who yields him his place; 
thus he is able to hear the young pensionnaires'  confessions and to 
give them the wors t  possible advice while pardoning them their 
sms. 

57 . He would have his daughter go to confess to a monk he 
has previously bribed, and he is placed where he can overhear 
every thing; but the monk demands that the peniten t keep her skirts 
raised high while she ca talogues her faults, and her ass posted 
within plain sight of the father: thus he is able to hear his 
daughter's confession and con template her ass at the same time. 
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5 8 .  Has mass celebrated for completely naked whores j while 
obser'Ving the spectacle, he frigs his prick upon ano ther girl's ass. 

59 .  He has his wife go to confess to a monk he has bought :  
the monk seduces the wife and fucks her in fron t  o f  her husband, 
who is hidden.  If the wife refuses, he emerges from hiding and 
helps the monk force her. 

On that day they celebrate the sixth week's festival with the 
marriage of CeJadon and Sophie ,  which union is  consummated, and 
in the evening Sophie ' s  cunt is  put generally to use, and she dons the 
sash. Because of this event only four passions are recounted on 
the 1 2th. 

THE 1 3TH. 60.  Fucks whores on the altar a t  the same mo
ment mass is about to be said; they haw their naked asses on the 
sacred s tone.  

6 1 .  He has a naked girl sit as tride and bend forward o'Ver a 

large crucifix j he fucks her cun t  from behind while she is thus 
crouched down in such wise the head of Chris t frigs her clitoris. 

62. He farts and has the whore fart in the chalice, he pisses 
thereinto and has her piss therein to, he shits thereinto and has her 
shit therein to, and finally he discharges into the chalice. 

63 .  He has a small boy shit upon  the paten, and he eats this 
while the boy sucks him. 

64. He has two girls shit upon  a crucifix, he shits thereupon 
when they haw finished, and he is frigged against  the three turds 
co'Vering the idol's  face. 

THE 1 4TH.  6 5 .  He breaks up a crucifix, smashes se'Veral 
images of the Virgin and of the Eternal Father, shits upon the 
debris and burns the whole mess.  The same man has the mania of 
bringing a whore to hear the sermon  and of ha'Ving himself frigged 
while lis tening to the word of God. 
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66.  He takes communion and, the wafer s till in his mou th, 
has four whores shit  upon it. 

67  . He has her go to communion and fucks her in the mouth 
when she returns. 

6 8 .  He interrupts a pries t in the midst of saying mass in his 
private chapel, in terrupts him, I say, in order to frig himself in to 
the chalice, obliges the whore to frig the pries t therein to, and 
forces the latter to quaff the mead. 

70 .4 He in tervenes directly the Host is consecrated and forces 
the pries t to fuck the whore with the Has t. 

Upon this day Augustine and Zelmire are found frigging to
gether ; they are both rigo rously punished. 

THE 1 5TH. 7 1 .  He has the  girl fart upon  the Host, himself 
tarts thereupo n, and then swallows the Host while fucking the 
whore. 

72. The same man who had himself nailed into a coffin
Duclos mentioned him-compels the whore to shit  upon the Host  j 

h e  als o  shi ts upon  i t  and flings the whole affair into a privy. 

73 .  Frigs the whore's cli toris with the Host, has her dis
charge upon i t, then buries it in her cun t  and fucks her, discharging 
upon it in  his turn. 

74. Chops i t  up with a knife and has the crumbs rammed into 
his asshole .  

75 .  Has himself frigged and then discharges upon the Hos t 
and finally, when he is restored to perfect calm and after his fuck 
has flowed, feeds biscuit and all to  a dog. 

The same evening, the Bishop consecrates a Host and Curval 
destroys Hebe' s  maidenhead with it,  he drives i t  into her cunt and 

4 Passion Number 69 omitted by Sade.-Tr. 
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discharges thereupon. Several others are consecrated, and the al
ready depucelated sultanas are all fucked with Hosts. 

THE 1 6TH. Profanation, Champville announces,  l ately the 
principal element in her stories, will from now on be no more than 
accessory, and what, to borrow the brothel term, are known as 
li ttle ceremonies are going to p rovide the main ingredient in the 
following complex passions. She asks her auditors to remember 
that everything connected with that  will  be  presented merely as  
secondary matter, but  tha t  the difference subsisting between her 
stories and the examples Duclos has given, i s  that  Duclos always 
pictured a man with one woman, whereas she, Champville ,  will 
always show several women administering to a single man. 

76. He has himself flogged by one  girl during mass, he fucks 
a second girl orally, and he discharges when the Host is elevated. 

77 .  He has two women gen tly flog his ass with a martinet; 
each woman bestows ten s tripes, alternating them with asshole 
friggery. 

7 8 .  He has himself whipped by four different girls while 
farts are b eing launched into his mouth : the girls take turns, so  
that each will have had  a chance bo th to  whip and  to fart. 

79 .  He has himself whipped by his wife while he fucks his 
daughter, next by his daughter while he fucks his wife; this is the 
same individual Duclos spoke of, the same man who pros titu ted 
his wife and daughter in her whorehouse. 

80. He has himself whipped simultaneously by two girls, one  
flogs the fron t  of him, the  o ther h is  rear, and when at  last he has 
been well s timulated, he fucks one of them while the o ther plies 
the lash, then the second while the first flogs him. 

That same evening Hebe's cunt is  made available to the pub
lic ,  and she wears the l i ttle sash, not being entitled to the large one 
until she has lost both her pucelages. 
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THE 1 7TH.  8 1 .  He has himself flogged while kissing a boy's 
ass and while fucking a girl in the mouth, then he fucks the boy 
in the mouth while kissing the girl's asshole, the while constantly 
receiving the lash from ano ther girl, then he has the boy flog him, 
orally fucks the whore who'd been whipping him, and then has 
himself flogged by the girl whose ass he had been kissing. 

82. He has himself whipped by an old woman, fucks an o ld 
man in th e  mou th, and has the daugh ter of this aged couple shit 
into his o wn mouth, then changes so  that, ultimately, every one 
takes his  turn in each role. 

83. He has himself whipped while frigging himself and while 
discharging upon a crucifix propped up by a girl's bu ttocks. 

84.  He has himself whipped while fucking a whore from the 
rear, using his prick to tamp a Host into her fundament.  

85 . He passes an en tire brothel in review; he receives the 
lash fro m  all the whores while kissing the madame's ass hole and 
receiving therefrom into his mouth both wind and rain and hail
s tones .  

THE 1 8TH.  8 6 .  He has himself whipped by teams of cab 
drivers and chimney sweeps who pass two at a time, one  plying the 
lash, the o ther farting in his mouth; h e  employs ten or twelve in a 
m orning. 

8 7 .  He has himself h eld by three girls, he  gets down on hands 
and knees, a fourth girl mounts as tride him and thrashes him ; 
each member of the quartet takes her turn mounting and flogging 
him.  

88 .  Naked, h e  puts himself in the midst  of s ix girls ; h e  is 
conscience-s tricken, asks to be forgiven, casts himself down upo n  
his knees.  Each girl decrees a penance, a n d  he  i s  gi7.:en one  hundred 
s trokes for each penance he refuses to do : ' tis the girl he refuses 
who whips him. Well, these penances are all exceedingly unpleasan t :  
one  would like  t o  shit  into his mouth;  ano ther have h i m  lick up 
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her spittle from the floor; a third i s  menstruating and would have 
him lick her cun t clean; the fourth hasn' t  washed her feet, will he 
kindly lick between her toes; the fifth has snot awaiting his tongue, 
e tc. 

89. Fifteen girls arrive in teams of thre e :  one whips him, one  
sucks him, the o ther shits,. then she who shitted, whips; she who 
sucked, shits ; she who whipped, sucks. And so he proceeds till he 
has had done with all  fifteen;  he sees no thing, heeds n o thing, is  
wild with joy : a procuress is in charge of the game. He renews this 
party six times each week. 

( This  one i s  truly charming and has my infinite recommenda
tion ; the thing has got to move very briskly along, each girl must 
bestow twenty-five strokes of the whip, and it is between whippings 
that the first sucks and the third shits. If  you would prefer fifty 
strokes from each girl, that will total up to seven hundred fifty, a 
very agreeable figure, not by any means excessive. )  

90. Twenty-five whores soften u p  his ass with a quantity of 
slaps and fondlings; he is no t  sent  away until his ass has become 
completely insensible. 

That evening the Duc is  fl ogged while culling Zelmire's forward 
maidenhead. 

THE 1 9TH. 9 1 .  He has himself tried by a jury of six whores; 
each knows the role she is to play . He is sentenced to be hanged. 
A nd hanged he is; but  the cord snaps : ' tis the ins tan t he discharges. 
(Relate this to similar ones Duclos described. ) 

92. He arranges six o ld women in a semicircle; while three 
young whores lash him, the six crones spit in his face. 

93 .  A girl frigs his asshole with the handle of a cat-o'-nine
tails, a second girl whips his thighs and prick fro m  the front; 
' tis thus he is made even tually to discharge over the tits of the 
whipper posted before him. 
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94. Two women flay him with bulls' pizzles while a third, 
kneeling before him, causes him to discharge upon her breasts. 

She recounts only four that day because of the marriage of 
Zelmire and Adonis which marks the seventh week's conclusion, 
and which i s  consummated, Zelmire having been depucelated, with 
what regards the cunt, the night before. 

THE 20TH. 9 5 .  He struggles with six women, the cuts of  
whose whips he pretends to wish to avo id,. he strives to snatch the 
whips from their hands, but they are too strong for him and 
fustigate him none the less. He is naked. 

96.  He runs the gantlet between two ranks each of twelve 
girls who are wielding switches ; he is whipped all about the body 
and discharges after the ninth race. 

97 . He has the s o les of his feet whipped, then his prick, then 
his thighs while, as he lies upon a couch, three women successively 
mount astride him and shit in his mouth. 

9 8 .  Three girls alternately flog him, one with a martinet, one 
with a bull's pizzle, the other with a cat-o'-nine-tails. A fourth, 
kneeling before him and whose asshole the lecher's lackey is frig
ging, sucks the master's prick while frigging the lackey's, which he 
has discharge upon his sucker's buttocks. 

99 .  He is amidst six girls : one pricks him with a needle, the 
second uses pincers on him, the third burns him, the fourth bites 
him, the fifth scratches him, the sixth flagellates him. A II that every
where upon his body,  indiscriminately. He discharges in the thick 
of this activity . 

That evening Zelmire,  depucelated on the 1 8 th of December, 
i s  surrendered cuntwardly to the assembly-to, that i s  to say, 
Curval and the Due, who alone of  the four friends fuck cunts. 
Once Curval has fucked Zelmire,  his hatred for Adelaide and 
Constance redoubles j he wishes to have Constance minister to 
Zelmire.  
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THE 2 1 sT. 1 00.  H e  has himself frigged by his lackey while 
the girl, naked, balances upo n  a n arro w  pedes tal; all the while he 
is being frigged, she m ay neither budge nor lose her equilibrium. 

1 0 1 .  He has the procuress frig him while he fo ndles her but
tocks; and meanwhile, between her fingers, the girl h olds a very 
short candle which she must n o t  drop until the roue has spat out  
h is  fuck; he i s  very careful n o t  to discharge before the  girl's 
fingers have been seared. 

1 02 .  He sups at  an immense table; for light, he has six burn
ing candles, each inserted in the ass of a n aked girl lying upon the 
dining table. 

1 03 .  While he takes his supper he has a girl kneel o n  sharp 
pebbles, and if in the course of the en tire meal she s tirs, she is 
n o t  paid. Above her are two tilted candles whence hot tallo w spills 
upo n  her bare back and breas ts. She need but make the sligh tes t 
m ovemen t and she is packed off with o u t  being paid a sou. 

1 04. He obliges her to remain four days in a very narrow 
iro n cage, wherein she can neither sit  nor lie down; he feeds her 
through the bars. He is the one Desgranges will mention in connec

tion with the turkey's ballet. 

That same evening, Curval depucelates Colombe's cunt. 

THE 22ND. 1 0 5 .  He wraps a girl and a cat in a large blanket, 
has her s tand and dance about; the cat bites, scratches her as she 
falls to the floor; but, come what may, she must skip and leap, and 
continue her an tics u n til the man discharges. 

1 06.  He massages a woman with a certain substance which 
causes her skin to i tch so violently that she scratches herself till 
her blo o d  flows ;  he watches her at work, frigging himself the 
while. 

1 07 .  He gives a woman a p o tion to drink, i t  halts her men
struating, and thus he  makes her run the risk of grave illness. 
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1 0 8 .  He makes her swallow a medicine intended for horses, 
it causes her horrible gripes and colics,. he watches her suffer and 
shit all day long. 

1 09. He rubs a naked girl with honey, then binds her to a 
column and releases upon her a swarm of large flies. 

That same evening, Colombe's  cunt is put at the free disposi
tion of the company. 

THE 23RD. 1 1  O. He places the girl upon a pivot which re
volves with prodigious speed. She is naked and bound and turns 
until he discharges. 

1 1 1 . He keeps a girl suspended head downward until he dis
charges. 

1 1 2. Makes her swallow a heavy dose of emetic, persuades 
her she has been poisoned, and frigs himself while watching her 
vomit. 

1 1 3. Kneads and mauls her breasts until they are entirely 
black and blue. 

1 1 4. Kneads and maltreats her ass for three hours,. he repeats 
this rite for nine days in succession. 

THE 24TH. 1 1 5 . He has a girl climb a tall ladder until she is 
a t  least twenty feet above the ground, at which point a rung cracks 
and she falls, but upon mattresses prepared in advance; he walks 
up to her and discharges upon her body the very moment she 
lands, and sometimes he chooses this ins tant to fuck her. 

1 1 6. He slaps a girl's face with all his s trength and discharges 
while so doing; he is seated in a comfortable chair and the girl is 
upon her knees, facing him. 

1 1 7.  Beats her knuckles with hickory ferrules. 

1 1 8 .  Powerful slaps upon her buttocks until her behind is 
scarlet. 



her. 
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1 19. Inserts the nozzle of a bellows in her asshole; he inflates 

120. He introduces an enema of almost boiling water into her 
bowels, then amuses himself observing her writhe, and discharges 
upon her ass. 

That evening, Aline's ass is soundly slapped by the four col
leagues, who keep it up until her ass is crimson j a duenna holds her 
by the shoulders. A few slaps are bestowed upon Augustine ' s  ass, 
too. 

THE 25TH. 121. He has some pious women recruited for his 
pleasure, beats them with a crucifix and rosaries, and then has 
each of them pose as a statue of the Virgin upon an altar, but 
pose in a cramped position from which they are not to budge. 
They must remain thus throughout an exceedingly long mass; when 
at last the Elevation occurs, each woman is to shit upon the Host. 

122. Has her run naked about a garden at night, the season 
is winter, the weather freezing,. here and there are stretched cords 
upon which she trips and falls. 

123. When she has removed all her clothes, he casts her, as 
if by accident, into a '!Jat of nearly boiling water and pre'lJents her 
from climbing out until he has first discharged upon her body. 

124. Naked, on a wintry day she is secured to a post in the 
middle of a garden and there she remains until she has repeated 
five Pater Nosters and five Hail Marys, or until he has yielded his 
fuck, which another girl excites to flow as he contemplates the 
spectacle. 

125. He spreads a powerful glue upon the rim of a privy 
seat and sends the girl in to shit,. directly she sits down, her ass 
is caught fast. Meanwhile, from the other side a small charcoal 
brazier is introduced beneath her ass. Scorched, she leaps up, leav
ing an almost perfect circle of skin behind her. 
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That evening profane tricks are played at the expense of 
Adelaide and Sophie,  the two beli evers, and the Duc depucelates 
Augustine,  of whom he has  been passionately fond for weeks ; 
thrice he discharges into her cunt. And that same evening the idea 
enters his  head to have her run naked through the courtyard, dread
ful though the weather be . He proposes the idea with great energy 
and in forceful language, but his  confreres regretfully reject i t ,  
saying that Augustine i s  very pretty and that the program calls 
for her further use ; and, the Bishop points out, she still has not 
been depucelated a ft. The Duc offers to pay two hundred louis into 
the common fund i f  the society will allow him to take her down 
into the cellars at once ; he is again refused. He wishes at least that 
she have her ass spanked ; she receives twenty-five blows from each 
friend. But the Duc applies his with his  fist and discharges a fourth 
time between the eighteenth and nineteenth. He requisi tions her for 
his bed and that night encunts her thrice again. 

THE 26TH. 126. He gets the girl thoroughly drunk, she lies 
down to s leep .  While asleep, her bed is raised. Toward the middle 
of the nigh t, she reaches down for her chamber pot; not finding i t  
within reach, she  gropes further and tumbles out upon a mattress; 
the man awaits her there and fucks her as soon as she has fallen .  

127. He has her run naked about the garden, he follows after 
her, brandishing a cabman's whip, but only threatens her with it. 
She is obliged to run un til she falls from weariness; at which in
s tant  he springs upon her and fucks her. 

128.  He bestows one hundred s trokes, ten at a time, with a 
martine t  of black silk,- between each series of blows, he kisses the 
girl's ass with great  fervor. 

129.  He flogs her with a cat-o'-nine-tails whose thongs have 
been s teeped in brandy, and does not discharge un til the girl's 
blood is flowing. Then he discharges upon her but tocks. 

Champville recounts only four passions on the 26th of Decem
her because it is the day of the e ighth week's festival. It is celebrated 
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by the marriage of Zephyr and Augustine, both of whom belong 
to the Due and lie at  night in his chamber j but prior to the cere
mony, His Grace would have Curval flog the boy while he, Blangis ,  
flogs the girl j and 't is  done. Each receives a hundred lashes,  but the 
Due, more than ever aroused by Augustine because she has made 
him discharge frequently, lays on very emphatically and i s  content 
with nothing short of much blood. 

In connection with that evening's entertainments, we must 
fully explain the character of the Saturday punishments-how they 
are meted out and how many lashes are distributed. You might 
draw up a list itemizing the crimes and, to the right, the appro
priate number of lashes. 

THE 27TH. 130. He likes to whip none bu t little girls between 
the ages of five and seven, and always finds a pretext so as to make 
it appear as if he were punishing them. 

131. A woman comes to confess to him, he is a priest; she 
recites all her sins, and by way of penance, he gives her five hun
dred lashes. 

132. He receives four women and gives each six hundred 
lashes. 

133. He has the same ceremony performed in his presence 
by two valets, one relieving the o ther when his arm is fatigued by 
the whipping,. twenty women are dealt with, each merits six hun
dred strokes: the women are no t bound. He frigs himself while the 
work is in progress. 

134. He flogs only boys aged from fourteen to sixteen, and 
he has them discharge into his mouth afterward. Each is warmed 
by one hundred lashes,. he always sees two at a sitting. 

Augustine's cunt is surrendered that evening j Curval encunts 
her twice and, like the Due, wishes to whip her when he has had 
done with her. Both gentlemen fall upon that charming girl like 
ravenous beasts j they propose a contribution of four hundred 



592 + THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

louis to the common fund in exchange for permission to take her 
in hand together that same evening ; their offer i s  rej ected. 

THE 28TH. 135. He has a naked girl enter a chamber, where
upon two men fall upon her and each whips one of her buttocks 
until it is raw. She is bound. When 'tis over, he frigs the men's 
pricks upon the whore's bleeding ass, and frigs himself thereupon 
also. 

136. She is bound hand and foot to the wall. Facing her, and 
also attached to the wall, is a blade of steel adjusted to the height 
of her belly. If she strives to avoid a blow, it is forward she must 
lunge; she cuts herself. If she wishes to avoid the blade, she must 
fling herself backward toward the lash. 

137. He flogs a girl, giving her one hundred lashes the first 
day, two hundred the second, four hundred the third, etc., etc., and 
ceases on the ninth day. 

138. He has the whore descend on all fours, climbs upon her 
back and faces her buttocks; he squeezes his legs tight about her 
ribs. Once in the saddle, he brings his lash down upon her ass and 
curls the thongs round to her cunt, and as for this operation he 
employs a martinet, he has no trouble directing his blows so that 
they carry into the vagina's interior, and that is just what he does. 

139. He must have a pregnant woman, he has her bend back
ward over a cylinder which supports her back. Her head, on the 
other side of the cylinder, rests upon the seat of a chair and is 
secured to it; her hair is strewn about, her legs tied as far apart 
as possible and her swollen belly appears stretched exceedingly 
taut; her cunt fairly yawns in his face. 'Tis upon her belly he beats 
a tattoo, and when his whip has brought a profusion of blood into 
sight, he walks round to the other side of the cylinder and dis
charges upon her face. 

N.B.-According to my notes, the adoptions do not occur until after 
defloration, hence say that the Due adopts Augustine at this point. Verify 
whether or not this is true, and whether the adoption of the four sultanas 
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does not occur at the very beginning, and whether at the beginning it is not 
said that they sleep in the bedrooms of the friends who have adopted them. 

That evening, the Duc repudiates  Constance, who therewith 
falls into the greatest discredit ; however, they treat her with some 
consideration, because of her pregnancy, in connection with which 
Messieurs have certain plans. Augustine now passes for the Duc's 
wife, and hereafter performs none but a wife ' s  functions upon the 
sofa and in the chapel. Constance descends in rank to below that of 
the governesses. 

THE 29TH. 140. He works exclusively with girls of fifteen, 
and he flogs them with sting nettles and holly until they are bleed
ing; his taste in asses is highly developed, he is not easy to please. 

141. Flogs only with a bull's pizzle, continuing until the 
buttocks are in tatters; he uses four women one after another. 

142. Flogs only with steel-tipped martinets, discharges only 
when blood is flowing generally. 

143. The same man of whom Desgranges will speak on the 
20th of February requires pregnant women; he flogs with a bull
whip, by means of which he is able to remove respectable chunks 
of flesh from the buttocks; from time to time he aims a blow or 
two at her belly. 

Rosette is flogged that evening, and Curval has her forward 
maidenhead. The intrigue between Hercule and Jul ie i s  brought to 
l ight ; she has been having herself fucked. When scolded for her 
misbehavior, she replies libertinely ; she i s  therewith whipped ex
traordinarily. Then, because Messieurs are fond of her, and also 
of Hercule, who has given yeoman service so far, they are pardoned 
and frolicked with. 

THE 30TH. 144. He places a candle at a certain height. At
tached to the middle finger of her right hand is a piece of bread 
soaked in wax and set afire; if she does not make haste, she'll be 
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burned. Her task is, with this bit of ignited bread, to light the 
other candle set high upon the shelf; she is obliged to leap in order 
to reach it; the libertine, armed with a leathern-thonged whip, 
lashes her with all his strength, to encourage her to leap higher 
and to light the candle more quickly. If she succeeds, there's an end 
to the game; if not, she is flogged till she falls unconscious. 

145. He flogs first his wife, then his daughter, and prostitutes 
them at the brothel in order to have them whipped while he looks 
on, but this is not the same man of whom we have already spoken. 

146. Whips with a cat-o'-nine-tails, from the nape of the neck 
to the calves of the legs; the girl is bound, he excoriates her entire 
back. 

147. Whips breasts only; he insists that they be exceedingly 
large. And pays twice the sum when the woman is pregnant. 

Rosette's cunt is delivered up to the society tha t evening ; 
after Curval and the Duc have thoroughly fucked it, they and 
their colleagues thoroughly whip it. She is down on her hands and 
knees ; M essieurs take care to drive the martinet's steel tips well 
up into her. 

THE 31sT. 148. He whips the face only, using a bundle of 
dry switches; he must have charming faces. Desgranges will refer 
to him on the 7th of February. 

149. Using switches, he impartially lashes the entire body, 
sparing nothing, face, cunt, and breasts included. 

150. Gives two hundreds blows of the bull's pizzle, these 
being distributed evenly up and down the backs of lads aged from 
sixteen to twenty. 

151. He is in a room, four girls arouse and flog him; when 
at last he is all afire, he leaps upon a fifth girl, who is naked and 
awaiting him in the next room and, wielding a bull's pizzle, he 
assails whate'lJer of her he can reach, maintaining the hail of blows 
until he discharges; but in order that his ejaculation arrive sooner 
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and  the  patien t suffer less, he i s  not  sent into the second room un til 
his discharge is imminent. 

(Find out why there is one too many.) 

C hampville i s  applauded, the same honors are bestowed upon 
her tha t  were given Duclos, and tha t  evening both storytellers dine 
with Messieurs. Later, at  the orgies, Adelaide, Aline, Augustine, 
and Zelmire are condemned to be  whipped with switches all over 
the body save upon the breasts, but as the friends are to sport 
with them for another two months, they are treated circumspectly. 





PART THE THIRD 

THE 150 CRIMINAL PASSIONS, OR THOSE BE
LONGING TO THE THIRD CLASS, COMPOSING 
THE THIRTY-ONE DAYS OF JANUARY PASSED 
IN HEARING THE NARRATIONS OF MAD
AME MARTAINEj INTERSPERSED AMONGST 
WHICH ARE THE SCANDALOUS DOINGS AT 
THE CHATEAU DURING THAT MONTHj 
ALL BEING SET DOWN IN THE FORM OF A 

JOURNAL. 
(DRAFT) 





THE 1ST OF JANUARY. 1. He loves nothing but to have him
self embuggered, and he is never able to find too thick a prick. 
But, says M artaine, she'll not lay much emphasis upon this passion 
which is too simple a taste and one wherewith her auditors are far 
too well acquainted. 

2. He wishes to depucelate none but little girls between the 
ages of three and seven, in the bum. This is the man who had her 
pucelage in this manner: she was four years old, the ordeal caused 
her to fall ill, her mother implored this man to give aid, money. 
But his heart was of flint . . . .  

And this man is the same one of whom Duclos spoke on the 
29th of November; the same again who appears in Champville's 
story of the 2nd of December. He has a prick of colossal propor
tions, he is enormously rich. He depucelates two little girls every 
day: one of them in the cunt, in the morning, as Champville related 
on the 2nd of December, the other in the bum, in the afternoon; 
and he has a quantity of other passions as well. Four women held 
M artaine when he embuggered her. His discharge lasts six minutes, 
and he bellows like a bull while it is in progress. His simple, 
straightforward, and adroit method of threading her needle, even 
though she was a young thing of four; describe all that. 

3. Her mother sells the pucelage of M artaine' s older brother 
to a man who sodomizes boys only, and who would have them 
exactly seven years old. 

599 
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4. She is now thirteen, her bro ther fifteen,. they go to the 
home of a man who cons trains the bro ther to fuck his sis ter, and 
who alterna tely fucks now the boy's ass, now the girl's, while they 
are in each o ther's clutches. 

Martaine proudly describes her ass ; Messieurs request her to 
display it, she exhibi ts i t  from the platform. 

The man she has just spoken of, she con tinues, is the same 
person  who figured in Duclos' story of the 21st of November, the 
Comte, and who will appear in Desgranges' of the 24th of 
February . 

5. He has himself fucked while embuggering the bro ther and 
sister,. the same personage Desgranges will refer to on the 24th of 
February. 

That same evening, the Duc depucelates the bum of Hebe, 
who is  a mere twelve. The operation succeeds only at the price of 
infinite trouble: she is held by the four duennas and administered 
by Duclos and Champville. And as there is to be a festival on the 
morrow, in order that things run smoothly then, Hebe's ass is also, 
on the evening of the 1 st of January, surrendered to the society, 
and all four friends take full advantage of it. She is carried away 
unconscious; has been buggered seven times. 

(Martaine must not say that she has a uterine deformity; that would 
be false. ) 

THE 2ND. 6. He has four girls fart in his mouth all the while 
he embuggers a fifth, then he changes girls. All ro tate : all fart, all 
are embuggered; he does no t discharge un til he has finished with 
the fifth ass. 

7. A muses himself with three small boys : embuggers and has 
each of them shit, puts all three to each task, and frigs the boy 
who is inactive. 

8. He fucks the sister in the mouth while having her bro ther 
shit into his mouth, then he reverses their roles, and during both 
exercises he  is embuggered. 



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 60 1 

9 . He embuggers none but girls of fifteen, but only after 
having, by way of preliminary, flogged them with all his s trength. 

1 0. For an hour he pinches and molests her bu ttocks and ass
hole, then embuggers her while she is flogged with exceeding vio
lence. 

The ninth week's festival is celebrated upon that day: Hereule 
weds Hebe and fucks her cuntwardly. Curval and the Due take 
turns sodomizing first the husband, then the wife. 

THE 3RD. 1 1 . He embuggers only during mass, and discharges 
at the moment of the Elevation of the Host. 

12. He embuggers only while kicking a crucifix about in the 
dust; the girl must treat it with like contempt. 

1 3. The man who amused himself with Eugenie on Duclos' 
eleventh day has the girl shit, wipes the well-beshitted ass; he 
possesses an ou tsized prick, and em buggers, ploughing into the 
asshole behind a consecrated Hast. 

1 4. Embuggers a youth, has a second youth embugger him, 
both ploughing, as above, behind a pro tective Host; upon the nape 
of the neck of the boy he is embuggering rests ano ther Host, and 
a third youth shits thereupon.  He discharges thus, without chang
ing position, but while u ttering fearful blasphemies. 

1 5 . He embuggers the priest while the latter is in the act of 
saying mass, and when the priest has performed the consecration, 
the fucker withdraws for a moment; profiting from this brief in
terval, the priest buries the Host in his ass, the fucker returns 
straightway to work and re-embuggers him, tamping in the wafer. 

That evening, Curval, with a Host depucelates in the bum the 
young and charming ZeIamir. And Antinoiis fucks the President 
with another Host; while fucking, the President's tongue pushes 
a third into Fanchon's asshole. 
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THE 4TH. 1 6. He likes to em bugger none but 'Very aged 
women while they are being lashed. 

1 7. Embuggers only 'Very aged men while being fucked. 

1 8. Has a regular intrigue with his son.  

1 9. Will em bugger none bu t monsters, or blackamoors, or de
formed persons. 

20. In order to combine incest, adultery, sodomy and sacri
lege, he em buggers his married daughter with a Host. 

That evening the four friends avail themselves of Zelamir's 
ass. 

THE 5TH. 2 1 .  He has two men alternately fuck and flagellate 
him while he  embu(Jgers a youn(J boy and while an old man sheds a 
turd into his mouth. He eats the turd. 

22. Two men take turns fucking him, one in the mouth, the 
o ther in the ass; this exercise must last no less than three hours by 
the clock. He swallows the fuck emanating from him who fucks 
him in the mouth .  

23. He has  himself fucked by  ten men, whom he  pays so much 
by the discharge; during a gi'lJen day he withs tands as many as 
twenty-four without  himself discharging. 

24. For the purposes of ass-fuckery, he  pros titutes his wife, 
his daughter, and his sister, and watches the proceedings. 

25 . He employs eight men at a time : one in his mouth, one in 
his ass, one beneath his left tes ticle, one beneath his righ t; he frigs 
two o thers, each with one hand, he lodges a seventh between his 
thighs and the eighth frigs himself upon  his face. 

That evening, the Duc deflowers Michette's ass and causes 
her  frightful pain. 
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THE 6TH. 26. He has an elderly man embuggered in his 
presence,. several times over the prick is removed from that ancien t  
asshole, it i s  placed in the mouth of the  examiner, who  sucks i t, 
then sucks the o ld man's prick, sucks his asshole, and penetrates it  
while he who has been fucking the old man now embuggers the 
lecher, and is lashed by the lecher's governess. For the lecher is 
s till a young man. 

27. He vigorously constricts the neck of the fifteen-year-old 
girl he is embuggering-choking her neck has the effect of tighten
ing her anus,. meanwhile, he is flogged with a bull's pizzle. 

28 .  He has large spheres of quicksilver inserted into his 
bowels.  These spheres rise up in his en trails, then descend, and 
during the excessive titillation caused thereby, he sucks pricks, swal
lows fuck, has shit out of whores' asses, bolts turds . This ecstasy 
las ts a good two hours .  

29.  He would have himself embuggered by the  father while 
he sodomizes that father's son and daughter. 

Michette's ass is surrendered to the company tha t  evening. 
Durcet selects Martaine for his bedroom companion, following the 
precedent established by the Due, who has Duclos, and by Curval, 
who has Fanchon ; M artaine has begun to exert upon Durcet much 
the same lubricious influence Duclos exerts upon Blangis. 

THE 7TH. 30. He fucks a turkey whose head is gripped be
tween the legs of a girl lying on her belly-while in action he looks 
quite as if he were embuggering the girl. While he is a t  work he 
is being sodomized, and the momen t he discharges, the girl cu ts 
the turkey's throat. 

3 1 .  He fucks a goat from behind while being flogged,. the 
goat conceives and gives birth to a monster. Monster though it be, 
he embuggers it. 

32 .  He embuggers bucks.  
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33 .  Wishes to see a woman discharge after ha'IJing been 
frigged by a dog; and he shoots the dog dead while its head is be
tween the woman's thighs. But he does not harm the woman. 

34. Embuggers a swan after ha'IJing popped a Host up into 
i ts ass; then strangles the bird upon discharging. 

This same evening, the Bishop embuggers Cupidon for the 
first time.  

THE 8TH. 35.  He has himself placed in a specially prepared 
wickerwork structure provided with an opening at one end; against 
this opening he places his ass hole after having anointed it with 
mare's fuck. The structure he is in represents a mare's body and is 
covered with horsehide. A genuine horse is fetched in, mounts the 
artificial mare, embuggers him and meanwhile he fucks a pretty 
white bitch he has with him in the basket. 

36. He fucks a cow, it concei'IJes and gi'IJes birth to a monster 
which, shortly thereafter, he lucks. 

37 .  In a similar basket he places a woman who receives a 
bull's member in her cunt. He watches this entertaining spectacle. 

3 8 .  He has a tamed serpent which he introduces into his 
anus; while being thus sodomized, he em buggers a cat in a basket. 
Firmly contained therein, the animal can do him no harm. 

39. He fucks a she-ass while having himself embuggered by 
an ass . (For this delight an elaborate machine is indispensable. We 
will give a description of it elsewhere. )  

That evening, Cupidon's ass is presented to the society. 

THE 9TH. 40. He fucks the nostrils of a goat which mean
while is licking his balls; and during this exercise, he is alternately 
flogged and has his ass hole licked. 

4 1 .  He embuggers a sheep while a dog licks his asshole. 
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42. He em buggers a dog whose head is cut off while he dis
charges. 

43 . He obliges a whore to frig a donkey, he is fucked while 
observing this spectacle. 

44. He fucks a monkey's asshole, the animal is enclosed in 
a basket; while being sodomized, the monkey is tormented in order 
that its anus will cons trict about the libertine's member. 

That evening, the tenth week's festival is celebrated by the 
marriage of  Bum-Cleaver and Michette i the union is consummated, 
'tis a dolorous experience for the bride. 

THE 1 0TH. Martaine announces that she is going to move on 
to another passion, and that the whip, of central importance in 
Champville 's  contributions of December,  will enj oy only a secondary 
one in hers. 

45. The procuress is obliged to find him girls guilty of some 
felony or other; he arrives, frightens them, says that they are go
ing certainly to be arrested but that he will take it upon himself 
to pro tect them provided they will submit to a violen t fustigation, 
and, afraid as they are, they let themselves be whipped till they 
bleed. 

46. Has a woman with beautiful hair brought to him, saying 
he simply wishes to examine her hair; but he cuts it off very 
traitorously and discharges upon seeing her melt into tears and be
wail her misfortune, at which he laughs immoderately. 

47. With all sorts of attendant ceremonies, she enters a dark 
room. She sees no one there, but overhears a conversation regard
ing her-give details of this conversation-which is of a nature to 
frighten her nearly to death. Finally, she receives a deluge of slaps 
and blows without knowing whence they come,. she hears the cries 
accompanying a discharge, then is taken out of the room. 

48. She enters a kind of subterranean sepulcher which is lit 
by nothing but a few oil lamps,' they re'lJeal all the horror of the 
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place. After a moment, during which she is able to observe every
thing, all the lamps are extinguished, a horrible series of screams 
and the rattlings of chains are heard, she collapses in a swoon; if 
she does not fain t, the noises are multiplied until finally she does 
fall unconscious from terror. Once unconscious, a man swoops 
down upon her and embuggers her, then abandons her, and valets 
later come to her rescue; he- must have very young and very in
experienced girls. Novices, if possible. 

49. She enters a similar place, but provide a few details to 
distinguish it from the sepulcher above. She is stripped, thrust 
naked into a colJin, the colJin's lid is nailed down, and the rhythm 
of the hammer driving the nails finally excites the man's discharge. 

That afternoon, Zelmire was taken down to the cellars we 
have previously mentioned, which had been prepared in the manner 
we have just described. The four friends are there, naked and 
equipped with weapons; Zelmire swoons, ana while she is  uncon
scious, Curval depucelates her bum. The President has been seized 
by the very same sentiments of love (mixed with lubric rage) for 
this girl that the Duc has for Augustine. 

THE 1 1TH. 50. The same Duc de F/orville, of whom Duclos 
spoke on the 29th of November, and of whom Desgranges, in her 
fifth story, will speak on the 26th of February, wishes to have the 
corpse of a beautiful and recently murdered girl placed upon a bed 
covered with black satin,. he fondles the body, explores its every 
nook and cranny, and embuggers it. 

5t. Another individual requires two corpses, those of a boy 
and of a girl, and he em buggers the youth's dead body while kiss
ing the bu ttocks of the girl's and driving his tongue into its anus. 

52. He receives the girl in a small room filled with most con
vincing wax representations of dead bodies, they are all pierced in 
various ways. He recommends that the girl make her choice, say
ing he intends to kill her in whatever way she prefers, inviting her 
to choose the corpse whose wounds please her most. 
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53. He binds her to an authentic corpse, knee to knee, mouth 
to mouth, and flogs her until the back of her body is covered with 
blood. 

Zelmire's ass is made the evening's treat, but before being 
served up, she is subj ected to a trial ,  and she is advised that she 
will be killed that night ; she believes what she is  told but, instead 
of dispatching her, Messieurs are content each to give her a hun
dred lashes after having generously embuggered her, and Curval 
takes her to bed with him. She is  further embuggered all night. 

THE 12TH. 54. The girl must be menstruating. She arrives at 
his home, a valet conducts her to a room in the cellar where the 
libertine stands awaiting her, but he is near a kind of reservoir of 
icy water, more than twelve feet across and eight deep; it is con
cealed in such a way the girl does not notice it. She approaches the 
man, he topples her into it, and discharges the instant he hears the 
splash; she is pulled back out at once, but as she is menstruating, 
severe disability is the very frequent result of her adventure. 

55. He lowers her into a very deep well and shouts down 
after her that he is about to fill it with large stones; he flings in a 
few clods of earth to frighten her, and discharges into the well, his 
seed landing on the naked whore's head. 

56. He has a pregnant woman brought to him and terrifies 
her with threats and words, flogs her, continuing his ill-treatment 
of her until she either has a miscarriage there and then, or will 
surely have one when she returns home. If she disgorges her fruit 
while under his roof, she receives double payment. 

57. He locks her into a black dungeon, surrounded by cats, 
rats, and mice; he gives her to understand she has been put there 
for the rest of her life, and every day he goes to her door, frigs 
himself, and banters with her. 

58. He inserts sheafs of straw in her ass, ignites them, and 
watches her buttocks sizzle as the straw burns short. 
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That evening, Curval announces he will take Zelmire to be his 
wife, and does indeed publicly marry her. The Bishop officiates at 
the wedding, the President repudiates Julie  who therewith falls 
into the greatest discredit, but her libertinage speaks strongly in 
her favor and the Bishop is disposed to protect her somewhat until 
the time shall arrive for him to declare himself entirely for her
he will so declare himself later on. 

More clearly than ever before, upon this particular evening 
his associ ates notice Durcet's teasing hatred for Adelaide; he tor
ments her, vexes her, she wails and is melancholy. And her father, 
the President, does not by any means give her his support. 

THE 13TH. 59. He attaches a girl to a St. Andrew's cross 
suspended in the air, and whips her with all his might, flaying her 
entire back. After which, he unties her and casts her out through 
a window, but mattresses are there to lighten her fall, upon hearing 
which he discharges. Give further details of the scene in order to 
justify his reaction. 

60. He has her swallow a drug which unhinges her imagina
tion and causes her to see horrible things in Ihe room. She fancies 
the room is being flooded, sees the water rise, climbs upon a chair, 
but still the water mounts, reaches her, and she is told that she has 
no alternative but to leap in and swimj she plunges, but falls upon 
the stone floor and injures herself badly. 'Tis at this point the 
libertine discharges; previously, he has taken much pleasure in kiss
ing her ass. 

61. He holds her suspended by a rope that runs up through a 
pulley affixed to the top of a towerj he stands at a window, she 
hangs directly outside and opposite him. He frigs himself and 
threatens to sever the rope as he discharges. While all this is afoot 
he is being flogged, and earlier he induced the whore to shit for 
him. 

62. She is held by four slender cords, each attached to one of 
her limbs. She is held thus in a very cruel and painful positionj a 
trap door is opened beneath her and a charcoal brazier, very hot, 
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is discovered to her view: if the cords break, she falls thereupon. 
The roue meddles with the cords, s trains them, cuts one while dis
charging. Sometimes he suspends the girl in the same attitude, 
places a weight upon her belly, then suddenly jerks all four cords, 
pulling her up, and in so doing rupturing her stomach and tearing 
her muscles. She remains where she is until he discharges. 

63 . He binds her to a low stool; suspended a foo t  above her 
head is a dagger whose point is filed needle sharp; the dagger 
hangs by a hair-if the hair snaps, the dagger drives into her 
skull. The libertine frigs himself while watching his victim's anx
ious contortions.  An hour later, he frees her and bloodies her but
tocks with light jabs of the same dagger which, he would like to 
have her remark, pricks very nicely ;  he discharges upon  her blood
soaked ass. 

That evening, the Bishop depucelates Colombe's  bum, and 
after his discharge lashes her with a whip, for he cannot bear to 
have a girl cause him to discharge. 

THE 14TH. 64. He embuggers a young novice who knows 
n o thing of the ways of the world, and as he discharges, he fires 
two pis tol shots very close to her ear. The powder singes her hair. 

65 . He makes her sit down in an armchair balanced on 
springs; her weight releases a number of springs connected to iron 
rings which bind her tightly to the chair. Certain levers and gears 
advance twenty daggers until their points graze her skin; the man 
frigs himself, the while explaining that the least m ovement of the 
chair will cause her to be s tabbed. He sprays his fuck upon her, in 
so doing touching the chair very delicately with his foo t. 

66. A bascule carries her down into a small crypt hung in 
black and furnished with a prie-dieu, a coffin, and an assortment of 
death's heads. She sees six specters armed with clubs, swords, 
pistols, sabers, poignards, and lances, and each is about  to pierce 
her in a different place. Overcome by fear, she sways, is about  to 
fall; the man enters, catches her in his arms, and flogs her until he 



610 + THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

is weary, then discharges as he em buggers her. If she is unconscious 
at the time he enters, and this is frequently the case, his lash re
stores her to her senses. 

67. She enters a room in a tower, in its center she sees a large 
charcoal brazier; upon a table, poison and a dirk; she is allowed 
to choose the manner whereby she is to perish. It generally happens 
that she elects poison. 'Tis a variety of opiate which plunges her 
into a profound drowsiness; while the spell lasts, the libertine em
buggers her. He is the same personage Duclos cited' on the 27th 
of November and of whom Desgranges will say more on the 6th 
of February. 

68. The same gentleman who will figure in Desgranges' story 
of the 16th of February goes through the entire ceremony of pre
paring to decapitate the girl; just as the blow falls, a rope sud
denly snatches the girl's body away, the axe-blade sinks three inches 
into the block. If the rope does not drag the girl away, she dies. 
He discharges while bringing down the axe. But prior to this, he 
has embuggered her as she lies with her neck upon the block. 

Colombe's ass is plumbed by the society that evenmg, and 
Messieurs pretend to cut off her hea d. They are accomplished 
actors. 

THE 15TH. 69. He slips a noose around the whore's throat 
and hangs her. Her feet rest upon a stool, a cord is tied to one leg 
of the stool, he sits in an armchair, watching and having the 
whore's daughter frig him. When he discharges, he pulls the cord, 
the whore hangs, he leaves, valets enter and cut the whore down. 
A leech lets some blood from one of her veins and she returns to 
life, but these attentions are given her without the libertine's knowl
edge. He goes off to bed with the whore's daughter and sodomizes 
her all night long, while doing so telling her he has hanged her 
mother. Have Martaine say that Desgranges will refer to him 
again. 

70. He holds the girl by the ears and walks her around the 
room, discharging as he parades with her. 
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71. He pinches the girl's body, nipping her everywhere save 
upon the breast, till she turns black and blue. 

72. He pinches her breasts, molests them, and kneads them 
until they are completely bruised. 

73. He writes letters and words upon her breasts, working 
with a needle which has a poisoned tip; her breasts become infected, 
and she suffers excruciatingly. 

74. Drives between one and two thousand pins into her 
breasts, and discharges when he has covered them. 

More libertine with every passing day, Jul ie is discovered 
frigging herself with Champville. The Bishop affords her addi
tional protection and thereafter admits her into his bedchamber, 
as  the Duc has Duclos ,  Durcet Martaine, and Curval Fanchon. 
Jul ie confesses that at the time of her repudiation, having been 
condemned to sleep in the stables with the other animals, she ap
pealed to Champville and was taken into her chamber ; they have 
been bedding together ever since. 

THE 16TH. 75. He buries large hatpins in the girl's flesh, dot
ting her entire body, her nipples included; he discharges after hav
ing driven home the last pin. Desgranges will return to the same 
enthusiast in her fourth story of the 27th of February. 

76. He gives her a great deal to drink, then sews up her cunt 
and asshole,. he leaves her thus sealed up till he remarks she is nigh 
to collapsing from the need to piss and shit, two activities which are 
impossible in the state she is in,. or else he waits until the weight of 
the shit and the pressure of the piss finally break the stitches. 

77. Four gentlemen enter the room and cuff the girl, strike 
and kick her until she falls. When she is down, all four mutually 
frig one another and discharge. 

78. She is deprived of air, then given air, then 'tis taken away 
again. She is lodged within a pneumatic machine. 
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To celebrate the end of the eleventh week, the wedding of 
Colombe and Antinoiis takes place that day, and is  consummated. 
The Duc, who has been indulging in some prodigious cunt-fuckery 
with Augustine, has been seized by a lubricious fury : he has had 
Duclos hold her, and has given her three hundred lashes distributed 
between the middle of  her back and her calves, and, a fter that, 
has embuggered Duclos while kissing Augustine's flogged ass. 
Directly after having molested her, he  does some foolish things, 
for his head is completely giddy : he has her sit beside him at  table, 
will touch no food save what he has out of  her mouth, dotes upon 
her, and does a thousand other things, all very illogical and very 
libertine. But he and his confreres are men of that strange turn of 
character. 

THE 17TH. 79. He binds the girl belly down upon  a dining 
table and eats a piping hot  omelette served upon  her bu ttocks. He 
uses an exceedingly sharp fork. 

80. He immobilizes her head above a grill, lights a brisk fire, 
and roasts her until she loses consciousness, embuggering her s teadily. 

81. He gen tly toas ts the skin of her breas ts and bu ttocks, pro
ceeding very gradually, and using sulphur-tipped matches. 

82. He uses candles and extinguishes them again and again by 
snuffing them out in her cunt, her asshole, and upon her nipples. 

83. With a match he sears her eyelids,. this preven ts her from 
sleeping soundly that night, tor she cannot close her eyes. 

That evening, the Duc depucelates Giton, who finds the ex
perience discomfiting, for the Duc is enormous, fucks with great 
brutality, and Giton is ,  a fter all ,  only twelve. 

THE 18TH. 84. Pointing a pistol at her heart, he obliges her 
to chew and swallow a live coal, and then he washes out her cunt 
with aqua fortis. 
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85. He has her dance the olivettes. Naked, she is t o  dance 
round four pillars; but the only path her naked feet can tread is 
s tudded with shards of broken glass and bits of sharp metal and 
poin ted tacks and nails; by each pillar s tands a man, a bundle of 
switches in his hand, and he lashes whichever side of her body she 
offers every time she passes by him. She is thus obliged to run a cer
tain number of turns around, it all depending upon whether she is 
more or less attractive. The most beautiful are harried the most. 

86 .  He strikes her violently in the face until the blows of his 
fis t  bring blood from her nose, and he continues yet a while longer, 
the blood no twiths tanding; he discharges and mixes his fuck with the 
blood she has los t. 

8 7 .  Employing very well-heated tongs, he pinches her flesh, 
and mainly her buttocks, her mons veneris and her breasts. Des
granges will have more to say about this personage. 

8 8 .  Upon various parts of her naked, reclining body, especially 
the more sensitive areas, he places little mounds of gunpowder, then 
sets fire to them. 

Giton's ass is  made public property that evening, and after 
this ceremony, he is flogged by Curval, the Due, and the Bishop, 
who have fucked him. 

THE 1 9TH. 8 9 .  He inserts a cylinder of gunpowder in her cunt, 
removes the cylinder,leaves the powder there; he puts a match to the 
charge and ejaculates upon seeing the flames dart forth. Earlier, 
he has kissed her ass. 

90. He soaks her everywhere from head to foo t  with brandy, 
brings a match near and entertains himself with the spectacle of 
this poor girl all covered with flames. Then he discharges. He re
peats the same operation two or three times. 

9 1  , He gives her bowels a rinsing with boiling oil. 

92. He introduces a red-hot  iron into her anus, another into 
her cun t, after having thoroughly whipped the latter. 
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93. He likes to trample upon a pregnant woman until she 
aborts. Prior to this he whips her. 

That same evening, Curval depucelates Sophie 's bum, but this 
ordeal succeeds another : she has first been given one hundred lashes 
by each of the friends and is  streaming blood. Directly Curval has 
discharged into her ass, he offers to pay the society five hundred 
louis for permission to take her down to the cellars that very evening 
and to be given a free hand with her. Curval 's  request i s  rejected, 
he re-embuggers her, and upon emerging from her ass after this 
second discharge, he gives her a kick which sends her sprawling upon 
a mattress fifteen feet away. He revenges himself upon Zelmire, 
whom he flogs till his arm aches. 

THE 20TH. 94. He appears to be caressing the girl who is frig
ging him, she suspects nothing; but at the moment he discharges, 
he seizes her head and baiters it against the wall. The blow is so 
s trong and so unexpected that she usually falls unconscious. 

95. They are four libertines assembled; they judge a girl 
and, ultimately disagreeing upon what punishment to inflict, decide 
to s entence her individually. All in all, she receives one hundred 
s trokes of the whip; each juror metes out twenty-five of them: the 
first flogs her from the back to the loins, the second from the loins 
to the calves, the third from the n eck to the navel, breasts included, 
the fourth from the belly to the shins. 

96. Using a pin, he pricks each of her eyes, each nipple, and 
her clitoris. 

97 . He drops molten sealing wax upon her buttocks, into her 
cunt, and upon her breas ts. 

98. He opens the veins in one arm and bleeds her un til she 
faints. 

Curval suggests they bleed Constance because of her preg
nancy ; and bled she is ,  until she collapses, 'tis Durcet who acts as  
her leech. That evening, Messieurs avail themselves of Sophie ' s  
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ass,  and the Due proposes she be bled also, it could not possibly 
do her any harm,  no, on the contrary, they might make a nice 
pudding of her blood for tomorrow's luncheon. His idea is  ac
claimed, Curval now plays the leech, Duclos frigs him while he 
operates, and he wishes to make the puncture at  the same moment 
his fuck departs his balls ; and he makes a generous puncture, but 
his blade finds the vein none the less. Despite it all, Sophie has 
pleased the Bishop, who adopts her for his wife, repudiating Aline, 
who falls into the greatest discredit. 

THE 2 1 ST. 99. He bleeds both of her arms and would have 
her remain standing while her blood flows; now and again he s tops 
the bleeding and flogs her, then he opens the wounds again, and 
this continues until she collapses. He only discharges when she 
faints. Earlier in the game he had her shit for him. 

100. He bleeds her from all four of her limbs and from her 
jugular vein too, and frigs himself while watching the five fountains 
of blood. 

101. He lightly scarifies her flesh, concentrating upon her 
buttocks, but neglecting her breasts. 

1 02. He scarifies her vigorously, cutting deep, devoting par
ticular attention to her breasts and especially to her nipples, and to 
the environs of her asshole when he turns his attentions to her be
hind. Next, he cauterizes the wounds with a red-ho t  iron .  

1 03. He is bound hand and loo t, as  il  he were a wild beast, 
and he is draped in a tiger's skin. When thus readied, he is exci ted, 
irritated, whipped, beaten, his ass is Irigged; opposite him is a 
plump young girl, naked and tied by her feet to the floor, by her 
neck to the ceiling, in such wise she cannot  stir. When the roue is 
all a-sweat, his captors free him, he leaps upon the girl, bites her 
everywhere and above all her clitoris and her nipples, which he 
generally manages to remove with his teeth. He roars and cries 
like a ferocious animal, and discharges while shrieking. The girl 
must shit, he eats her turd upon the floor. 
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That evening, the Bishop depucelates Narcisse; he is surren
dered to the society the same evening, so that the festival of the 
23rd will not be disturbed. Before embuggering him, the Due has 
him shit into his mouth and render him, together with the turd, 
his predecessors' fuck. And then, after having sodomized the lad, 
Blangis scourges him. 

THE 22ND. 1 04. He pulls out her teeth and scratches her gums 
with needles. Sometimes he heats the needles. 

1 05 .  He breaks one of her fingers, several upon occasion. 

1 06. Employing a heavy hammer, he flattens one of her feet. 

1 07.  He removes a hand, sawing through the wrist. 

108. While discharging, he batters in her front teeth with a 
hammer. He is very fond of sucking her mouth before proceeding 
to the major phase of his operation. 

The Due depucelates Rosette in the rear that evening, and the 
same instant his prick sounds her ass, Curval extracts one of the 
l ittle girl's teeth-this in order that she may experience two terrible 
pains at the same time.  So that the morrow's festival not be dis
turbed, her ass is made generally available that same evening. 
When Curval has discharged thereinto (and he is the last of the 
four to do so), he sends the child spinning wi th a blow of his fist. 

THE 23RD. Because of the holiday, only four are related. 

1 09. He amputates one foot. 

11 O. He breaks one of hef' arms as he embuggers her. 

1 1 1 . Using a crowbar, he breaks a bone in her leg and em
buggers her after doing so .  

112. He ties her to a stepladder, her limbs being attached in a 
peculiar manner, a cord is tied to the ladder; he pulls the cord, the 
ladder falls. Sometimes she breaks one limb, sometimes ano ther. 
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Upon that day Invictus was married to Rosette ; their wedding 
celebrated the twelfth week's festival. That evening, Rosette i s  
bled after she  has been fucked, and Aline is  likewise bled after 
Hercule has fucked her; both are bled in such a way their blood 
spurts upon our libertine's thighs and pricks. Messieurs frig them
selves while looking on, and discharge when both have fainted. 

THE 24TH. 113. He cuts off one of her ears. (See to it that you 
specify what these persons do by way of a prelude to their major 
stunt. ) 

1 14. He slits her lips and nostrils. 

115 .  After having sucked and bitten it, he pierces her tongue 
with a hot iron. 

1 16. He tears several nails from her fingers, and also from 
her toes. 

1 17 . He cuts off one of her fingers at the last joint. 

And, upon close questioning, the storyteller having said that, 
provided the wound is  dressed at  once, such a mutilation has no 
undesirable aftereffects, Durcet straightway cuts the end off one 
of Adelaide's fingers, for his lewd j esting and teasing have been in
creasingly directed against her. His practical joke fetches a dis
charge from him, his flow of fuck is accompanied by unheard-of 
transports. 

That same evening, Curval depucelates Augustine' s  ass,  even 
though she is  now the Duc's wife. Her anguish, her sufferings. Curval 
rages against her afterward ; he conspires with the Due to take 
her down to the cellars without further delay, and they tell Durcet 
that if they are granted permission to carry out the expedition, they 
in their turn will allow him to dispatch Adelaide at once, but the 
Bishop delivers an impassioned sermon to those truants, and obtains 
the promise that they will restrain themselves yet a little longer for 
the sake of their own pleasure. Curval and the Duc hence limit them
selves to giving Augustine a ferocious whipping. Both lash her at 
once. 
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THE 2 5 TH.  1 18. He distills fifteen or twenty drops of molten 
lead into her mouth and burns her gums with aqua fortis. 

1 1 9 .  After having had her lick his beshitted ass with her 
tongue, he snips off the end of that same tongue, then, when once 
she is mutilated, he embuggers her. 

1 20. He employs a machine involving a hollow steel bit which 
bores holes in the flesh and which, when removed, takes with it a 
round chunk of flesh which is as long as the drill has penetrated,
the machine bores on automatically if no t  withdrawn. 

1 2 1 .  He transforms a boy of ten or twelve into a eunuch. 

1 22 .  With a pair of pliers isolating and raising each nipple, 
he cuts off the same with a pair of scissors . 

That same evening, Augustine's ass is made generally availa
ble. While embuggering her, Curval had wished to kiss Constance's 
breast, and upon discharging, he made off with a nipple in his teeth, 
but as her wound was treated and bandaged at once, Messieurs 
assured one another that the accident would have no harmful effect 
upon the child in her womb. Curval says to his colleagues, in answer 
to their pleasantries upon his mounting rage against Constance, that 
he has no control over the fury she inspires in him. 

When in his turn the Duc embuggers Augustine, his own power
ful feelings for that beautiful girl are exhaled with incomparable 
violence : had the others not kept an eye upon him, he would have 
injured her, either while mauling her breasts or squeezing her neck 
with all his strength as he discharged. Once again he asks the so
ciety to put her in his power, but he is requested to wait for 
Desgranges' narrations. His brother entreats him to be patient and 
abstain until he himself sets an example by dispatching Aline ; haste, 
the Bishop points out, makes waste ; and why spoil the latter part 
of the holiday by upsetting a schedule admirably designed to guaran
tee them a daily fare of moderation, wherein only happiness lies ? 
However, the Due will not listen to reason, he cannot any longer 
hold himself in check, and so, since he absolutely must torture the 
lovely girl, he is allowed to inflict a light wound upon her arm. He 
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executes i t  upon the fl eshy part of  her left forearm, sucks blood 
from the cut he has made, and discharges ; Augustine is  so skillfully 
p a tched up tha t  four days later no trace of the Due's teeth marks 
is to be seen. 

THE 26TH. 1 23 .  He breaks a bo ttle of thin glass against the 
face of the girl, who is bound and unable to pro tect herself; before 
doing so, he sucked her mouth with great 'lJigor and sucked her 
tongue also .  

1 24. He tears off both her legs, ties one of  her  hands behind her 
back, puts a li ttle s tick into her free hand, and in'lJites her to de
fend herself. Then he attacks her, wielding his sword with great 
'lJigor and dexterity, wounds her here and there, and finally dis
charges upon her wounds .  

1 25 .  He s tretches her upon  a St. Andrew's cross, goes through 
the ceremony of breaking her, s trains but does not  dislocate three 
of her limbs, but does definitely break the fourth, either an arm 
or a leg. 

1 26. Pistol in hand, he has her s tand facing to the right and 
lets fly with a charge which grazes her two breas ts; he aims to shoo t  
away o n e  o f  her lit tle nipples. 

1 27. He has her crouch down twenty fee t  away and present 
her buttocks; he  shoots a bullet up her ass. 

That same evening, the Bishop depucelates Fanny's  bum. 

THE 27TH. 1 2 8 .  The same man of whom Desgranges will 
speak on the 24th of February flogs a pregnant woman upon the 
belly un til she miscarries; she must lay the egg in his presence, and 
he lashes her till she does. 

1 29. He 'lJery tidily castrates a young lad of sixteen or se'lJen
teen after ha'lJing embuggered and whipped him. 
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130. He must have a maiden brought to him, he slices off her 
clitoris with a razor, then deflowers her with a cylinder of heated 
iron, driving the device home with hammer blows. 

131. This personage performs an abortion when the woman's 
pregnancy has entered its eighth month.  He forces her to drink a 
certain brew which brings the child out  dead in a trice. Upon o ther 
occasio ns, this libertine by his art causes the child to be born from 
the  mo ther's asshole. But the  child emerges dead, and the woman's 
life is gravely imperiled. 

1 3 2 . He severs an arm. 

That evening, Fanny's ass i s  made generally available, Durcet 
rescues her from a torture his colleagues had been preparing for 
her ; he takes her to be his wife, has the Bishop perform the mar
riage,  and repudiates Adelaide, who i s  submitted to the torture 
originally readied for Fanny. It is however a paltry business after 
all : the Due embuggers her while Dureet breaks her finger. 

THE 28TH. 133. He cuts off b o th hands at the wrist and 
cauterizes the wounds with a ho t iron. 

134. He removes the tongue, cutting it  at the roots, and 
cauterizes it with a hot iron.  

135. He amputates one leg, usually having someone else cut 
i t  off while he embuggers her. 

136. He extracts all her teeth, replacing each one with a red
h o t  nail, which he secures in place with a hammer; he does this 
directly after having fucked the woman in the mouth.  

137 . He removes one  eye. 

Julie is roundly whipped by everyone that evening and all her 
fingers are pricked with a needle. This latter operation takes place 
while the Bishop, who is  passing fond of her, embuggers her. 
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THE 29TH. 1 3 8. Allowing molten sealing wax to flow there
upon, he blinds and ultimately dissolves first one eye, then the 
other. 

1 39. He neatly slices off one breast, then cauterizes the wound 
with a hot iron. Desgranges will here interject that 'tis this same 
man who made off with the nipple she is missing, and that she is 
positively certain he ate it after having cooked it upon a griddle. 

140. He amputates both buttocks after having flogged and 
embuggered her. It is believed that he too eats the meat. 

141. He shaves off both her ears. 

142. Clips off all the extremities, to wit :  ten fingers, ten toes, 
two nipples, one clitoris and the end of the tongue. 

That evening, Aline, after a vigorous whipping given her by 
the four friends and an embuggery the Bishop perfo rms for the 
last time, is condemned to have a finger on either hand and a toe 
on either foot cut off by each friend. Thus she loses a total of eight 
parts. 

THE 3 0TH. 143 . He carves away several chunks of flesh, select
ing them from divers areas upon her body .'  he has them roasted 
and obliges her to eat them with him. Desgranges will mention the 
same man on the 8th and 17th of February. 

144. He cuts off a young boy's four limbs, embuggers the 
trunk, feeds him well and allows him so to live; as the arms and 
legs were not severed too close to the body, the boy lives for quite 
a while. And the surgeon em buggers him s teadily for approximately 
a year. 

145. He chains one of the girl's hands and secures the chain 
to the wall; he leaves her thus, without food. Near her is a large 
knife, and just beyond her reach sits an excellent meal : if she wishes 
to eat, she has but to cut through her forearm; otherwise, she dies 
of starvation. Prior to this he has embuggered her. He observes her 
through a window. 
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146. He manacles both mother and daugh ter; in order that 
they both survive, one has got to get to the food placed not far 
away : survival, that is, means that one must sacrifice a hand. He 
amuses himself lis tening to them discuss their dilemma, and argue 
about  who is to resolve it. 

She recounts only four stories, for that evening the thirteenth 
week's festival is to take place. During it, the Duc, acting in the 
capacity of a woman, is married to Hercule, who is  to be the hus
band ; acting now as  a man, the Duc takes Zephyr to be his wife. 
The young bardash who, as the reader is aware, possesses the 
prettiest ass amongst the eight boys, is dressed as a girl, and so clad 
appears as beautiful as the goddess of love. The ceremony is  con
secrated by the Bishop and transpires within the sight of the entire 
household. The dear li ttle Zephyr surrenders his virginal bum to 
the Duc, who finds all his pleasure therein, but much trouble mak
ing a successful entry ; Zephyr is rather badly torn, and bleeds 
profusely. Hercule fucks the Due throughout this operation. 

THE 3 1 ST. 1 47. He plucks out bo th her eyes and leaves her 
locked in a room, saying that she has before her what she needs to 
eat, that she has but to get up and search for it. But in order to 
reach the food she must cross a broad plate of iron, which, of 
course, she canno t  see, and which is kept heated to a very high 
temperature. Situated at a window, he amuses himself watching 
how she manages : will she burn herself, or will she prefer to perish 
from hunger? She has been, previously, very soundly whipped. 

148 .  He subjects her to the rope torture; this consis ts in hav
ing one's four limbs tied to ropes, then one is raised high in the 
air and suddenly dropped from a considerable heigh t, then raised, 
then dropped; each fall dislocates and sometimes breaks the limbs, 
because one  never quite falls to the ground, the ropes halting one 
jus t  a short  distance above it. 

1 49. He inflicts upon her a quan tity of deep wounds into 
which he pours boiling pitch and molten lead. 
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1 5 0. The moment after she gives birth to a child, he binds 
her hand and foo t, and ties her child n o t  far away from her. The 
infant wails, she is unable to get to it. And thus she must watch it 
expire. Then he s teps up and lashes the mo ther, aiming his whip
s trokes at her cun t  and managing the thing so that the interior of 
her vagina is well tickled. He himself is usually the child's father. 

1 5 1 .  He gives her copiously to drink, then sews up her cun t, 
her asshole and her mouth as well, and leaves her thus until the 
water burs ts through its conduits, or until she dies . 

( Determine why there is one too many ; if one is to be deleted, suppress 
the last, for I believe I have already used it. ) 

That same evening, Messieurs avail themselves of Zephyr's 
ass, and Adelaide is condemned to a rude fustigation, after which a 
hot iron is brought very close to the interior of her vagina,  to her 
armpits, and she is  slightly scorched beneath each nipple. She en
dures it all like a heroine and frequently invokes God. This further 
arouses her persecutors. 





PA RT TH E FOURTH 

THE 1 50 MURDEROUS PASSIONS, OR THOSE 
BELONGING TO THE FOURTH CLASS, COM
POSING THE TWENTY-EIGHT DAYS OF FEB
RUARY SPENT IN HEARI NG THE NARRATIONS 
OF MADAME DES GRANGES ; I NTERSPERSED 
AMONGST WHICH ARE THE SCANDALOUS 
DOINGS AT THE CHATEAU DURING THAT 
MONTH ; ALL BEING SET DOWN IN THE FORM 

OF A JOURNAL. 
(DRAFT) 





Begin by giving a full description of the new situation which 
exists in February ; there has been a radical change in the ap
pearance of things. The four original wives have been repudiated, 
but the Bishop has extended his protection to Julie,  whom he keeps 
near him as a kind of servant to wait upon him ; Duclos has been 
allowed to share her quarters with Constance, whose fruit Mes
sieurs are eager to keep from spoiling ; Aline and Adelaide have 
been driven out of house and home and now sleep amongst the 
animals intended for their Lordships' table. The sultanas Augustine, 
Zelmire, Fanny, and Sophie have replaced the wives and now fulfill 
all their  functions, to wit : as  wipers in the chapel, as waitresses at 
the meals, as couch companions, as  Messieurs' bed companions at 
night. Apart from the fucker, who changes from day to day, Mes
sieurs have : 

The Duc : Augustine, Zephyr, and Duclos in his bed, together 
with his fucker ; he sleeps surrounded by the four of them, and 
Marie occupies a sofa in his bedchamber ; 

Curval : the President likewise sleeps amidst Adonis, Zelmire, 
a fucker, and Fanchon ; his room i s  otherwise empty ; 

Durcet sleeps amidst Hyacinthe, Fanny, a fucker, and Mar
taine ( check the foregoing) ,  and he has Louison lie upon a neigh
boring divan. 

The Bishop sleeps amidst Celadon, Sophie,  a fucker, and 
Julie ; Therese sleeps upon the divan. 

Which reveals that each of the little menages, Zephyr and 
Augustine, Adonis and Zelmire, Hyacinthe and Fanny, Celadon 
and Sophie, all of whom are married, belong, husband and wife, to 
a single master. Only four little girls remain in the girls'  harem, 
and four in the boys' .  Champville sleeps in the girls' quarters, 
Desgranges in the boys' quarters. Aline is  in the stable, as  we 
pointed out, and Constance is  in Duclos' room, but alone there since 
Duclos spends every night in the Due's bed. 

627 
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Dinner is always served by the four sultanas ( by, that is to 
say, the four new wives ) ,  and supper by the remaining four sul
tanas ; a quatrain always serves coffee ; but the qua trains formerly 
allocated to each niche in the auditorium are now reduced in num
ber to one boy and one girl. 

The reader will recall our mention of the pillars in the audi
torium j at the beginning of e ach seance, Aline i s  attached to one of 
them, Adelaide to the other, their buttocks facing out toward the 
alcoves, and near each pillar is a li ttle table covered with assorted 
punitive instruments ; and so it is  the two women are at  all  times 
ready to receive the lash. Constance has permission to sit  with the 
storytellers. Each duenna keeps close to her couple, and Julie,  com
pletely unclothed, wanders from couch to couch, taking orders and 
executing them upon the spot. As always, one fucker per couch. 

Such is  the situation when Desgranges begins her narrations. 
The friends have also ruled, in a special decree, that, during this 
month, Aline, Adelaide, Augustine, and Zelmire shall be surrendered 
to Messieurs' brutal passions, and that Messieurs are at liberty, 
upon the prescribed day, either to immolate them privately or to 
invi te whichever of their friends they please to witness the sacrifice ; 
and that with what regards Constance, she shall be employed for the 
celebration of the final week, a full explanation of which shall be 
given in due time and place.  Should the Duc and Curval, who by 
this a rrangement are to be made widowers, be disposed to take 
another wife to care for their needs until the end of the holiday, 
they shall be able to do so by making a selection from amongst the 
four remaining sultanas. But the pillars will remain ungarnished 
when the two women who garnish them now shall have been bidden 
a last  farewell. 

Desgranges starts, and after having reminded her auditors 
that henceforth the tales shall be those of an exclusively murderous 
character, she says that she will be  careful, as their Lordships have 
enjoined her to be, to enter into the most minute details, and above 
all to indicate with what ordinary caprices these libertine assassins 
preface their more serious exercises ; thus, their Lordships will be 
able to perceive and judge their relationships and associations, and 
to see how an example of simple libertinage,  rectified and elabo-
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rated by an unmannerly and unprincipled individual, may lead 
straight to murder, and to what kind of murder. Then she begins. 

THE 1 ST OF FEBRUARY. 1 .  He used to enjoy amusing himself 
with a beggarwoman who had not had a bit to eat in three days, 
and his second passion is to leave a woman to die of hunger in a 
dungeon; he keeps a close watch upon her and frigs himself while 
examining her, but does not discharge until the day she perishes. 

2. He maintains her in her prison cell, toying with her for a 
long season, gradually diminishing her daily portion of food; be
forehand, he has her shit, and eats her turd upon a platter. 

3. He formerly liked to suck the mouth and swallow its 
saliva; in recent days he has developed the passion of immuring a 
woman in a dungeon with food to last no more than a fortnight; on 
the thirtieth day, he enters her prison and frigs himself upon the 
corpse. 

4. First, he would have her piss, then he would slowly destroy 
her by preventing her from drinking although feeding her all she 
wanted to eat. 

5. He would flog, then later kill the woman by depriving her 
of sleep. 

That same evening, Michette, after having eaten a big supper, 
is hung head downward until she has vomited everything upon 
Curval, who stands frigging himself beneath her and eating the 
manna that descends from on high. 

THE 2ND. 6. His first passion was to have her shit into his 
mouth, and he would eat it as it emerged; nowadays he feeds her a 
diet of worthless bread and cheap wine. A month on this fare and 
she starves to death. 

7. He was once a great cunt-fucker; now he gives the woman 
a venereal distemper by injection, but of such virulence she croaks 
in ver.v short order. 
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8. As a youth, he was fond of receiving '(Jomit in his mouth, 
now, by means of a certain decoction, he gives her a deathly fever 
which results in her speedy demise. 

9. He was once wont to gather shit from assholes, presently 
injects an enema containing toxic ingredients dissolved in boiling 
water or aqua fortis. 

10. Once a famous fustigator, today he binds a woman to a 
pivot upon which she uninterruptedly revolves until dead. 

That  evening, an enema of boiling water is given to Rosette 
the moment after the Due has finished embuggering her. 

THE 3RD. 11. He used to like to slap the whore's face,. as a 
mature man, he twists her head around until it faces backward. 
When so adjusted, one may simultaneously look at her face and at 
her buttocks. 

12. Addicted to bestiality as a youngster, he now likes to have 
a girl depucelated by a stallion while he looks on. She ordinarily 
dies. 

13. Once an ass-fucker, he now buries the girl up to her wais t 
and maintains her thus till the lower half of her body rots. 

14. Previously, he was wont to frig her clitoris, and he still 
does so, but more vigorously, employing one of his servants to keep 
at the work until the girl expires. 

15. Gradually perfecting his passion over the years, a fusti
gator now flogs e'llery part of a woman's body until she perishes. 

That evening, the Due would have Augustine, endowed with 
an unusually sensitive clitoris ,  frigged thereupon by Duclos and 
Champville ,  who relieve each other at  the post and continue the 
task until the litde lady falls unconscious. 

THE 4TH. 16. His earlier passion was to squeeze the whore's 
neck, in later years he would tie the girl by the neck. Before her sits 
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a sumptuous meal, but to reach it she must strangle,- otherwise she 
dies of hunger. 

17 .  The same man who slew Duclos' sister and whose taste is 
to subject the flesh to a prolonged mauling, abuses the breasts and 
buttocks with such furious 'Violence tha t  his treatmen t of the whore 
pro'Ves fatal to her. 

1 8 . The man Martaine mentioned on the 20th of January, he 
who formerly adored bleeding women, now kills them by dint of 
repeated bloodlettings. 

1 9 . He whose passion in times past was to make a naked 
woman run until she dropped from exhaustion, in this age of un
bridled libertinage shuts her up in a s teaming bathhouse where she 
dies of asphyxiation. 

20. He whom Duclos cited earlier, the gentleman who liked 
to be wrapped in swaddling clo thes and fed whoreshit in a spoon 
rather than pap, swathes a girl so tightly in baby's blankets that he  
kills her. 

Shortly before the company moved into the auditorium that 
a fternoon, Curval was found embuggering one of  the scullery maids. 
He pays the fine ; the girl is  ordered to reappear at the evening's 
orgies,  where the Due and the Bishop embugger her in their turn, 
and she receives two hundred lashes from the hand of each of them. 
She's a strapping country girl, twenty-five,  in satisfactory health, 
and has a fine ass. 

THE 5TH. 21. His first passion is for bestiality, his second is 
to sew the girl into an untanned donkey's skin, her head pro truding; 
he feeds and cares for her un til the animal's skin shrinks and crushes 
her to death. 

22. He of whom Martaine spoke on the 15th of January and 
who liked to hang a girl for his amusement, currently amuses him
self by hanging her by her feet un til the blood rushing to her head 
kills her. 
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23. Duclos' libertine of the 27th of November who liked to 
beso t  his whore, today inserts a funnel into her mouth and floods 
her with liquids till she dies therefrom.  

24. Once he was wont  to mis treat nipples, but  has progressed 
since then and now buckles a sort of small iron pot over each breast 
and lowers her over a s tove; the iron heats, and she is allowed to 
perish thus in frightful pain. 

25 . His whole delight used to consist in watching a woman 
swim, but he now casts her into a pond and fishes her out half
drowned, then hangs her by the feet to encourage the water to 
drain out of her. Once she has returned to her senses, into the pond 
she goes again, and so on  and so forth, till she gives up the ghos t. 

Upon that day and at the same hour, another kitchen servant 
i s  found being embuggered, this time by the Due ; he pays the fine, 
the servant i s  summoned to the orgies, where everyone cavorts with 
her, Durcet making good use of  her mouth, the others of her bum, 
and even of her cunt, for she is a virgin, and she is condemned to 
receive two hundred lashes from each of  her employers. She i s  a 
girl of eighteen, tall and well made, her hair is auburn in color, and 
she owns a very fair ass. 

That same evening, Curval utters the opinion that it is a mat
ter of  extreme urgency that Constance be bled again on account of 
her pregnancy ; the Duc embuggers her ,  and Curval bleeds her while 
Augustine frigs his prick against Zelmire's buttocks and while 
someone else fucks Zelmire. Upon discharging, he executes the 
puncture ; his aim i s  true. 

THE 6TH. 26. As a young man he used to kick a woman in the 
ass, tumbling her into a brazier, whence she would emerge before 
suffering excessively.  He has lately refined this stunt, now obliges a 
girl to s tand upright between two blazing fires : one cooks her in 
fron t, the o ther behind; and there she remains until the fat on  her 
body melts. 

Desgranges announces that she is going to describe murders 
which, bringing on a prompt death, cause very little suffering. 
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27 .  In former times he would impede respiration by con
s tricting the neck with his hands or by blocking the nose and mouth, 
but these days he deposits the whore between four mattresses and 
she suffocates. 

28. He of whom M artaine said a few words and who used to 
allow his victim a choice from among three manners of dying ( see 
the 1 4th of  January ) has of late begun to blow out the whore's 
brains, denying her any say in the matter; he em buggers, and upon 
discharging, pulls the trigger. 

29. The man Champville referred to on the 22nd of Decem
ber as the libertine who made the girl dance with the cat, presently 
flings the whore from the top of a tower. She lands on  sharp gravel. 
He discharges upon  hearing her land. 

30. That gentleman who liked to throttle his partner while 
embuggering her, and whom M artaine described on the 6th of 
January, has advanced to the s tage at which, as he embuggers her, 
he slips a black silk cord about her neck and s trangles her while 
discharging; this delight, says Desgranges, is one of the most ex
quisite a libertine can procure himself. 

Upon that day, M essieurs celebrate the festival of the four
teenth week, and, in the guise of a woman, Curval becomes Bum
Cleaver's wife, and, as a man, takes Adonis to be  his helpmeet ; 'tis 
not till then that child is  depucelated, and the event occurs very 
publicly, while Bum-Cleaver is fucking the President. 

M essieurs besot themselves at supper. And they flog Zelmire 
and Augustine about the loins, the buttocks, the thighs, the belly, 
the cunt, and the groin, then Curval has Zelmire fucked by Adonis, 
his new wife, and embuggers both of them one after the other. 

THE 7TH. 3 1 .  He once liked to fuck a drowsy woman; he does 
much better now: he kills her with a s trong dose of opium and en
cun ts her during her death-sleep. 

32 .  The same roue she referred to very recently, and who 
subjects the whore to a series of duckings, has s till another passion :  
tying a stone t o  her neck, h e  drowns the woman. 
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33 .  Whereas once he was content to slap her face, now he 
carries matters further : he pours molten lead into her ear while she 
is asleep. 

34. He was fond of whipping her face j Champ'Ville spoke of 
him on the 30th of December ( verify tha t )  ; but now he dispatches 
the girl with a quick hammer blow upon the temple. 

3 5 .  This libertine would previously allow a candle to burn out  
in a woman's anus j today, he attaches her to a ligh tning rod during 
a thunderstorm and awaits a fortuitous s troke. 

3 6. A sometime fustigator. He has her bend over with her 
behind facing the muzzle of a small piece of artillery. The ball 
enters her ass. 

Tha t  day 'tis the Bishop they discover with his prick lodged 
in the third kitchen servant's a sshole. He p ays the fine, the Duc and 
Curval embugger and cunt-fuck her, for she i s  also a virgin, then 
she is given a total of eight hundred stripes, two hundred by each 
friend. She is  Swiss,  nineteen, very fair o f  skin, very plump, and 
has a splendid ass. The cooks complain and say tha t  the service will 
not be able to continue any longer if M essieurs go on fussing about 
with the help, and the society agrees to a truce extending until 
March. 

Rosette loses a finger that  evening, and the wound is cauterized 
with fire. She is sandwiched between Curval and the Duc during 
the operation : one fucks her ass, the other her cunt. Adonis' ass is 
made generally available that same evening ; and so it is that the 
Duc cunt-fucks one servant and Rosette at the orgies and ass-fucks 
the same servant, ass-fucks Rosette too, and Adonis. He is tired. 

THE 8TH. 37 .  His whole delight once lay in beating a woman's 
en tire body with a bull's pizzle; ' twas to him M artaine alluded as 
the man who s trained all four of his 'Victim's limbs on the rack and 
broke bu t one of them. He likes now thoroughly to break the 
woman on the wheel, but he chokes her to death when he has 
finished exercising her. 
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3 8 .  M artaine' s gentleman who would feign a decapitation and 
have the woman snatched from beneath the blade at the last mo
ment, now severs her head in all good faith. He discharges as the 
blow falls. He frigs himself. 

39. Martaine's libertine of the 30th of January who was wont 
to perform an extensive scarification, now consigns his victims to 
perish in dungeons. 

40. He used to be a whipper of pregnant women's bellies, has 
latterly perfected that by causing an enormous weight to fall on 
the pregnant woman's belly, thereby crushing her and her fruit at 
one stroke. 

4 1 .  Formerly, he was known to be fond of the sight of a girl's 
bare neck, which he would squeeze and molest somewhat; that mild 
passion has been replaced by the insertion of a pin in a certain spot 
upon the woman's neck. The pin kills her at once. 

42. At the beginning he would gently burn various parts of 
the body with a candle flame, more recently he has begun to hurl 
women into a glowing furnace where they are consumed instantly. 

Durcet, his prick very stiff and who during the storytelling has 
ventured forth twice to flog Adelaide awaiting him at  her pillar,  
proposes to lay her lengthwise in the fire,  and after she has had 
sufficient time to quake over an idea Messieurs would be nothing 
loath to put into execution, they burn her nipples for the sake of 
their convenience ; Durcet, her husband, burns one, her father, 
Curval, burns the other. This exciting operation causes both to dis
charge. 

THE 9TH. 43 . In his young years a pin-pricker, he has got him
self a more formidable weapon : discharges while thrice driving a 
dagger into the woman's heart. 

44. He used to adore burning gunpowder in the cunt, but has 
since improved his passion : he attaches a slender but attractive girl 
to a large rocket, the fuse is ignited, the rocket ascends, then re
turns to earth with the girl still attached. 
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45. The same personage who put gunpowder in all the orifices 
of a woman's body, now wedges cartridges into them; they explode 
simultaneously, sending the members flying in every direction.  

46. First passio n :  he enjoyed secreting an emetic in the girl's 
food, unbeknownst to her; his second passion :  he mixes a certain 
powder with her snuff, or sprinkles it on some flowers, she inhales 
and s traightway falls dead. 

47. First passion :  he would flog her breasts and neck; refine
ment thereof: he aims a blow of a crowbar at her throat, it fells 
her forever. 

48. Duclos spoke of him on the 27th of November, M artaine 
on the 14 th of January ( verify the dates ) : the whore enters and 
shits before the rake, he scolds her; brandishing a whip, he pursues 
her, she thinks to take refuge in a loft. A door  opens, she spies a 
little s tairway, believes she will be safe, rushes up the steps, but one 
of them gives way and she plunges into a large vat of boiling water; 
she dies, scalded, drowned, asphyxiated. His tas tes are previously to 
have the woman shit and to lash her while she is doing so. 

Curval had solicited and obtained shit from Zelmire that 
morning j now, directly the aforementioned tale is  concluded, the 
Duc demands further shit from her. She cannot produce any ; she 
is promptly condemned to have her ass pricked with a golden needle 
until it i s  covered with blood ; in that it  is the Duc whose interests 
have suffered as a result of her refusal, he is  the one who recovers 
damages. 

Curval requests shit of Zephyr ; the latter replies, saying that 
the Duc had him shit that morning. This the Duc denies, Duclos is 
called to give evidence, she supports Blangis' contention even 
though it  i s  false. Consequently, Curval has the right to punish 
Zephyr, despite the fact he i s  the Due's bardash, just as the Due has 
punished Zelmire, who is  Curval 's  wife. The President flogs Zephyr 
until the lad streams blood, then tweaks his nose six times ; the 
tweaks fetch forth more blood, and that makes the Duc roar  with 
laughter. 
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THE 1 0TH. Desgranges says that she is now going to discuss 
murders of imposture and duplicity in which the manner is of prin
cipal significance ; that is to say, the murder itself is merely inciden
tal. Wherewith, says she, poisonings will be presented first. 

49. A man whose caprice consisted in bum-fuckery and in no  
o ther kind, now envenoms all his wives; he i s  presen tly on  his 
twenty-second. Never does he fuck them save in the ass, nor have 
they ever been deflowered o therwise. 

50. A bugger invites a number of friends to a banquet, and 
with each succeeding course a few of them are stricken with stomach 
cramps which prove fatal. 

5 1 . Duclos spoke of him on the 26th of November, Martaine 
on the 10th of January; he is a bugger, pretends that i t  is relief he 
is giving the poor, distributes food, but ' tis poisoned. 

5 2. A treacherous bugger regularly employs a drug which, 
sprinkled on the ground, very wonderfully kills whosoever walks 
thereupon; he sprinkles it about rather frequently, and over wide 
areas. 

53 .  A bugger, equally skilled in alchemy, uses ano ther sub
s tance which causes death after inconceivable torture,. the death 
throes las t a good two weeks, and no doctor has ever been able to 
diagnose or treat the ailment. He takes the keenes t pleasure in pay
ing you a visit while you are in the toils . 

54. A sodomizer of men and women makes use of yet ano ther 
powder which deprives you of your senses and renders you as if 
dead. And such you are believed to be, you are buried, and full of 
despair, you die in your coffin, into which you have no  sooner been 
placed than you regain consciousness. He endeavors to find the 
exact place you have been buried, to place an ear to the ground and 
listen for a few screams; if indeed he hears your cries, ' tis enough 
to make him swoon with pleasure. He thuswise slew part of his 
family.  

While joking and making merry that evening, Messieurs give 
Jul ie  a powder concealed in her food, which causes her frightful 
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cramps ; they advise her that  she is poisoned, she believes it, she 
wails, is beside herself. While watching her convulsions, the Duc 
has Augustine frig him directly opposite Julie Augustine has the 
great misfortune of allowing the prepuce to slip back over the Duc' s 
glans, and that is something which displeases the Duc extremely : he 
was just about to discharge, the girl 's  carelessness prevents i t. He 
declares he i s  going to cut off one of that buggress' fingers and, as 
good as  his word, does so, slicing a digit from the hand that failed 
him, and while cutting, he has his daughter Julie ,  still persuaded 
she is  poisoned, crawl up to him and complete his discharge. Julie is  
cured that same evening. 

THE 1 1TH. 5 5 .  A consummate bugger would frequently dine 
at the home of friends or acquain tances and would never fail to 
poison the individual his host cherished most dearly amongs t all 
living creatures. He employed a powder which finally slew after 
causing two days of atrocious agony. 

56. An ers twhile breast-abuser has perfected his passion :  he 
poisons infants being suckled by their nurses. 

5 7. He once used to love to receive back in to his mouth milk 
enemas he had injected into his partner's rectum; his later passion :  
h e  administers toxic injections which kill while causing horrible 
spasms and colics. 

5 8. A crafty bugger of whom she will have occasion to say 
more on  the 13th and the 26th, used to love to set fire to poor
houses, and would always see to it that a quantity of persons were 
consumed, above all children. 

5 9. Ano ther bugger liked to cause women to die in childbirth; 
he would come to pay his respects, bringing along a powder whose 
odor would cause spasms and convulsions ending in death. 

60. The man to whom Duclos referred during her twen ty
eighth evening enjoys watching a woman bear a child; he murders 
it immediately it emerges from the womb and within full view of the 
mo ther, and does so while feigning to caress it. 
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That evening, Adelaide is  first dealt a hundred lashes by each 
friend, and then, when she is well bloodied, shit i s  demanded of 
her ; she gave some that  morning to Curval, who swears 'tis not so. 
Consequently, they burn her two breasts, the palm of  each hand, 
spill drops of molten sealing wax upon her thighs and belly, fill her 
navel therewith, burn her pubic hair after having doused i t  with 
cognac. The Duc attempts to pick a quarrel with Zelmire, and the 
President severs a finger from each of her hands. Augustine is 
scourged about the cunt and asshole. 

THE 1 2TH. Messieurs assemble in the morning and decide that 
the four governesses, who are no longer of much use to the society 
and whose functions the four storytellers shall henceforth be per
fectly able to carry out, may just as well provide the society with a 
little amusement ; Messieurs therefore decree that the elders shall be 
martyrized one after another, the first sacrifice being scheduled for 
the evening of that  same day. The four storytellers are invited to re
place the elders ; they accept upon condition they shall suffer no ill
treatment. Messieurs promise to subject them to none. 

6 1 .  The three friends, d'Aucourt, the abbo t, and Despres, of 
whom Duclos spoke on the 12th of November, are now living 
abroad and s till enjoying each o ther's company, and this is one of 
their common passions : they require a woman whose pregnancy is 
in i ts eighth or begun its ninth month, they open her belly, snatch 
out  the child, burn it before the m other's eyes, and in i ts place sub
s titute a package containiny sulphur and quicksilver, which they set 
afire, then s ti tch the belly up again, leaving the mo ther thus to 
perish in the mids t of incredible agonies, while they loo k  on  and 
have themselves frigged by the girl they have with them. (Verify 
the girl's name. ) 

62. He was fond of depucelating, has gradually broadened 
his scope of activity : he  has a great number of children by several 
women, then, when they reach the age of five or six, he depucelates 
them, boys and girls alike, and directly he has fucked them, throws 
them into a blazing oven. Or he sometimes throws them in at the 
same moment he discharges. 
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63.  The man Duclos mentioned o n  the 27th of November, 
Martaine on the 1 5 th of January, and she herself on the 5th of 
February, whose taste was to play at hanging, to see  hanged, etc.,  
this same fellow, I say, hides some of his personal effects in his do
mestics' wardrobes and declares he has been robbed. He strives to 
h ave his servan ts hanged, and if he  succeeds goes to watch the spec
tacle,. if n o t, he locks them in a room and strangles them to death. 
While operating, he discharges. 

64. An inveterate shit-lover, he  of who m  Duclos spoke o n  
t h e  1 4 th o f  November, has a specially prepared commode at  his 
home; he engages his in tended victim to sit down upon it, and once 
the victim is seated, the seat  buckles, gives way, and precipitates 
the sitter into a very deep ditch filled with shit, in which environ
ment  she is left to die. 

65 .  A man to whom M artaine made reference and who would 
amuse himself wa tching a girl fall from a ladder, has perfected his 
passion thus ( but find out which man ) : 

He situates the girl upon a li t tle trestle o n  the edge of a deep 
ditch filled with water; on the farther side of it is a wall which 
s eems to be all the more inviting, what for the ladder leaning 
against  it .  But to reach the ladder she must cross the moat, and she 
becomes all the more willing to spring into the water as the fire 
burning behind the tres tle moves gradually closer to her. If she 
hesitates too long, the fire will reach her, consume her, and as she 
does not know how to swim, she will be drowned if she plunges into 
the water. While she is considering what to do, the fire approaches, 
and she finally elects to s truggle with a different element  and en
deavor to get to the wall. It frequen tly happens that she drowns ; if 
so, the game is over. But  if by good fortune she reaches the o ther 
b ank and then the ladder, and s tarts to climb it, toward the top 
there is a rung which breaks beneath her weigh t and she drops into 
a hole covered over with a thin lay er of earth, and the hole con tains 
a bed of live co als upon which she perishes. Hard by the scene, the 
libertine observes it with the keenest in teres t, frigging himself in
dustriously .  

66. The same man Duclos spoke of  o n  the 29th of November, 
the same who bumwise depucelated M artaine when a li ttle girl of 
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five, and also the same with whom Desgranges announces she will 
conclude her narrations ( the hell episode ) ,  this individual, I say, 
em buggers the prettiest girl of sixteen or eighteen the procuress 
can find for him. Sensing his crisis about to arrive, he releases a 
spring, upon the bare and completely unadorned neck of the girl 
descends a machine furnished with s teel teeth; the machine begins 
to move laterally and gradually saws through the pinioned neck 
while the libertine occupies himself with completing his discharge. 
Which always takes a very long time. 

That very evening Messieurs discover the intrigue involving 
Augustine and one of the subaltern fuckers ; he has not yet fucked 
her, but to attain his ends has suggested that they both escape from 
the castle, and he has outlined to her a very easy way to do so. 
Augustine confesses that she was about to grant him what he sought 
from her in order to save herself from a place where she believes 
her life to be in danger. 'Tis Fanchon who discovers and reports 
everything. The traitorous quadrumvirate leap upon the fucker with
out warning, bind him hand and foot, and take him down to the cel
lars, where the Duc embuggers him with extreme vigor and without 
pomade, while the President saws through his neck and the other 
two apply red-hot irons to all parts of his body. 

This scene transpires directly after dinner is over and hence 
coffee is omitted that day ; the work completed, everyone repairs 
to the auditorium as usual, then to supper, and amongst themselves 
Messieurs debate whether, in return for having disclosed the con
spiracy, they ought not accord Fanchon a reprieve, for their de
cision that morning was to maltreat her the same evening. The 
Bishop declares himself against sparing her, and says that it would 
be unworthy of them to yield to the sentiment of gratitude, and 
that, for his part, he will always be seen to favor any decision likely 
to afford the society one pleasure more, just as he will always vote 
against any motion apt to deprive it of a pleasure. And so, after hav
ing punished Augustine for lending herself to the subversive scheme, 
first by obliging her to watch her lover's execution, then by em
buggering her and making her believe her head would be cut off 
as well, next by actually pulling out two of her teeth, an operation 
performed by the Duc while Curval was embuggering that beauti-
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ful girl , finally by giving her a sound whipping, after all that, I 
say, Fanchon is led into the arena, made to shit, given a hundred 
lashes by each of  the friends, and then the Duc deftly shaves off 
her left nipple.  She raises a storm, criticizing their behavior toward 
her and describing it  as  unjust. "Were it just," says the Due, wiping 
his razor, "it would surely fail to give us an erection ."  Whereupon 
they dress the old whore's wounds, eager to preserve her for further 
ordeals. 

Their Lordships perceive that indeed there had been faint but 
definite rebellious sti rrings amongst the subaltern fuckers ; the 
p rompt sacrifice of one of  them has, however, thoroughly quelled 
their murmurs. Like Fanchon, the three other duennas are divested 
of all responsibili ty, removed from office, and replaced by the four 
storytellers and Julie. They tremble,  do the old dames ; but by what 
shifts are they to escape their fate ? 

THE 1 3TH. 67 . A great connoisseur of the ass, he declares his 
love for a girl and, having arranged a boating party, lures her upon 
the water in a small boat, the which has been prepared for the out
ing, springs a leak, founders; the girl is drowned. He sometimes 
pursues his objective by different means : will, for example, lead a 
girl out  upon a high balcony, have her lean upon the railing, which 
gives way;  and once again the girl dies . 

6 8 .  A man, while making his apprenticeship in life, was conten t 
first to whip and then to embugger; now, having reached a mature 
age, entices the girl to enter a specially prepared room; a trap door 
yields beneath her s tep, she falls in to a cellar where the rake awaits 
her; he plunges a knife into her breasts, her cun t, and into her ass
hole as she lies s tunned by her fall. Next, he casts her, dead or s till 
alive, into ano ther cellar, over which a stone drops into place; she 
tumbles upon a heap of o ther corpses, and she expires in a great 
fit if life has not  already departed her sore-beset frame. And 
he is very careful to administer delicate s tabs, for he would prefer 
that she  live a little and finally perish in the cellar mentioned lat
terly .  Prior to all this, he of course embuggers and flogs her and 
discharges; ' tis coolly and with utmost method he proceeds to her 
undoing. 



The 120 Days of Sodom .. 643 

69. A bugger has the girl mount astride an un tamed, un· 
bro ken horse which unseats her, drags her along a rocky terrain, 
and finally pitches her over a precipice. 

70. Martaine's hero of the 18th of January whose juvenile 
passion was to distribute little mounds of gunpowder upon  the girl's 
body, has made significant progress. He lays the girl in a special 
bed; when properly tucked in, the bed gives way, dropping her into 
a large brazier of live coals, but she is able to scramble out  of i t;  
however, he is s tanding by and, as she repeats her attempts to escape 
the fire, he drives her back, wielding a pitchfork and with it aiming 
stout blows at her belly . 

7 1 .  The gen tleman she mentioned on  the 11 th, who likes to 
burn down poorhouses, endeavors to lure a beggar, whether a man 
or a woman, from out of one and into his own home, upon the pre
tense of bestowing charity;  he embuggers his victim, then breaks his 
back and leaves him thus discomfited to die in a dungeon. 

72. He who was wont to defenestrate a woman, hurling her 
upon a dung heap, the same man of whom M artaine spoke, by way 
of second passion  execu tes the following one : he allows the girl to 
sleep in a room she is acquain ted with and whose  window she knows 
to be n o t  far above the ground; she is given opium, when in a deep 
slumber she is conveyed to ano ther chamber, iden tical with the first 
but having a window high above the ground which, on  this side of 
the house, is s trewn with sharp rocks. Next, the libertine enters 
where she lies sleeping, makes a dreadful noise, terrifies her; she 
is informed that she is about to die. Knowing the drop from the 
window to the ground to be short, she leaps through it, but falls 
thirty feet and lands upon the murderous rocks, killing herself. No 
one has so much as laid a finger upon her. 

In the character of a woman, that great histrionic, the Bishop, 
marries Antinoiis, whose role is that of a husband, and also weds 
Celadon, whom he takes to be his wife, and 'ti s  that evening the 
child i s  embuggered for the first time. 

This ceremony celebrates the festival of the fifteenth week ; 
to complete the holiday, the prelate wishes to expose Aline to some 



644 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

severe vexations, for his libertine rage against her has been quietly 
but steadily mounting : she is hanged, then quickly cut down, but 
while seeing her however briefly aloft, everyone discharges. Durcet 
opens her veins, this treatment restores her to l ife ; the next day 
she appears none the worse for wear, but suspension has added an 
inch to her height ; she relates what she experienced during the 
ordeal. The Bishop, for whom everything is an occasion of jollity 
and everyone the object of game that day, cuts one of old Louison's 
nipples clean off her breast ; whereupon the other two duennas see 
very dearly what thei r  fate is to be. 

THE 1 4TH. 73 .  A man whose simple taste was to flog a girl, 
perfects it by every day removing morsels of flesh the size of a pea 
from the girl's body, but her wounds are not dressed, and thus she 
perishes over a low fire, as i t  were. 

Desgranges announces that she will now deal with exceedingly 
painful murders wherein 'tis the extreme cruelty which comprises 
the main element ; M essieurs more strongly than ever urge her to 
furnish abundant details. 

74. He who was fond of letting blood daily relieves his vic
tim of a half ounce of i t, con tinuing till she is dead. Messieurs greet 
this example with hearty applause. 

7 5 .  He who was wont to prick the ass with many pins every 
day adminis ters a more or less superficial gash with a poignard. 
The blood is s tanched, but the wound is not  treated, neither does 
i t  mend, and thus ' tis a slow death she dies. A fustigator ( 7 5 ) 
quietly and slowly saws off all four limbs, one after the o ther. 

7 6 .  The Marquis de Mesanges, of whom Duclos spoke in con
nection with the shoemaker Petignon's daughter, bought by the 
Marquis from Duclos, and whose firs t passion was to undergo four 
hours of flogging without  discharging, for a second passion places 
a li ttle girl in the hands of a giant fellow who holds the child by the 
head over a large charcoal brazier which burns her very slowly ;  
the victims mus t be virgins. 
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77. His first passion :  little by little to burn the breasts and 
buttocks with the flame of a match; his second:  over every part of 
the girl's body to plant a forest of sulphur-coated slivers, which 
he lights one by one.  He watches her die in this way. 

"Nor is there any more painful way to die," observes the 
Duc, who then confesses to having surrendered himself to this 
infamous pastime, and to having discharged vigorously thanks to 
it. They say that the patient lives six hours, sometimes eight. 

Celadon's ass is made generally available that evening ; the 
Duc and Curval indulge themselves heavily. Constance's pregnancy 
is still on the President's mind ; he suggests that she be bled, and 
bleeds her himself while discharging in C eladon's ass, then he lops 
off one of Therese's nipples while embuggering Zelmire, and the 
Duc sodomizes the duenna during the amputation. 

THE 1 5TH. 7 8 . Once beguiled by the charms of a mouth to 
suck and saliva to swallow, he is now of s terner s tuff : every day 
he inserts a funnel into the girl's mouth and pours a small dose of 
molten lead down her throat; she gives up the ghost on the ninth 
day. 

79.  First a finger-twister, he currently breaks all her limbs, 
tears out  her tongue, gouges out  her eyes, and leaves her thus to 
live, diminishing her sustenance day by day . 

80.  A perpetrator of sacrilege, the second one M artaine men
tioned on  the 3rd of January, he Jecures a beautiful youth to a 
tall cross, binding him with cords and leaving him there as food 
for ravens. 

8 1 .  An armpit-sniffer and -fucker, to whom Duclos alluded, 
binds a woman hand and foo t  and hangs her by a rope looped under 
her arms; he goes every day to prick some part of her body so that 
the blood will attract flies; her death is by slow degrees. 

82 .  A passionate admirer of asses rectifies his worship : he 
now seals a girl in an underground cave where she has food to last 
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three days j before leaving her, he inflicts several wounds upon her 
body, thuswise to render her death more painful. He wishes to 
have them virgins and spends a week embracing their asses before 
organizing their destruction .  

83 .  Formerly he loved to  fuck very you thfuL mouths and asses; 
his later improvement consists in snatching out  the heart of a 
living girl, widening the space that organ occupied, fucking the 
warm hole, replacing the heart in that pool of blood and fuck, 
sewing up the wound, and leaving the girl to her fa te, without help 
of any kind. In which case the wait is no t  long. 

Still wroth with the lovely Constance, Curval maintains that 
there is  no reason under the sun why one cannot successfully bear a 
child even though one has a broken limb, and therefore they frac
ture that  unlucky creature's arm the same evening. Durcet slices 
off one of Marie's  nipples after she has been well warmed by the 
lash and made copiously to shit. 

THE 1 6TH. 84. A fustigator refines his passion :  he learns and 
then practices the art of gently removing flesh from bones,. he then 
extracts the marrow, usually by sucking it  out, and pours molten 
lead into the cavi ty . 

At this point the Due loudly exclaims that · he'll not fuck an
other ass while he lives if that i sn't the very ordeal he has had in 
mind for his beloved Augustine ; tha t poor girl, whom Blangis has 
been embuggering for some time,  utters cries and sheds a torrent of 
tears .  And as  thanks to her misbehavior she interferes with his dis. 
charge and frustrates i t  effectively, he withdraws, takes hold of  
his engine in one hand, and while with the  other he gives her a dozen 
slaps which resound through that wing of the castle, he manages his 
discharge very satisfactorily by himself. 

8 5 .  A bugger uses an ingenious machine to chop the girl into 
small pieces : this is a Chinese torture. 

8 6. Weary of his early fondness for girls' pucelages, his lates t 
passion is to impale a girl upon  the point of a sharp pickaxe in tra. 
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duced into her cunt ,' there she sits, as if upon a horse, he ties a 
cannon ball to each of her legs, the pick works deeper, and she is 
left to her own devices and a slow death. 

8 7 .  A fus tigator flays the girl thrice over; he soaks her fourth 
layer of skin with a devouring escharo tic which brings about death 
accompanied by hideous agonies. 

8 8 .  His first passion was to sever a finger; his second is to 
pluck up some flesh with a pair of red-ho t  tongs, to cut off the 
flesh with a pair of scissors, then to burn the wound. He is quite 
apt to spend as long as four or five days whi ttling away a girl's 
body piecemeal, and she ordinarily dies while the cruel operation 
is s till advancing. 

Sophie and Celadon have been found amusing themselves to
gether and are punished that evening ; both are whipped over their 
entire bodies by the Bishop, whose chattels they are. Sophie loses 
two fingers to the shears, Celadon as many ; but he recovers very 
quickly. The Bishop is no less eager to use them in his pleasures, 
however they be maimed. 

Fanchon returns to the center of the stage. After having been 
beaten with a bull's pizzle, the soles of her feet a re burned, each 
thigh, before and behind, is burned also, her forehead too, and each 
hand as well, and Messieurs extract all her remaining teeth. The 
Due's prick is almost continually wedged into her ass throughout 
this lengthy operation. 

Mention that i t  has been prescribed by law that a subject's 
buttocks shall be left intact until the day the said subject reaches 
the end of his career. 

THE 1 7TH. 89. Martaine's gentleman of the 30th of January 
and the same one she herself described on  the 5th of February, 
pares away a girl's breas ts and buttocks, eats them, and upon  her 
wounds puts plasters which so violen tly burn the flesh that they are 
her undoing. He also forces her to eat her own flesh, which he has 
had grilled. 

90.  A bugger cooks up a little girl in a double boiler. 
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9 1 .  A bugger : he has her roasted alive on a spit directly after 
embuggering h er. 

92.  A man whose initial passio n  was 10 have little girls and 
b oys em buggered in his presence by massive and ponderous pricks, 
impales the girl, a spear in her ass, and leaves her thus to die while 
he s tudies her con tortions.  

93. A n o ther bugger:  attaches a woman to a wheel, it  is th en 
set in m o tion and, without  having done her any previous harm, he  
allo ws her to die  a very pretty death. 

That evening, the Bishop, his spirits in a great ferment, wishes 
to have Aline tormented, his rage against her has reached its fever 
p i tch. She makes her appearance naked, he has her shit and em
buggers her, then, without discharging, he withdraws in a towering 
fury from that enchanting ass and injects a rinse of boiling water 
into it, obliging her to squirt i t  out at  once, while i t  i s  still boiling 
hot, upon Therese's face. After that, Messieurs hack off all the 
fingers and toes Aline has left, break both her arms and burn them 
with red-hot pokers. She is next flogged, beaten, and slapped, then 
the Bishop, still further aroused, cuts off one of her nipples, and 
discharges. 

Wherewith they transfer their  a ttentions to Therese, the in
terior of her vagina i s  seared, her nostrils, tongue, feet, and hands 
are all burned too ; then she is  given six hundred lashes with a bull 's  
pizzle. Out come the rest  of her teeth, fire i s  introduced into her 
throat. A witness to these harsh proceedings, Augustine falls to 
weeping ; the Due lashes her belly and cunt until he has drawn a 
suitable amount of blood therefrom. 

THE 1 8TH. 94. A flesh-scarifier in his early days, his adult 
en tertainment  co nsis ts in quartering girls by bending four saplings, 
attaching an arm or leg to each, and releasing the trees, which 
spring back erecl. 

9 5 .  A fus tigator suspends her fro m  a machine which lowers a 
girl into and immediately lifts her oul  of a fire, then repeals the 
operatio n until there is very lit tle left of the patien t. 
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96. He once loved to extinguish candles by snuffing them out 
upon flesh; today, he envelopes her in sulphur and uses her for a 
torch, being careful to preven t the fumes from choking her. 

97. A sodomis t :  rips the in testines from a young boy and a 
young girl, puts the boy's into the girl, inserts the girl's in to the 
boy's body, s ti tches up the incisions, ties them back to back to a 
pillar which supports them both, and he watches them perish. 

98. A man who was fond of inflicting light burns, improves 
his passion : he now roasts his victim upon a grill, turning him over 
and over again. 

Michette is ,  that evening, exposed to the libertines' fury ; all 
four begin by whipping her, then each tears out one of her teeth, 
they cut off four fingers ( each friend amputates one ) ,  her thighs 
are burned in four places, two in front and two behind, the Duc 
manhandles one of her breasts until it  is truly unrecognizable, 
sodomizing Giton in the meantime. 

Louison is next on the bill of fare ; she is made to shit, she i s  
given eight hundred strokes with the  bull's pizzle, she i s  divested 
of all her teeth, her tongue is  burned, as  is her asshole, her vagina, 
and her remaining nipple, and so are six places upon her thighs. 

When everyone has retired to bed for the night, the Bishop 
goes in search of his brother, they wake Desgranges and Duclos, 
and the four of them take Aline down into the cellars ; the Bishop 
embuggers her, the Due embuggers her, they pronounce the death 
sentence, and by means of excessive torments which last until day
break, they execute it. Upon returning, they exchange words of un
qualified praise for these two storytellers and advise their colleagues 
to undertake no serious projects without their help. 

THE 19TH. 99. He places the woman so that the base of her 
spine bears upon  the sharpened head of a tall post, her four limbs 
are held in the air only by light cords; the effects of her suffering 
make the lecher laugh incontinently, the torture is frightful. 

100. A man who used to enjoy cutting small s teaks from the 
girl's rump has become absolutely a butcher : he has the girl sand-
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wiched between two heavy planks, then slowly and carefully sawed 
in two . 

1 0 1 .  An embuggerer of both sexes has bro ther and sis ter 
fetched in ; he declares to the bro ther that he is about to die a 
horrible death, and shows the young man all the deployed tackle 
he proposes to use j however, the libertine continues, he will save 
the bro ther's life if he will fuck his sister and s trangle her at once. 
The young man agrees, and while he fucks his sis ter, the libertine 
em buggers now one of them, now the o ther. Then the bro ther, fear
ing for his life, deprives his sister of hers, and the moment he com
pletes tha t  operation, bo th he and his dead sister tumble through 
a trap door into a capacious charcoal brazier, wherein the libertine 
watches them be consumed. 

1 02.  A bugger compels a father to fuck his daughter in his 
presence. Next, the father holds the daughter, the bugger sodomizes 
her; after which he informs the father that the girl absolu tely has 
to perish, but that he has the aiternati'IJes of killing her himself by 
s trangling her, which will cause her little suffering, or, in that o ther 
case, if he prefers not to kill his daughter, then he, the libertine, 
will do the work, but the father shall have to witness i t  all, and his 
child's agonies will be  atrocious . 

Rather than see her undergo frightful tortures, the father 
decides to kill his daughter with a noose of black silk, but  while he 
is preparing to dispatch her, he is seized, bound, and before his eyes 
his child is flayed alive, then rolled upon burning iron nails, then 
cast into a brazier, and the father is s trangled; this, says the liber
tine, is to teach him a lesson  no t  to be so eager to choke the life out  
of his own children, for  ' tis barbaric. Afterward, he i s  dumped into 
the same brazier wherein his daughter perished. 

1 03 .  A great devotee of asses and of the lash brings together 
mo ther and daughter. He tells the girl that he is going to kill her 
mother if she, the girl, does no t  consent  to the sacrifice of both her 
hands; the little one agrees, they are severed a t  the wris t. Where
upon these two creatures are separated,. a rop-e suspended from the 
ceiling is slipped around the girl's neck, she s tands upon a stool; 
ano ther cord runs from the stool  into the next room and the mother 
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is requested to hold the end. She is then invited to tug on  the cord : 
she pulls i t  without  knowing what she is doing, she is led directly 
into the firs t  room to con template her work, and during that m o
ment of her keenes t dis tress, she is smitten down by a saber blow 
aimed at  her head from behind. 

Jealous of the pleasure the two brothers had the night before, 
Durcet, that evening, i s  moved to suggest that they vex Adelaide, 
whose turn, he assures the society, i s  soon to come. And so Curval , 
her father, and Durcet, her husband, worry her thighs with white
hot tongs while the Due' s unlubricated member sounds her ass. 
The tip of  her tongue is  pierced, the ends of both her ears are 
shorn away, with the aid of  instruments Messieurs dispossess her 
of  four teeth, and then she is given a savage whipping. That same 
evening, the Bishop bleeds Sophie while her dearly beloved friend, 
Adelaide, watches the blood issue from the child's veins j the foun
tains are kept turned on until Sophie loses consciousness j as he 
bleeds her, the Bishop embuggers her, remaining in her ass through
out the operation. 

While Curval i s  sodomizing him, Narcisse loses a pair of 
fingers, then Marie is hailed into court, red-hot irons are thrust 
into her cunt and asshole,  more i rons are applied to six places upon 
her thighs, upon her clitoris, her tongue,  upon her one remaining 
breast, and out come the remainder of  her teeth. 

THE 20TH. 1 04. Champville's of the 5th of December, the 
man who was won t  to have the mother prostitute her son and 
hold him while he embuggered the lad, improves his tas te by bring
ing the mo ther and son together. He tells the mo ther that he is 
about to kill her, but  will spare her if she will murder her son.  
In case she refuses to do so, he slits the boy's throat  before the 
woman's eyes. Or if she consents : then she is bound to her son's 
dead body and left quietly to meditate and finally to die. 

1 0 5 .  A very incestuous personage assembles two sis ters after 
having embuggered bo th of them; he binds them to a machine, each 
has a knife in her hand : the machine is set in motion, the girls are 
brought suddenly together and mutually kill each o ther. 
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1 06. .d no ther devotee of incest requires a mother and her 
four children .  They are locked into a room; he observes them 
through a small barred window. He giws them no thing to eat in 
order to study the effects of famine upon this woman, and to dis
cowr which of her children she will eat first. 

1 07.  Champville's of the 29th of December, who liked to 
flog pregnant women, calls for a mother and daughter, both of 
whom must be gravid : they are tied to a pair of s teel plates one 
set  above the o ther; the women face one another; the machine 
s tarts, the jaws of the vise close with great speed and power, the 
two women are ground to dust, together with their fruit. 

1 08 . .d very buggerish gen tleman entertains himself in the 
following manner : he assembles lover and mistress : 

" There is in all the world but one person who stands in the 
way of your happiness," says he, taking the lover aside j "I am 
going to put that individual in your power." 

.d nd he leads him in to an obscurely IiI chamber containing a 
bed; upon it someone lies asleep. Greatly aroused, the young man 
takes dagger in hand and s tabs his enemy. When he has had done, 
he  is permitted to recognize his mistress' dead body : ' twas she he 
slew; he  kills himself in despair, or if he does no t, the libertine 
kills him with a sho t  from a rifle, fired at  a dis tance, not daring 
to enter the room with the furious young man who s till has a 
weapon in his hand. Previously, he fucked the youth and his be
loved too, they singly yielded to him in the hope he would help 
them and bring them together, it is after having enjoyed them he 
rids the world of them. 

In celebration of the sixteenth week, Durcet, as a woman, 
marries Invictus, who enacts a masculine role j and as a man he takes 
Hyacinthe to be his wife j the ceremonies are performed that eve
ning and, by way of festivity, Durcet wishes to torment Fanny, his 
feminine wi fe. Consequently, her arms are burned, so are her thighs 
in six separate places, two teeth are extracted from her mouth, she 
is flogged j Hyacinthe, who loves her and who is her husband thanks 
to the voluptuous arrangements hitherto described, Hyacinthe, I 
say, is obliged to shi t into Fanny's mouth, and she to eat the turd. 
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The Duc pulls out one of Augustine' s teeth and immediately 
afterward fucks her in the mouth. Fanchon reappears, she is bled, 
and while blood flows from her arm, her arm i s  broken ; next, they 
remove her toenails and sever the fingers from both her hands. 

THE 2 1 sT. She announces that the following examples are of  
buggers who wish to commit exclusively masculine murders. 

1 09. He buries the muzzle of a shotgun in the boy's ass, the 
'Weapon is loaded 'With bucksho t and he has just finished fucking 
the lad. He pulls the trigger,. the gun and his prick discharge simul
taneously .  

1 1  o. He obliges the lad to  'Watch his mistress being mutilated, 
and to eat her flesh, principally her buttocks, breasts, and heart. 
He has the option of eating these meats, or of dying of hunger. 
A s soon as he has devoured them, if ' tis that he elects to do, the 
libertine inflicts several deep 'Wounds upon him and leaves him thus 
to bleed to death; if he abs tains from eating, he then s tarves to 
death. 

111. He tears off the youth's testicles and, a short 'While later, 
serves them up to him in a ragout, then, in place of the s tolen 
treasure, substitutes spheres of quicksilver and fills his voided 
scro tum 'With sulphur a-plen ty, 'Which cause such violent  suffering 
that the patient  succumbs. During his agony, the libertine embug
gers him and increases the boy's trouble by burning him here, there 
and every 'Where 'With sulphur-impregnated slivers, and by scratch
ing, picking, and further burning these 'Wounds. 

1 1 2. He drives a long spike through the victim's asshole and 
thus nails him to a slender pole, and leaves him to sigh a'Way his 
last hours, or days. 

1 1 3 .  He embuggers, and 'Whilst  sodomizing, opens the cra
nium, removes the brain, and fills the cavi ty 'With molten lead. 

Vigorously fustigated beforehand, Hyacinthe's ass is made 
generally available that evening. Narcisse is  presented to the assem-
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bly : off come his balls with a snip of the scissors. Adelaide is sum
moned forth, a red-hot fi re shovel is brushed over the rear of  her 
thighs, they burn her clitoris, pierce her tongue, lash her breasts 
with cruel instruments, cut off the two little buttons on her breasts, 
break both her arms, carve away her remaining fingers, tear the 
hair from her cunt, tear a handful of hair from her head, pull out 
six of her teeth. Thus discomfited, she causes Messieurs to dis
charge every one save the Duc who, his livid prick straining up
ward, demands leave to exercise Therese all alone. Leave so to do 
is accorded him ; using a pocketknife, he pries out all her nails and, 
as he proceeds, burns her fingers with a candle, then he fractures 
one of her arms, and still he does not discharge ; very wroth, he 
leaps upon Augustine, encunts her and tears out one of her teeth 
as he spills his seed into her womb. 

THE 22ND. 1 1 4. He breaks a young boy an the rack, then affixes 
him to a wheel upon which he is left to expire : upon  the wheel he is 
turned in such a way as to expose his buttocks, and the scoundrel, 
his tormentor, has his table se t  beneath the wheel, and dines there 
every day until the patien t is no more. 

1 1 5 .  He flays a young boy, rubs his body with honey, and in
vites the flies to the feast. 

1 1 6. He slices off his prick and breasts, nails one of his feet 
to a post, one of his hands to ano ther post, and thus he is left to 
expire with however little dignity. 

1 1 7 .  The same man who had made Duclos take supper with 
his dogs, owns a lion  too, and, arming a boy with a ligh t s tick, in
troduces the youngster into the lion's cage. The boy's defense only 
further arouses the animal,. the libertine watches the co ntes t and 
discharges when the loser is completely devoured. 

1 1 8 . Clothed in a mare's skin, his asshole smeared wi th mare's 
fuck, a small boy is surrendered to an exci ted horse. The libertine 
observes their struggles and the boy's death. 
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Giton is subj ected to tortures that evening : the Duc, Curval, 
Hercule,  and Bum-Cleaver penetrate his ass ungreased. He is 
whipped very lustily, Messieurs extract four of  his teeth, cut off 
four of his fingers ( as always. each friend has a share in the 
despoiling of the victim ) ,  and Durcet crushes one of his balls be
tween thumb and forefinger. All four gentlemen soundly flog 
Augustine. Her glorious ass i s  soon washed in blood, the Duc em
buggers her while Curval severs one of  her fingers, then Curval 
marches into the breach while the Duc six times sears her thighs 
with a hot iron ; Blangis snips away yet another finger the same 
instant his colleague discharges, and despite all this rough treat
ment, she spends the night, a stormy one, in the Duc's bed. Marie 
sustains a broken arm, her fingernails are drawn out, her fingers 
burned. 

That same night, Durcet and Curval, seconded by Desgranges 
and Duclos, accompany Adelaide to the cellars. Curval gives her a 
farewell embuggering, then they cause her to die in the throes of 
terrible sufferings, which you will give in full detail. 

THE 23RD. 1 1 9.  He places a young boy in a machine which 
s tretches him, dislocating his bones,. he is meticulously and 
thoroughly broken, then removed from the machine, given a chance 
to recover his breath, exposed to the process again ,. and so it con
tinues for several days, un til the patien t's death. 

120. He has a pretty girl pollute and fatigue a young boy,. he 
is drained very dry indeed, but still the girl toils over him, he is 
given no nourishment, and even tually dies in horrible convulsions.  

1 2 1 .  In the space of a single day, he performs four operations 
upon the young man : a galls to ne removal, a trepanning, the excision 
of a {istula in the eye, of one in the anus. He knows just enough 
about surgery to botch all four operations,. then he abandons the 
patien t, giving him no further help and watching him expire. 

1 22. After having sheared off the boy's prick and balls, using 
a red-ho t  iron he hollows out a cunt  in the place formerly occupied 
by his genitals,. the iron makes the hole and cau terizes simul-
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taneously : he fucks the patient's new orifice and s trangles him with 
his hands upon discharging. 

1 23. He massages him with a currycomb; when he has 
generally abraded his flesh in this fashion, he rubs him with alcohol, 
ignites it, resumes his combing, rubs again with alcohol, relights 
the torch, proceeding in this wise till death makes further care un
necessary. 

That same evening, Narcisse's turn arrives to be vexed ; fire 
i s  applied to his thighs and little prick, then Messieurs crush his 
two balls. 

They turn again to Augustine upon the recommendation of 
the Duc, whose spiteful a ttitude toward her seems only to have 
worsened ; they burn her thighs and armpits, a very hot bar of i ron 
is rammed into her cunt. She faints, the Duc waxes all the more 
furious, he shears off one of  her nipples, drinks her blood, breaks 

I both her arms, and tears out her cunt hair, all her teeth, and cuts 
off every finger left on her hands, cauterizing the wounds with 
fire. And once again 'tis in his bed she sleeps, or rather lies, that 
night, for if  one i s  to believe Duclos, he fucks her fore and aft the 
whole night long, repeatedly telling her that the day about to dawn 
will be her last. 

Louison appears, they break one of her arms, burn her tongue, 
her clitoris, tear out all her nails, and burn the tips of her bleeding 
fingers. Curval sodomizes her in this state and, in his rage, twists 
and manhandles one of Zelmire's breasts while discharging. Not 
content with those abuses, he catches hold of  her again and whips 
her until he cannot l i ft his arm. 

THE 24TH. 1 24. The same man Martaine referred to on the 
1 st of January wishes to em bugger the father while his two children 
observe, and as he discharges, he s tabs one child to death with one 
hand, and with his o ther s trangles the second. 

1 25. His first passion was to flog the bellies of pregnant 
women; his second is to assemble six of them whose pregnancy has 
reached the end of the eight month : he ties them back to back, their 
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bellies prominently thrust forward: he splits open the belly of  the 
first, perforates the belly of the second with dagger thrus ts, gives a 
hundred kicks to the third's, a hundred blows of a club deflates the 
beUy of the fourth, he burns the fifth's, applies a rasp to the sixth's, 
and then, using a truncheon upon her belly, he finishes off whichever 
amongst them has survived her treatment. 

Curval interrupts the narrations with some furious scene or 
other, this passion having had a great effect upon his mind. 

1 26.  The seducer mentioned by Duclos assembles two women. 
Says he to the first :  "Deny God and religion  if you wish to live," 
but his valet has whispered to her, telling her to say no thing, for if 
she does, she shall surely be killed, but by keeping silent she shall 
have no thing to fear. Hence, she is mute; he blows out her brains, 
murmuring, " There's one for God." He calls the second; struck by 
the example of the first and remembering what she has been told 
before entering the ro om, that she has no choice but to renounce 
belief in God and religion if she is to save herself, she assents to all 
he proposes : he blows out her brains : "And there's another for the 
Devil." The villain plays that little game every week. 

1 27 .  He is a great bugger and he is fond of giving dances, but 
the ceiling in the salon is of a special order, i t  collapses as soon 
as  the room is  filled, and nearly everyone perishes. Were he to  
remain living in the same city for any length of time, he would be 
detected, but he moves frequently j he is  eventually found out, but  
only after having given his fiftieth dance. 

1 28 .  Martaine's of the 27th of January, whose taste is to 
promote abortions, establishes three pregnant women in three cruel 
postures, composing an artis tic group. Thus situated, they give 
birth while he looks on, then he ties each infant to its mother's neck 
until the little creature either dies or is eaten, for the libertine keeps 
the women just where they are and gives them no food. The same 
personage has yet ano ther passion : he has two women whelp in his 
presence, blindfolds them, and after having himself identified the 
infants by some mark, he puts them side by side and bids each 
woman go and recover each her own offspring; if the ladies are not  
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mistaken, he permits their young to live, but if they are in error, he 
carves up the children with a saber. 

Narcisse is presented at the evening orgies. While the Bishop 
sodomizes the li ttle fellow, Durcet relieves him of his remaining 
digits and inserts a red-hot needle into his urethral canal. They bid 
Giton step forth, he is kicked about, ' tis a lively game of ball they 
play with him, three of the friends fracture one of his legs while 
the Duc embuggers him. 

Zelmire's turn : they roast her clitoris, sear her tongue, bake 
her gums, extract four of  her teeth, burn her thighs in six places 
before and behind, snip away her nipples, unfinger both her hands, 
and when she i s  thus prepared to afford pleasure, Curval embuggers 
her. But he does not discharge. 

Up steps Fanchon. Their attentions cost her an eye. 
Escorted by Desgranges and Duclos, the Duc and Curval make 

a journey to the cellars with Augustine in the course of that night ; 
her ass has been preserved in excellent condition, ' tis now lashed to 
tatters, then the two brothers alternately embugger her, but guard 
their seed, and then the Duc gives her fifty-eight wounds in the 
buttocks, pours boiling oil into each gash. He drives a hot i ron into 
her cunt, another into her ass, and fucks her wounded charms, his 
prick sheathed in a sealskin condom which worsens the already 
l amentable state of  her privi ties. That accomplished, the flesh i s  
peeled away from the bones of her  arms and legs, which bones are 
sawed in several different places, then her nerves are laid bare in 
four adj acent places, the nerve ends are tied to a short stick which, 
like a tourniquet, i s  twisted, thus drawing forth the aforesaid 
nerves, which are very delicate parts of the human anatomy and, 
which, when mistreated, cause the patient to suffer much. Augus
tine' s  agonies are unheard-of. 

She i s  given some respite and allowed to recruit her strength, 
then Messieurs resume work, but this time, as  the nerves are pulled 
into sight, they are scraped with the blade of a knife. The friends 
complete that operation and now move elsewhere ; a hole i s  bored 
in her throat, her tongue is  drawn back, down, and passed through 
it, 't is a comical effect, they broil her remaining breast, then, clutch
ing a scalpel, the Duc thrusts his hand into her cunt and cuts 
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through the partition dividing the anus from the vagina j he throws 
a side the scalpel, reintroduces his hand, and rummaging about in 
her entrails , forces her to shit through her cunt, another amusing 
stunt ; then, availing himself of  the same entrance, he reaches up 
and tears open her stomach. Next, they concentrate upon her visage : 
cut away her ears, burn her nasal passages, blind her eyes with 
molten sealing wax, girdle her cranium, hang her by the hair, 
attach heavy stones to her feet, and allow her to drop : the top of 
the skull remains dangling. 

She was still breathing when she fell, and the Duc encunted 
her in this sorry state ; he discharged and came away only the more 
enraged. They spli t  her belly, opened her, and applied fire to her 
entrails ; scalpel in hand, the President burrows in her chest and 
harasses her heart, puncturing it in several places. 'Twas only then 
her soul fled her body ; at the age of fifteen years and eight months 
thus perished one of the most heavenly creatures ever formed by 
Nature's skillful hand. Etc. Her eulogy. 

THE 25TH. That morning, the Due takes Colombe to be his 
wife and hereafter she performs all a wife' s functions. 

129. A great connoisseur of the ass and a man mightily fond 
thereof, he em buggers the mistress while the lover looks on, then 
the lover while his mistress watches, then he nails the lover over 
the mistress' body and leaves them to expire, mouth to mouth. 

Such will be the end of  Celadon and Sophie, who are in love, 
and Messieurs interrupt the storyteller to oblige Celadon himself 
to spread a li ttle hot sealing wax on his dear Sophie ' s  thighs ; while 
obeying instructions, he collapses : while lying unconscious, he is 
embuggered by the Bishop. 

1 3 0. He who was wont  to amuse himself by throwing a girl 
into water and pulling her out, has as his second passion that of 
casting seven or eight whores into a pond and watching them thrash 
abou t, for they are poor swimmers. He tenders them an iron pike, 
but it is healed red hot;  still they cling to it, but he thrusts them 
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away, and that they the more certainly perish, he has amputated 
one limb from each of them before throwing them in. 

1 3 1 .  His earlier caprice was to cause 'Vomiting,. his impro'Ve
ment thereof is, by using a secret means, to spread the plague 
throughout an entire pro'Vince : he has brought about the death of 
a truly incredible number of people. He also poisons wells and 
streams. 

1 3 2. Fond of employing the whip, he has three pregnant 
women locked in an iron cage, and with them he imprisons their 
three children; a fire is lit beneath the cage, i ts occupants caper and 
dance m ore and more in earnest as the floor heats,. the women take 
the children in their arms, and finally fall and die in this manner. 

(That one belongs somewhere further above ; move it to its proper 
place. ) 

1 33 .  ' Twas he who pricked with an awl; more of a man today, 
he seals a pregnant woman in a ches t whose in terior is s tudded with 
sharp nails; he then has the ches t rolled and dragged through the 
garden. 

These tales of pregnant women being chastised have proven 
as woeful to Constance's ears as they have delighted Curval 's ; she 
sees only too well what the future holds in store for her. As her 
fatal hour is drawing nigh, Messieurs are of the opinion her vexa
tions may be inaugurated : her thighs are burned in six places, mol
ten wax is allowed to trickle upon her navel, and her breasts are 
teased with pins. 

Giton appears, a burning needle is run through his little mem
ber, his little balls are stabbed, four of his teeth are extracted. 

Then comes Zelmire, whose death is  not far off ; deep into her 
cunt runs a red-hot poker, six wounds are inflicted upon her breasts, 
a dozen upon her thighs, needles are driven far into her navel, each 
friend bestows twenty strong blows upon her face. They forcibly 
remove four of her teeth, her eye is pricked, she is whipped, she is 
embuggered. While in the act of sodomizing her, Curval, her 
husband, gives her intelligence of her death, scheduled for the 
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morrow ; she declares she is not sorry to learn the tidings, for 'twill 
put a period to her sorrows. 

Rosette steps forward ; four teeth are jerked from her mouth, 
each of her shoulders is  branded, her thighs and calves are gashed 
and hacked ; she is then embuggered while several hands worry her 
breasts. 

And now Therese advances ; out comes an eye, a hundred blows 
of the bull ' s  pizzle rain down upon her scrawny back. 

THE 26TH. 1 34. A bugger takes his stand at the foot  of a 
tower,. the earth about him is studded with sharpened steel rods 
pointing upward,. his associates pitch several children of both sexes 
from the top of the tower. He has previously embuggered them, 
and now enjoys seeing them impaled a second time. ' Tis, he con
siders, very thrilling to be splashed by their blood. 

1 3 5 .  The same personage she cited on the 1 1  th and 13th of 
February, whose tastes ran to instigating combustions, also delights 
in binding six pregnant women to bundles of inflammable materials,. 
these he sets afire, and if his victims undertake to save themselves, 
he awaits them, pitchfork in hand, skewers them and hurls them 
back into the blaze. However, when half-roasted, the floor gives 
way and they spill into a large vat of boiling oil, wherein they 
finally perish. 

1 3 6. He is the nobleman Duclos spoke of, who has no fond
ness for the poor and who bought Lucile, her mother, and her sister, 
and whom Desgranges has also cited (verify thi s )  ; ano ther of his 
passions is to assemble a family of beggars o'IJer a mine and to 
watch those luckless creatures blown to bits. 

1 3 7 .  A notorious sodomist, in order to combine that crime 
with those of incest, murder, rape, sacrilege, and adultery, first 
inserts a Host in his ass, then has himself embuggered by his own 
son, rapes his married daughter, and kills his niece. 

1 3 8 .  Greatly partisan to asses, he strangles a mother while 
embuggering her; when she is dead, he turns her o'IJer and cunt
lucks her corpse. While discharging, he kills her daughter with a 
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knife, slashing he,. breasts, then he buggers the girl even though 
she is dead; then apparently convinced there is s till some life in his 
victims, and fancying they are yet capable of suffering, he hurls the 
cadavers in to a fire and discharges as he watches them burn. Duclos 
spoke of this wealthy individual on the 29 th of November : ' twas he 
who liked to see the girl lying on the pallet covered with black satin ; 
he is also the same man who figured in M artaine' s first tale of the 
11 th of January. 

The evening's program begins with Narcisse. One of his hands 
is lopped off. 

Giton loses a hand too. 
The interior of Michette's cunt is burned, the same treatment 

is given Rosette's ,  and then both girls are burned upon the body 
and breasts. But Curval, who has lost control of himself, violates 
the society's charter and cleaves an entire breast from Rosette's 
chest, all the while embuggering Michette. 

Therese makes a further appearance j she receives two hun
dred blows of the bull 's pizzle and loses her other eye . 

Curval goes in search o f  the Duc that night when all is still 
and, accompanied by Desgranges and Duclos, those two champions 
take Zelmire down to the cellars where the most refined tortures 
are put to use upon her : they are all much more painful, more 
severe than the others employed upon Augustine, and the two men 
are still hard at  work by the time breakfast a rrives the following 
morning. That enchanting girl dies at the age of fifteen years and 
two months. 'Twas she who could boast the most beautiful ass in 
the harem of l ittle girls .  And thus deprived of a wife, the President 
weds Hebe the next day. 

THE 27TH. The seventeenth and last week's festival is post
poned until the morrow, in order that the holiday may coincide 
with the end of the narrations ; Desgranges recounts the following 
passions : 

1 39 .  A man M artaine described on the 12th of January, the 
one who set off fireworks in the woman's ass, has, for his second, 
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this o ther passion :  he ties two pregnant women together so  that 
they form a ball and fires them from a large m ortar. 

1 40.  He was a scratcher and scab picker; he now places two 
pregnant women in a room and obliges them to fight  with knives 
( he observes them from a safe positio n )  ; they are naked, he 
threatens them with a gun he keeps trained upon them, and promises 
to shoo t  them dead if they begin to dally and falter. If they kill 
each o ther, why, that is precisely what he wishes, if n o t, sword in 
hand, he rushes into the arena and, after killing one, he disembowels 
the o ther and burns her entrails with aqua fortis, or with pieces of 
red-ho t  metal. 

1 4 1 .  A man who once liked to flog pregnant women's bellies 
has reformed: he presently binds a pregnant girl to a wheel and 
beneath it, fixed in a chair and unable to move, sits the girl's mo ther, 
her head flung back, her mouth open and ready to receive all the 
ordures and rubbish which flow out of the corpse, and the infant, 
too, if the girl gives birth to it. 

1 42 .  Martaine's of the 1 6th of January, whose joy was to 
prick asses, attaches a girl to a machine studded with sharp iron 
points; he fucks her as she lies upon that bed, with every blow of 
his loins he drives her upo n  the nails, then he turns her over and 
fucks her ass wise, that she may also be punctured on the o ther 
side. When he has finished that phase of the operation, he lays a 
second plank above her, and it is likewise provided with nails; the 
planks are brought together by means of bolts, thus dies the patient, 
crushed and s tabbed in a multitude of places. The pressing is 
carried out  gradually, she is given ample opportunity to savor her 
pain. 

1 43.  A fustigator s tretches a pregnant woman out upon a 
table; he nails her thereto, first driving a fiery nail into each eye, 
one into her mouth, ano ther into either breast, then he burns her 
clitoris and nipples with a taper, and slowly saws her knees halfway 
through, breaks her legs, and ends by hammering a red-ho t  spike, of 
enormous size, into her navel: it undoes b o th mo ther and child. He 
likes to have her ready to give birth. 
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Messieurs whip Julie and Duclos that evening, but from 
amusement, since they are both amongst the inhabitants of Silling 
who shall transfer their residence to Paris : nevertheless, Julie' s 
thighs are burned in two places, and she is depilated. 

Sentenced to die the next day but unaware of her impending 
fate, Constance appears ; her nipples are scorched, molten wax is 
allowed to trickle down over her belly, she yields four teeth, Mes
sieurs prick the white of her eyes with needles. 

Narcisse , also due to be immolated on the 28 th of February, 
enters upon the stage ; he loses an eye and four teeth. 

Giton, Michette, and Rosette, destined to accompany Con
stance to the grave, each surrenders an eye and four teeth, Rosette 
her two nipples to the knife and six chunks of flesh, some of them 
carved from her arms, some from her thighs ; all her fingers are 
neatly severed, and hot irons are introduced into her cunt and bum. 
Both Curval and the Due discharge twice. 

Up steps Louison ; she weathers a storm of one hundred blows 
of the bull 's  pizzle ; Messieurs pluck out one of her eyes and, most 
cynically, bid her swallow it. Down i t  goes. 

THE 2 8TH. 1 44. A bugger: has two girls brought to him, they 
are fast friends, he ties them mouth to mouth, and by their side sits 
an excellen t  meal; but they canno t  get to i t, and he watches them 
bite and eat each o ther when hunger begins to exert i ts influence 
upon  them. 

145 .  A man who as a boy was won t  to flog pregnant women, 
now shuts six of this sort into a round cage formed by large iron 
h oops : they are all facing one  ano ther. Little by little, the hoops 
contract, little by little they are brough t together, slowly they are 
flattened, gradually all six are crushed, their fruit crushed too.  But 
prior to this he has cut a buttock and a breast from each and 
fashioned six collars therefrom :  each woman wears one as you 
might a fur tippet. 

146. Another pregnant-woman beater binds two of these ob
jects each to the end of a long tilting pole; a clever machine, into 
which the o ther ends of the poles are inserted, bumps and bangs the 
women against each o ther. These repeated collisions are their 
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mutual undoing, and he discharges. He makes every effort to pro· 
cure himself a m other and daughter, or two sisters. 

147. That Comte of whom Duclos spoke at length, and to 
whom Desgranges alluded once before on the 26th, he who pur. 
chased Lucile, Lucile's mother, and Lucile's little sister, of whom 
Martaine also spoke in her fourth tale on the 1st of January, this 
Comte, I say, has another passion s till: ' tis to suspend three women 
over three holes. The first woman hangs by her tongue, beneath her 
is a very deep well; the second hangs from her breasts, underneath 
her lies a charcoal brazier; the scalp of the third has been loosened, 
she hangs by her hair over a pit studded with pointed iron rods. 
When the weight of their bodies causes these women to fall free
when the scalp is torn from the head of the third, when the breasts 
of the second tear loose from her torso, when the tongue of the 
first is torn from her mouth-they only escape one difficulty in 
order to encounter a new one. Whenever possible, he suspends three 
pregnant women, or three women from the same family; such was 
his unkind use of Lucile, her sister, and her mother. 

148. The last passion. 

( But why the last ? Where are the other two ? They were all there 
in the original ou dine. ) 

Desgranges recounts the last passion :  
The nobleman who indulges i n  this final passion we shall 

designate as the infernal caprice or, more simply, as the hell pas· 
sion, has been cited four times : by Duclos in the last story she told 
on the 29th of November; by Champville, when referring to a 
personage who depucelates nine-year-olds only; by M artaine, as he 
who depucelates three.year.olds in the bum,. by Desgranges who 
mentioned him in an earlier connection ( establish that  connection 
more precisely ) . He is a man of some forty years, enormous in 
stature and furnished with the member of a s tallion :  his prick is 
very near to nine inches in circumference and a foo t  in overall 
length,. he is exceedingly wealthy, a very powerful lord, very harsh, 
very cruel, his heart is of stone. He has a house on the outskirts of 
Paris which he uses for no purpose o ther than the gratification of 
this passion. 

The surroundings wherein he savors his delight is a spacious 
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room, simply decked, but padded everywhere, the floor covered 
with mattresses; upon  entering the room one sees a single long case
ment window, the room has no o ther opening save for the door; 
that window looks down upon an underground cellar, twen ty feet 
below the salon where he busies himself, and looking out, one sees 
the mattresses which break the fall of the girls he flings down into 
the cellar, a description whereof we shall give shortly .  He requires 
fifteen girls for this party; their ages mus t be  between fifteen and 
seventeen, nei ther more, nor less; he employs six procuresses in 
Paris, as well as twelve in the provinces, and they are to spare no 
efforts, no expense to find him every thing of the most charming that 
may possibly be found of that age, and as i t  is collected, the material 
is sent  to a country convent over which he has absolu te con trol, and 
there, in that nursery, the girls ripen, and from it he selects the 
fifteen objects for his debauch, which is regularly execu ted every 
fortnight. 

That evening before the ceremony begins, he personally exam
ines the said material, the least defect in which warran ts its rejec
tion;  he insis ts that his creatures be perfect models of beauty.  
Escorted by a procuress, they arrive at the house and are lodged in 
a room adjacent to the pleasure-salon .  They are first exhibited to 
him in this adjoining chamber, all fifteen are naked. He touches, 
feels, fondles, experiments with them, he scru tinizes them, sucks 
their mouths, and one after the other has them all shit into his 
mouth .  But he does no t  swallow. 

This initial operation  performed with dreadful seriousness, he 
brands each upon  the shoulder, imprinting a number in her flesh; it 
is to indicate the order in which he will receive them. That done, 
he goes alone into the salon, where he remains for a brief space : no  
one  knows what he does in this moment of soli tude. Then he knocks. 
Girl Number 1 is cas t into his lair. And she is properly cas t into it : 
the procuress flings her toward him, he catches her in his arms, she 
is naked. He shuts the door, takes up switches and begins to flail 
her ass;  after that he sodomizes her with his gigantic prick. Never 
does he need any help. He does no t  discharge. His prick retires, 
s till rock-hard; he seizes the switches again and returns to lashing 
the girl's back, the front  and back of her thighs, then he lays her 
down again and deflowers her cunt; next, he goes back to beating 
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her, now upon the breasts, both of which he seizes and grinds and 
kneads with all his s trength, and he is a s trong man. And now he 
picks up an awl and six times s tabs her body, driving his poin t once 
into each bruised breast. 

After all that has been done, he opens the casement window, 
places the girl in the middle of the room, standing erect, at atten
tion, facing the window; he stands behind her and, when all is 
ready, gives her a kick in the ass of such s tartling violence that she 
flies across the room, crashes against the windowsill, topples o'Uer 
it, and vanishes in to the cellar. But  before launching her, he slips a 
ribbon around her neck, thereby to signify which torture, according 
to his best belief, will be most suitable for that  particular patient, 
which torture will prove most  voluptuous to inflict upon her, and his 
acuity and judgment in these matters, his tact and discrimination 
are truly wonderful. 

And thus the girls pass one by one through his hands, the 
identical ceremony awaits them all, and thus he makes away with 
thirty maidenheads in a given day, and performs those heroic feats 
unscathed : no t  a drop of fuck does he lose. The sub terranean apart
ment into which the girls tumble is furnished with fifteen different  
assortments of frightful torture machines, and an executioner, wear
ing the mask and emblems of a demon, wearing also the colors of 
his specialty, presides over each apparatus. The ribbon placed about 
the girl's neck corresponds in color with the torture to which she 
has been condemned, and directly she falls into the pit, the ap
propriate executioner s teps forward, having recognized his victim, 
and drags her to the machine of which he has charge, but the tor
tures do not  begin un til the fifteen th has en tered the gallery and 
been claimed by her demon.  As soon as the en tire complement has 
descended, our man, by now in a furious s tate after having de
pucelated thirty orifices without discharging, our man, I say, makes 
his en trance in to the infernal repair; he is practically naked, his 
prick is glued against  his belly. E'Uerything is ready, all the tortures 
are in motion, and they proceed simultaneously, amidst much noise. 

The first torture engine is a wheel upon which the girl is 
s trapped and which, ro tating unin terruptedly, bears against an 
outer circle studded with razors which everywhere scra tch and tear 
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and slice the unfortunate 'lJictim, but  as the blades do not  bite deep, 
only superficially, she turns for at leas t two hours before dying. 

The second :  the girl lies two inches abo'IJe a red-ho t  iron pla te 
which slowly melts her. 

Third : she is attached by the wais t to a piece of burning iron,  
and all  her limbs are twisted and frigh tfully dislocated. 

Fourth : the four limbs attached each to a spring which slowly 
mO'IJes away, gradually s tretching her arms and legs until they are 
detached and the trunk falls into a brazier.  

Fifth : a red-hot  cas t-iron bell is placed over her head, but  the 
bonnet is several sizes too  large, the iron does not touch her, but  
her brain slowly melts, her head is slowly grilled. 

Sixth : she is chained inside an iron tub of boiling o il. 
Seven th : she is held s tanding before a machine which, six 

times a minute, shoots a small dart into her body, and each time 
into a different place; the machine does no t  s top until she is entirely 
feathered. 

Eighth : her feet  anchored in a furnace, a mass of lead very 
gradually descends upon her head, thrusting her further into the 
o'IJen .  

Ninth : her execu tioner continually pricks her  with a red-ho t  
iron goad; she i s  bound before him, h e  thus meticulously works 
o'IJer every inch of her body.  

Ten th : she is chained to a pillar underneath a large glass 
dome, twenty famished reptiles de'IJour her alive. 

Eleven th :  a cannon ball a ttached to each foo t, she is suspended 
by one hand, and if she falls, ' tis into a furnace. 

Twelfth : a hook is driven through her mouth;  thus she hangs, 
a deluge of burning pitch incessan tly pouring over her body .  

Thirteen th :  the  nerves are pulled from her  flesh and tied to  
cords which draw them further, and meanwhile burning nails are 
driven into her body.  

Fourteenth : alternately torn with tongs and whipped upon her 
cun t  and ass with martinets whose steel tips are heated red hot, and 
from time to time scratched with burning iron rakes. 

Fifteenth : she is poisoned by a drug which burns and rends her 
entrails, which hurls her into frightful convulsions, causes her to 
u tter hideous screams, and insures her death ; but i t  is slow, and she 
is the las t  to succumb.  This is one  of the most  terrible of the ordeals .  
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The villain walks about the torture chamber a s  s o o n  as h e  
arrives there, spends fifteen minu tes con templating each operation 
while swearing like one of the damned and overwhelming the patient  
with unmentionable invectives. When toward the  end he can bear 
no  more of i t  and his fuck, captive for so long, is ready to escape 
him, he falls into a comfortable armchair whence he can observe 
the entire spectacle, two of the demons approach him, display their 
asses and frig him, and he squirts his seed while pronouncing shouts 
so s tentorian that they rise above and to tally blo t out  the din his 
fifteen patients are producing. And now he gets to his feet and 
leaves the gallery, the coup de grace is given the girls who are not  
yet dead, their bodies are buried, and there's an end to it un til the 
next fortnight comes round. 

Wherewith Desgranges terminates her contribution ; she is 
congratulated, toasted, acclaimed, etc . . • .  

Upon the morning of that day there had been the most ominous 
preparations for the great holiday Messieurs were meditating. 
Curval, detesting Constance as he does, had been cunt-fucking her 
at a very early hour and while fucking her had imparted grave news 
to her. Coffee was served by the five victims, to wit : Constance, 
Narcisse, Giton, Michette, and Rosette. Horrid things were per
petrated in the salon ; during the recitations the reader has just 
perused, the quatrains Messieurs had been able to arrange had been 
composed of naked children. And as  soon a s  Desgranges had 
brought her narrations to a term, Fanny had been marched to the 
fore : her remaining fingers and toes had been hacked off, and 
Curval had embuggered her without pomade, so had the Duc, so 
had the four first-rank fuckers. 

Sophie was led into the center of the stage ; C6ladon, her lover, 
had been obliged to burn the interior of her cunt, all her fingers had 
been severed, her four limbs bled, her right ear  had been torn away, 
her left eye gouged out. C6ladon had been constrained to lend his 
assistance in all these operations, and his least frown or lowest 
murmur was rewarded by a flogging with an i ron-tipped martinet. 
Supper had come next, the meal had been voluptuous, Messieurs 
drank naught but sparkling champagne and liqueurs. 

The torturing was arranged for the orgy hour ; as the friends 
sat at dessert, word was brought to them that everything was in 
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readiness, they descended and found the cellars agreeably festooned 
and very properly furnished. Constance lay upon a kind of mauso
leum, the four children decorated its corners. As their asses were 
still in excellent condition, Messieurs were able to take considerable 
pleasure in molesting them ; then at last the heavier work was be
gun : while embuggering Giton, Curval himself opened Constance' s  
belly and tore out the fruit, already well-ripened and clearly of the 
masculine sex ; then the society continued, inflicting tortures upon 
those five victims. Their sufferings were long, cruel, and various. 

Upon T H E  1 ST DAY O F  MARCH, remarking that the snows have 
not yet melted, Messieurs decide to dispatch the rest of  the subjects 
one by one. Messieurs devise new arrangements whereby to keep 
their bedchambers staffed, and agree to give a green ribbon to 
everyone whom they propose to take back with them to France ; the 
green favor i s  bestowed, however, upon condition the recipient is 
willing to lend a hand with the destruction of the other victims. 
Nothing is  said to the six women in the kitchen ; Messieurs decide to 
do away with the three scullery maids, who are well worth toying 
over, but to spare the cooks, because of their considerable talents. 
And so a list i s  drawn up ; 'tis found that, to date, the following 
creatures had already been sacrificed : 

Wives : Aline, Adelaide, and Constance . . . . . . . . . . .  3 
Sultanas : Augustine, Michette, Rosette, 

and Zelmire . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4 

Bardashes : Gi ton and Narcisse . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 
Fuckers : one subaltern . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 

Total . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10 

The new menages are arranged : 

The Duc takes unto himself, or under his protection : 
Hercule , Duclos, one cook . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4 

Curval takes : Bum-Cleaver, Champville, one cook . . . 4 
Durcet takes : Invictus, Martaine, one cook . . . . . . . .  4 
And the Bishop : Antinoiis, Desgranges, Julie . . . . . .  4 

Total . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1 6  



The J 20 Days of Sodom .. 67 1 

Messieurs decide that, upon a given signal, and with the aid 
of the four fuckers and the four storytellers, but not the cooks 
whom they do not wish to employ for these purposes, they will seize 
all the others, making use of the most treacherous possible means 
and when their victims least expect i t  j they will lay hands upon all 
the others, I say, save for the three scullions, who will not be seized 
until later on ; i t  i s  further decided that the upstairs chambers will 
be converted into four prisons, that the three subaltern fuckers, 
manacled, will be lodged in the strongest of these prisons ; Fanny, 
Colombe, Sophie, and Hebe in the second ; Celadon, Zelamir, 
Cupidon, Zephyr, Adonis, and Hyacinthe in the third ; and the four 
elders in the fourth j that one subject will be dispatched every day ; 
and that when the hour arrives to arrest the three scullions, they 
will be locked into whichever of the prisons happens to be empty. 

These agreements once reached, Messieurs appoint each 
storyteller the warden of one prison. And whenever they please, 
Messieurs will amuse themselves with these victims, either in their 
prison or in one of  the larger rooms, or in thei r  Lordships' bed
chambers, depending upon Messieurs' individual preference. And 
so, as we have just indicated, one subj ect is dispatched daily, in the 
following order : 

On the 1 st of March : Fanchon. 
On the 2nd : Louison. 
On the 3 rd : Therese.  
On the 4th : Marie. 
On the 5 th : Fanny. 
On the 6th and the 7th : Sophie and Celadon together, for they 

are lovers, and they perish nailed one to the other, as we have 
hitherto explained. 

On the 8th : one subaltern fucker. 
On the 9th : Hebe. 
On the 1 0th : another subaltern fucker. 
On the 1 1  th : Colombe. 
On the 1 2th : the last of the subaltern fuckers. 
On the 1 3 th :  Zelamir. 
On the 1 4th : Cupidon. 
On the 1 5 th :  Zephyr. 
On the 1 6th : Adonis. 
On the 1 7th : Hyacinthe. 
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On the morning of the 1 8th, Messieurs and their cohorts seize 
the three scullions, lock them in the prison formerly occupied by 
the elders, and dispatch one upon that day, 

A second upon the 1 9th. 
And the last upon the 20th. 

Total • . . • . . . . . . . . . .  20 

The following recapitulation lists the inhabitants of the Chateau 
of Silling during that  memorable winter : 

M asters . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . .  4 
Elders . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4 
Kitchen staff . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  6 

Storytellers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4 
Fuckers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  8 
Little boys • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  8 
Wives . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  4 
Little girls . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  8 

Total . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  46 
Whereof thirty were immolated and sixteen returned to Paris. 

FINAL ASSESSMENT 

Massacred prior to the 1 st of  March, 
in the course of the o rgies . . . . . . . . . . 1 0  

Massacred a fter the 1 st of March . . . . . .  20  
Survived and came back . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 6  

Total . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  46 

With what regards the tortures and deaths of the last twenty 
subj ects, and l ife such as i t  was in the household until the day of 
departure, you will give details at your leisure and where you see 
fit,  you will say, first of  all, that thirteen of  the sixteen survivors 
( three of whom were cooks ) took all their meals together ; sprinkle 
in whatever tortures you like. 



NOTES 

Under no circumstances deviate from this plan, everything has been 
worked out, the entirety several times re-examined with the greatest care 
and thoroughness. 

Detail the departure. And throughout the whole, introduce a quantity 
of moral dissertation and diatribe, above all at the suppers. 

When you produce the final version, keep a notebook ; in it you will 
place the names of all the principal characters and the names of all those 
who play important roles, such as they who have several passions and who 
will appear several times in the romance, as, for example, the hell libertine ; 
leave a wide margin beside their names and, as you recopy, fill it with every
thing you come across that has any bearing upon them ; this note is very 
essential, it is the sole way to keep your work clear of obscurities and to 
avoid repetitions. 

Edulcorate Part the First, it is much too strong ; things develop too 
rapidly and too far in it, it cannot possibly be too soft, mild, feeble, subdued. 
Above all, never have the four friends do anything until it  has first been 
recounted. You have not been sufficiently scrupulous in that connection. 

In Part the First, say that the man who mouth-fucks the little girl 
prostituted by her father is the same man, of whom she has already spoken, 
who fucks with a dirty prick. 

Do not forget to place somewhere in December the scene of the little 
girls serving supper, squirting liqueurs from their asses into Messieurs' 
glasses ; you announced such a scene but failed to include it in the plan. 

SUPPLEMENTARY TORTURES 

-By means of a hollow tube, a mouse is introduced into her cunt, the 
tube is withdrawn, the ' cunt sewn up, and the animal, unable to get out, 
devours her entrails. 

-She is made to swallow a snake which in similar wise feeds upon her 
entrails. 
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ADDENDA 

In general, describe Curval and the Duc as two hot-blooded and 
imperious scoundrels, 'tis thus you conceived of them in the plan and in Part 
the First, and figure the Bishop as a cool, reasoning and tough-minded 
villain. As for Durcet, he must be mischievous, a teaser,  false, traitorous, 
perfidious. In  accordance with which, have them do everything that con
forms with such characters. 

Carefully recapitulate all the names and the qualities of all the 
personages your storytellers mention ; this to avoid repetition. 

Upon one page in your notebook of characters d raw the plan of the 
chateau, room by room, and in the blank space next to this page, itemize all 
the things done in each room. 

This en tire great roll was begun the 22nd of October, 1 785, 
and finished in thirty-seven days. 
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cS ade was particularly attached to the theater, and there 
is good reason to believe that the author of Justine and The 
1 20 Days would have given up a great deal in exchange for 
success as a dramatist. Among his earlies t writings is the 
one-act play in prose Le Philosophe soi-disant, which is 
contained in his manuscript of early works, CEuvres diverses. 
It was probably this play which Sade had performed in 
1772, on the private s tage he had ins talled in his La Coste 
chateau. 

Sixteen years later, in his list of works-to-date drawn 
up in the Bastille-the Catalogue raisonne of 1788-Sade 
placed the two manuscript volumes of his theatrical works, 
comprising some thirty-five acts of various plays, a corrtic 
opera, and a ballet, at the head of his proud lis t. Follow
ing his release from the Monarchy's dungeons, on Good 
Friday of 1790, Sa de concentrated much of his energy upon 
trying to peddle his plays and get them performed. On the 
3rd of August, 1790, the Theatre-Italien accepted his one
act verse play, Le Suborneur, which went into rehearsal 
the following January and had i ts premiere on the 5th of 
March, 1792. The Journal des theatres of the 10th of 
M arch relates what transpired at this first performance : 

On Monday, the 5th of March, this theater [Le 
Theatre-! taUen] attempted to present a one-act com
edy in verse, Le Suborneur. During the first scene, 
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murmurs arose • . . .  During the second scene, the noise 
increased; during the third, it reached its highest pitch; 
during the fourth, the actors left the stage. What was 
the reason for all this'! We have no idea; we were 
unable even to hear what the commotion was all about. 
During the in termission, we saw patrio ts donning the 
red bonnet with the tip pointing forward, like the 
Phrygian corno. One of those who was thus coifed 
said in a loud voice that henceforth this red bonnet 
would be the signal, in public places, round which 
patrio ts should rally, and especially in the theaters, 
where the aristocracy would be ceaselessly combated 
by the friends of liberty . . . .  "1 

Thus ended the first performance of a Sade play. On 
the 1 7th of Augus t, 1 790, just two weeks after Le Suborneur 
had been accepted by Le Theatre-Italien, Sa de gave a read
ing of his free-verse play, Le B oudoir ou Ie Mari credule 
at the ComCdie-Fran,aise. Although it was ultimately re
jected by one vo te, the committee which had heard it agreed 
to a second reading, providing the author made certain 
changes. A month later, Sade's five-act comedy in free verse, 
Le Misanthrope par amour ou Sophie et Desfrancs was 
"unanimously accepted" by the ComCdie-Fran,aise, though 
it was never performed. Within the next few months several 
more of Sade's plays were "accepted" by various theaters,2 
but only one more was ever publicly presen ted: that is the 
play we include in the following pages, Le Comte Oxtiern 
ou les Effets du libertinage, the premiere of which took place 
on the 22nd of October, 1 791,  at Le Theatre Moliere on 

1 Cited i n  Lely, 01. dt., Vol. II, pp. 394-395. 
2 In letters to Gaufridy, Sade relates that Le lalou corrige au fEcole 

des Coquettes-which is apparently another title for the play earlier re
j ected by the Comedie-Fran�aise, Le Boudoir ou Ie M ari credule-wal 

accepted by Le Theatre-Italien ; that Le Criminel lar ",ertu had been taken 
by Le Theatre du Pal ais-Royal ; and that his A �ilil was accepted by Le 
ThEatre d e  la rue de Bondy. As Sade was to learn, however, there could 
be many a s l ip  between the acceptance and the performance. 
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the rue Saint-Martin. Of this, Sade wrote elatedly to his 
s teward Gaufridy a few days later: 

I have at las t appeared in public, my dear lawyer. Last 
Saturday, the 22nd, a play of mine was presented, the 
success of which, thanks to certain cliques, hirelings, 
and the women I insulted, was somewhat mixed. It 
will be s taged again on the 29th, with some changes. 
Pray for me,- we shall see. A dieu.8 

The second performance, h owever, was postponed 
until the 4th of November, and at the curtain the audience 
called for the author, who appeared to take a bow. Two 
days later Le Moniteur reviewed the play, and after giving 
a resume of i ts plot, judged it thus : 

The play is interesting in i tself and for i ts vigor; 
but  the character of Oxtiern is a revolting atrocity .  
He i s  a worse villain, a creature more dispicable, than 
Lovelace, with none of his m ore endearing qualities. 

A slight incident threatened to disturb the second 
performance. At the start of the second act, a member 
of the audience, either discontent or malicious, but in 
any case wholly lacking in tact, shouted "Lower the 
curtain I" . . . The s tage hand made the mistake of 
following this isolated command and lowered the cur
tain m ore than half way. Whereupon many o ther mem
bers of the audience, after having obliged him to raise 
it again, cried : " Throw him outl", referring to the 
person who had caused the original dis turbance. 
Whence resulted some degree of dissension among the 
audience. A tiny minority hissed and whis tled, for 
which the author was more than compensated by the 
hearty applause of the majority. They called for him 
after the performance : i t  was Monsieur de Sade.4 

8 Pierre Bourdin : Correspondanu inedite du marquis de Sade, de us 
proclus et de us familiers. Paris, Librairie de France, 1929, p. 298. 

4 Guillaume Apollinaire : L'lEu'flre du Marquis de Sade. Pages choisies. 
Paris, Bibliotheque des Curieux, 1912, pp. 41-42. 
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Sade was learning that the Revolu tion, which had de
livered him from the dungeons of a Monarchy he had every 
reason to detes t, was far from ready to receive him, a 
ci-devant, unreservedly. In a le tter to Gaufridy shortly after 
the second performance of Oxtiern, Sade noted: 

The frightful dis turbance which it [ Oxtiern] occa
sioned is the reason the play is not  being repeated 
under the same title, and the reason  why I have post
poned further performances. The members of the 
audience were at  each o ther's throats.  The guards, 
and the commissaire, were obliged to remain in a state 
of constan t readiness each time i t  was played. I pre
ferred to suspend it. We shall put it on again this 
winter.5 

Actually, it was no t  until eight years later that Oxtiern 
was performed again, under a sligh tly differen t  ti tle,6 on 
the s tage of the Societe dramatique at J7 ersailles, with Sa de 
himself playing the role of Fabrice. The same year-Year 
VIII of the Republic-Sade had the play prin ted by the 
J7 ersailles bookseller Blaiso t. 

What of Sade the playwright?  It is an understate
ment to main tain that, were his seventeen plays1 all that 
history had bequeathed us of his writings, Sade would 
hardly have a claim to immortality .  The force, and indeed 
the essential worth, of Sade's works varies directly in pro
portion to their clandes tine nature. The more open and 
public they are, the more conventional they become. The 
dramatic works, being most  public, suffer most from con
ventionality and from what appears to be Sade's inherent 
timidity when faced with the dramatic form. What makes 
Sa de of in terest is his absolute refusal to compromise, his 
determination to carry his convictions to their ultimate con
clusions .  In the theater this was virtually impossible. While 
he could still treat the same themes that abound in his fic-

5 Lely, op. cit., Vol. II, p. 389. 
6 Which was : Oxtiern ou In Malheurs du libertinalle. 

1 0r eighteen, if  one counts the early Le Philosophe soi·disant, which 
Sade did not include in hi. Catalollue raiso nne. 
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tion, and portray virtue overwhelmed by vice, both charac
ter and dialogue had greatly to be dilu ted and tempered. 
That Sade was fully capable of writing brillian t, biting, and 
often witty dialogue is unques tionable-one need only turn 
to his Dialogue between a Priest and a Dying Man, for 
example, or to Philosophy in the Bedroom. Or, more simply, 
one need but compare the dialogues and characterization in 
the novella Ernestine, from which Oxtiern was drawn. 

Ernestine was written while Sade was a prisoner in 
the Bastille and, as no ted, was first published in 1800 as one 
of the eleven s tories contained in Les Crimes de l 'Amour. 
Comparing the story and the play, Maurice Heine ob
served: 

The denouement of the s tory is at once more somber 
and richer in meaning than the play. Ernestine's lover 
is no t  only imprisoned but  sentenced to death and, 
though innocent, is executed on  a scaffold erected be
fore Oxtiern's windows, at the very moment when he is 
violating Ernes tine. Later there ensues a duel between 
Ernes tine and her father, both of whom believe they 
are fighting Oxtiern . In this duel, Ernestine is mortally 
wounded. Her father at length obtains justice; Oxtiern 
is granted a reprieve, upon condition that  he be for
ever banished to the mines, there to perform hard 
labor.s 

Bo th these situations are typically Sadean.  In the firs t 
-a "pleasure" recoun ted in The 1 20 D ays-the hero
villain contrives to coincide the moment of his own pleasure 
with that of his rival's execution. In the second, he arranges 
to have two of virtue's pawns mis takenly engage each o ther 
in mortal combat, the outcome of which cannot  help but be 
tragic for the combatan ts, and therefore a source of pleas
ure to him. 

Though Lely does no t  rank Ernestine with Eu
genie de Franval and Florville and Courval-which he 
considers the two mas terpieces of Les Crimes de l 'Amour 

8 Cited in Lely, oj. cit., Vol. II, p. 390. 
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-in some respects it is the superior work. Each of the 
three principal characters-and even the two villains, Ox
tiern and Madame Scholtz-are finely-drawn personages, 
n o t  of pure black or white but of varying shades of gray. 
Colonel Sanders, a well-meaning man who has the best in
terests of his daughter at  heart, is none the less weak and 
vacillating, susceptible to the blandishments of a scoundrel 
such as Oxtiern . Ernestine herself, though essen tially a 
good and virtuous girl, is far from as steadfast as Jus tine, 
and allows her head to be turned by the dazzle of wealth 
and the temptation of high estate. And in the worthy Her
man, Ernestine's betrothed, Sade has painted a splendid 
portrait of a man who, by the oppressive nature of his 
goodness and his s tifling lack of imagination, helps drive 
Ernestine into Oxtiern's careful trap. In this tale, Sade has 
given the characters a psychological basis for their acts. 
Oxtiern, as Sadean man, is s till very much the manipulator 
of their fate, bu t his three victims-Ernestine, Colonel 
Sanders, and Herman-are more than mere pawns, or  the 
incarnations of a principle : they are, to a far greater degree 
than most of Sade's characters, responsible for their own 
fate. 
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Act One 

The setting for the first two acts i.f the sitting room of an inn, 
which opens into several private rooms; on one side of the stage is 
a writing table, with an armchair near the table. 

SCEN E  I 

FABRICE, CASIMIR. 

FABRICE. 

Monsieur Casimir,  do you think these chambers will be suit
able for the young lady your master is bringing here with him today ? 

CASIMIR. 

I do indeed, Monsieur Fabrice. Is there a room close by 
for Amelie, her maid, and another bedroom for M ademoiselle 
Ernestine ? 

FABRICE. 

Yes, there are two bedrooms adj oining this room ; one key locks 
all three. They will be quite comfortable here, I can assure you . . . .  
'Tis a quiet district . . . the rooms face the garden : they will not 
hear the least sound of the other travelers. 

CASIMIR. 

Excellent I ( Taking Fabrice aside, and with an aJr of mys
tery. ) Monsieur Fabrice ? 
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FABRICE. 

Yes, what is it ? 

CASIMIR. 

A most extraordinary man, my master, you must confess. You 
have known him since he was a young man. 

FAB RICE. 

I've known Oxtiern for a long time ; and 'tis for that reason I 
would venture to say there's no man in all the provinces of Sweden 
more dangerous than he. 

CASIMIR. 

Yes ; but he pays well. 

FAB RICE. 

And therefore is all the more to be feared : there is nothing so 
pernicious as gold in the hands of  wicked men . . . .  Who can resist 
him who possesses the surest means of corruption ? . . .  My friend, 
if I had my way I would see to it that the world's wealth was con
trolled by honest and decent people . . . .  But, pray tell me, what is 
this latest adventure all about ? 

CASIMIR. 

A charming girl ! . . .  Ah ! Monsieur Fabrice, more's the pity. 
Great God I you mean you allowed i t ! !s't possible for such a 
creature to be the pawn of deceit and debauchery I 

FABRICE, much surprised. 
What do you mean ? Has the crime already been committed ? 

CASIMIR. 

It has, Monsieur Fabrice, it has . . . •  And yet she's the daugh
ter of Colonel Falkenheim, the grand nephew of Charles XII's  
favorite. He has abducted her . . •  and dishonored her.  I tell you, 
Monsieur Fabrice, the poor girl is lost I 

FABRICE , as above. 
He hasn't married her ? 'Tis a virtuous girl he is  bringing here, 

a girl he has seduced, deceived, and ravished ? • . .  Casimir, fly to 
your master in all haste ; tell him the inn i s  full . . .  say I cannot 
receive him. I have already had more than my share of the liberties 
he thinks he can take when he's beneath my roof-since he does me 
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the  honor of considering me his  protege. I greatly prefer to  forgo 
a nobleman's protection when the sole result, as it usually turns out, 
is  my complicity in his licentious ways. ( He exits . )  

CASIMIR, running after him to s top him. 
One moment, my friend, one moment. You would lose every

thing, and no wrong would be righted. Open your house to him, 
offer him your hospitality, and if  the occasion presents itself, try 
secretly to render the lady some service. ( What follows must be 
stressed. ) Stockholm is but a league away . . .  'tis not late . . . .  They 
will be retiring early . . .  they are in need of rest. You have friends 
in the capital. . . .  Do you understand my words, Monsieur Fabrice ? 

FABRICE, after a moment's reflection.  
Friends I . . .  yes, I do have friends ; but there are other means 

• • •  surer means, which I trust may prove successful. Tell me now . . . 
( We hear the sound of tke Count's carriage. ) 

CASIMIR. 

Let us save our words for later • . . .  I hear a carriage coming . 
. . . I shall meet you shortly in your room, and there shall instruct 
you in greater detail. . . .  What a frightful din I No question, 'tis the 
Count : should vice be permitted to strut so boldly ? 

FABRICE. 

I only wish your Count would go and lodge with the devil I 'Tis 
a terrible trade to be an innkeeper and obliged to open your doors 
to all kinds of people . . . .  'Tis the only aspect of my profession I 
find distasteful. 

SCENE I I  

FABRICE, CASIMIR, CHARLES. 

C HARLES, to Fabrice. 
Monsieur, two ladies sent by Count Oxtiern have just arrived 

and desire lodgings. The Count himself will be here shortly. He and 
his friend Monsieur Derbac have stopped off a short distance from 
here, and have sent instructions to offer the ladies your best cham
bers. There are, in truth, more than twenty guards escorting the 
carriage. 
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FABRICE, curtly. 
All right, I shall receive them ; 'tis here they will lodge. 

Not a word, Casimir ; and when the occasion arises, let us try and 
help the poor girl : the rewards are such, my friend, that we should 
never waste the least opportunity to perform a good deed when
ever we can . . . .  Come with me, Charles. 

SCEN E  I I I  

CASIMIR, alone. 
A worthy man I 'Tis there, none the less, one finds virtue . . . .  

In an anonymous creature . . .  without any background or breeding. 
While those born to wealth often have naught to offer-their riches 
notwithstanding-save corruption and a whole host of vices . . . .  
But why did the Count not come with Ernestine ? . . .  Ah I he i s  
doubtless off hatching some plot with Derbac, that most worthy 
accomplice of his debaucheries. But Derbac, less dissolute than the 
Count, will perhaps raise some objections to this latest and vilest 
adventure. 

SCENE IV 

CASIMIR, FABRICE, ERNESTI NE, AMELIE. 

FAB RICE, to Ernestine. 
I trust, Mademoiselle, you will find these lodgings comfort

able. I have been at great pains to ready them for you, as the Count 
has instructed me to, and as Mademoiselle deserves. 

ERNESTI NE, in deep despair. 
Thank you, Monsieur, thank you. 'Tis much too good for me ; 

the most profound solitude, 'tis that and only that would really 
suit me. 

FAB RICE. 

Since Mademoiselle wishes to be alone, I shall withdraw and 
attend to other matters which may help make my lodgings more 
bearable for her. 
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CASIMIR, to Ernestine. 
Shall I bring the Count to Mademoiselle's chambers when he 

arrives ? 

ERNESTINE. 
Is he not the lord and master of them ? . • •  The master of my 

entire existence ? . . .  Leave us, Monsieur, pray do. We wish to be 
alone. 

SCENE V 

ERNESTINE, AMELIE. 

AMELIE. 
This melancholy state of mind wherein I find you worries me, 

Mademoiselle.  How pleased I 'd be to see you rest a while. 

ERNESTINE. 
Rest ? • • •  I rest ? Great God, no I . . . Oh, no I . . . there can 

be no further rest upon this earth for poor Ernestine. 

AMELIE. 
What I You mean to say the barbarous author of  your mis

fortunes can do nothing to make amends ? 

ERNESTINE. 
For such cruel desecrations there can never be amends, AmcHie. 

Reflect for a moment how the man, resorting to the most arrant 
roguery, abducted me from my family . . .  from my lover . . .  from 
everything I hold dear in this world. And were you aware that he 
had this man, this worthy Herman whom I love, cast into irons ? 
He has founded his case upon false accusations, resorted to the 
worst kind of calumnies, made use of informers and traitors. 'Tis 
they who have brought the poor man low ; base gold,  and Oxtiern's 
crimes, have led to his undoing. Herman is  a prisoner . . .  perhaps 
he has already been sentenced . . .  and 'tis upon the very chains of 
the man I love that this cowardly Oxtiern has come to sacrifice his 
wretched victim. 

AMELIE. 
Ah, Mademoiselle, your words make me tremble I 
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ERNESTINE, in despair. 
What hope is there for me ? . . .  What have I to look forward 

to ? Great God I What recourse is left to me ? 

AMELIE. 

But what of your father ? . . .  

ERNESTINE. 

You know that my father had been absent from Stockholm for 
some time when Oxtiern, resorting to cruel deceit, invi ted me to his 
house, pretending that, were I to come, I would be helping my 
lover's cause and obtain not only his release but perhaps his hand as 
well ; Oxtiern's  brother, the Senator, was to be there and could use 
his influence to help poor Herman, or so he declared. 'Twas a ven
ture which, for me, was as guilty as ' twas foolhardy, I realize now. 
How could I ever have dreamt of a betrothal without my father's 
consent ? Heaven has punished me dearly for i t  . . . . Do you know 
whom I discovered there, instead of the protector I was expecting ? 
Oxtiern, ravenous Oxtiern, a dagger in his hand, offering me the 
choice of death or dishonor, nor did he even give me the oppor
tuni ty to make a choice. Had that choice been mine, Amelie, I swear 
I would not have hesitated for a single moment ; the most frightful 
torments would have been for me sweeter than the loathsome deeds 
that perverted man had prepared for me j frightful bonds prevented 
me from defending myself . . . .  The scoundrel ! . . .  and, as a crown
ing blow, Heaven has seen fi t  to let me live . . .  the sun still casts its  
rays upon me, and I am lost I (She slumps into the chair which is 
near the table. ) 

AMELIE, in tears, taking her mistress' hands. 
o Mademoiselle ! most miserable of women, please do not 

despair I . . .  Your father has already been apprised of your depar
ture ; do you think he will waste a minute before flying to your 
defense ? 

ERNESTINE. 

'Tis not he I expect to avenge me and punish him who has 
tortured me. 

AMELIE. 

And what if the Count were to keep his word ? He spoke, or so 
I was given to understand, of cherished ties, eternal bonds . • . .  
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ERNESTINE. 

And even were Oxtiern to desire them, could I ever consent to 
spend my l ife in the arms of a man I loathe ? . . .  a man who has 
done me the most grievous wrong ? Can you marry a man by whom 
you have been debased ? . . .  Can you ever learn to love what you 
deem to be beneath contempt ? Ah, Amelie, I am lost, irrevocably 
lost . . . .  All that remain for me are sorrow and tears ; my only 
hope is in death : one does not recover from the loss of one 's  honor . 
. . . From any other hurt, but never from that I 

AMELIE, glancing around her. 
Mademoiselle, there is no one here ; who stands in our way, or 

stops us from fleeing ? from going to beg the Court for its protec
tion, a protection you not only merit but which it is your bounden 
duty to claim ? 

ERNESTINE, proudly. 
Were Oxtiern a thousand leagues away, I would do everything 

in my power to shorten the distance between us, nor would I l ift a 
finger to flee.  The traitor has dishonored me ; I must avenge myself. 
I shall not fly to any corruption-ridden Court to ask for a protection 
which would be denied me ; you have no inkling, Amelie ,  to what 
extent wealth and influence debase the souls of those who dwell in 
that house of horror I Monsters I I perhaps would be merely one 
further morsel for their dreadful desires I 

SCENE VI 

THE ABOVE, AND FABRICE. 

FABRICE, seemingly sad, but with an interested air. 
The Count has sent word that an important affair has detained 

him not far from here, but that he will be here shortly. Is  there any
thing Mademoiselle desires meanwhile ? 

ERNESTINE, pointing to the room she thinks is hers. 
This is my room, i s  it not, Monsieur ? 

FABRICE, as before. 
I t is, Mademoiselle. 
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ERNESTINE. 

Then I should like to retire to it . . • .  Come, Amelie, come and 
let us ponder the important plans before us, plans which alone are 
capable of giving your poor mistress any respite from her torments. 

SCENE VI I 

FAB RICE, alone. 
Casimir was quite right, this girl i s  beautiful, she i s  charming . 

. . . Ah !  Monsieur Ie Comte, how guilty you are to have been the 
instrument of this young lady's destruction ; should she, who so 
deserves to be the object of your affection, be turned into the obj ect 
of your villainy and brutality ?  But here he comes ; not another 
word. Traitors cannot bear the truth ; they, more than any other 
kind, are receptive to flattery, and consciously desire it ; even they 
find crime so repulsive that, in order to steel themselves to the neces
sity of being evil, they like to be thought of, and constantly painted, 
as  paragons of virtue.  

SCEN E  V I I I  

FABRICE, COUNT OXTIERN. 

OXTIERN. 

How can I ever thank you, my dear Fabrice I Your friendship, 
your affection of long standing, are ever more clearly in evidence. 
Words cannot express my gratitude. 

FABRICE, with a s traightforward and affectionate air. 
A trifle more candor, Monsieur, and a trifle less gratitude. 

Pray spare me any gratitude which would be purchased at the cost 
of an ill deed, ' twould debase me. Be frank with me, Monsieur : 
who is the young lady you have brought here, and what do you 
intend to do with her ? 

OXTIERN, quickly in terrupting. 
My intentions are honorable, Monsieur. Ernestine is a seemly 

young lady, whom I am not keeping here by force. Perhaps I did 
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allow myself to be carried away by an excess of love, and hasten 
the day which will join us forever ; but she must be my wife, and 
indeed she will, my friend. Would I dare to consider her otherwise, 
and would I bring her here, 'neath your roof, if  such was not my 
intention ? 

FABRICE. 

'Tis not the story people have been telling, Monsieur. Still, I 
must believe you. I f  you are deceiving me, however ,  I shall no 
longer be able to offer you my hospitality. 

OXTIERN. 

Given the virtuous motives which prompt them, Fabrice, I for
give you your suspicions. But set your mind at  ease,  my friend, let 
me say it again. My plans are as pure as she who inspires them in 
me. 

FABRICE. 

You are a noble lord, Count, I know. But please be convinced 
of this : that the moment your conduct renders you base in my eyes ,  
I shall cease to regard you as  anything but a man all  the more 
contemptible because he was born to be honest ; and, having been 
blessed, more than most men, with marks of distinction which ought 
to be deserving of esteem and respect, such a man is, at the same 
time, all the more guilty for not having profited from them. 

OXTIERN. 

Fabrice, why all this concern ? What have I done to deserve 
such suspicion ? 

FABRICE. 

Nothing yet, or so I am willing to believe . . • .  Where do you 
plan to take this girl ? 

OXTIERN. 

To my estate near Norrkoping, and there I shall marry her the 
moment we arrive. 

FABRICE. 

Why is her father not with her ? 

OXTlERN. 

He was not in Stockholm when she left ; and the force of my 
love did not allow me to tarry over formalities • . .  with which I 
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thought I could easily dispense : how strict you are, my friend . . .  I 
have never seen you so stern before. 

FABRICE. 
'Tis not a matter of being stern, Monsieur, 'tis a matter of 

justice ; would you, were you a father, consent to see your daughter 
abducted ? 

OXTIERN. 
I would not like to have her dishonored ; but will Ernestine be 

dishonored when I marry her ? 

SCEN E  IX 

THE ABOVE, AMELIE. 

AMELIE. 
Gentlemen, Mademoiselle requests that you move to another 

room ; she's resting at present, and would like • . .  

OXTIERN, warmly . 
Please assure her, my dear AmeIie,  that we shall comply with 

her request. Is there anything in the world I desire more than the 
peace and happiness of my mistress ? 

AMELIE. 
Ah I Monsieur, and yet how far she is from either I 

OXTIERN, to Fabrice, without paying any attention 
to what Amelie has just said. 

Come, Fabrice, I wish to finish convincing you that my soul has 
never entertained any principles of  a sort which might affiict yours . 
. . . Amelie, please tell Ernestine to let me know when she will re
ceive me. (She exits. To Fabrice. )  Come, my friend, let us go. 

FABRICE, alone. 
I shall follow shortly . . . . I ,  the friend of that man ? Oh, no, 

never I . . .  Were he to give me his entire fortune I should still not 
be his friend . . . .  Through Casimir privy to the affair, I can now be 
of some use to Ernestine ; let us hasten to Stockholm. He is not leav-
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ing until tomorrow j I still have time. I must save this poor girl or 
lose my life in the attempt : honor and probity make it  my bounden 
duty j these are the most sacred laws of my heart. 

END OF ACT I 



Act Two 

SCENE I 

OXTIERN, DERBAC. 

OXTIERN. 

This creature is  of  a sensibility which is . . •  

DERBAC. 

Most stimulating, i s  i t  not ? How charming women are when
ever tears appear and endow their features with the full disorder 
of sorrow . . . .  You, my dear Count, are what may be termed a 
thoroughly corrupt man . . . .  

OXTIERN. 

What do you expect, my friend ? ' twas from the ways of 
women that I learned all the vices wherewith I ravage them today. 

DERBAC. 

I assume you plan to marry her ? 

OXTIERN. 

Can you suspect me for one moment of  being so ridiculous ? 

DERBAC. 

But once you are in your chateau, what excuse can you offer 
Ernestine to justify your conduct ? She will never allow you to live 
with her as  a lover with his mistress. 

OXTIERN. 

Oh ! her intentions, her desires, her wishes are the things which 
concern me least of all. My happiness, my satisfaction : there is  the 
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goal, Derbac, and the goal is  attained ; in an a dventure such as this,  
the moment I am happy, everyone must be happy. 

DERBAC. 

Ah ! my friend . . .  my dear Count, allow me to dispute for a 
moment principles as dangerous as these I 

OXTIERN. 

No, you would only displease me without convincing me . . . .  
N ever forget that your fortune depends upon mine, and that what 
I expect you to be is  an agent for furthering my plans, not a censor. 

DERBAC. 

I flattered myself that, considering me only as a friend, you 
would want my advice . . . .  What you are contriving is frightful. 

OXTIERN. 

In your eyes, it  may well be ; because you are a lackey, full of 
Gothic prejudices . . •  upon which the light of philosophy has not 
yet managed to direct its rays . . . .  A few more years at my school, 
Derbac, and you will no longer pity a woman for such a peccadillo . 

DERBAC. 

The sweet, sensitive creature who, for our happiness even 
more than for her own, has been able to bestow, with such refine
ment, all her glory and all her felicity in her virtue, has very clear  
claims to our love and our protection, when scoundrels despoil it. 

OXTIERN. 

Ah ! you're moralizing, Derbac I 

DERBAC. 

And what if I am ? Let us dwell solely upon the dangers to 
you ; do you not see any dangers to yourself in this affair ? . . .  The 
Colonel, the Colonel 's  son . . .  or young Herman, whom this charm
ing girl loves so tenderly : do you fear nothing from any of these 
people ? 

OXTIERN. 

The Colonel is  old, he will not put up much of a fight . . .  in 
fact he won't fight at  all . . . .  His son will never get to me ; I 'm hav
ing him followed ; (In a low 'Uoice . )  if he even ventures close to my 
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estate, my friend, he's as good as dead. (dloud. ) As for Herman, 
the chains in  which I have him languishing are not of a sort to be 
broken. I had the foresight to implicate him in an important affair, 
from which he will not be able to disentangle himself without a con
siderable fortune, which he is far from possessing. It cost me a 
pretty penny . . .  false witnesses . . .  corrupt judges ; I defy him to 
extricate himself from it . . . .  

DERBAC. 

And what of the law, my friend, what of the law ? 

OXTIERN. 

I have never known the law to resist the power of gold. 

DERBAC. 

And what of the voice within, wherein virtue has always been 
able to claim its due ? . . .  I mean your conscience. 

OXTIERN. 

Clear . . .  perfectly unperturbed. 

DERB AC. 

But the Court, my dear Count, that Court of which you are 
the proud adornment and delight . . . .  What if the Court were to 
learn of  your conduct ? 

OXTIERN. 

That is the only thing I fear from this furious girl ; she 
threatened me, which is why I must keep a close watch on her. Re
member to give orders that everything be in readiness tomorrow a t  
dawn ; I wish to  get away from Stockholm as soon as possible. 
Fabrice is turning virtuous, and we are still too close to the capital 
for me not to have some qualms about such a knave's  remorse ; I 
know nothing more terrible or more humiliating than the necessity 
to treat such rascals with consideration whenever one has need of 
them. 'Tis the obligation of crime ; but ,  Good God, my friend, 
'tis the torment of pride ; to convert Fabrice, I have dispatched my 
valet as an influence upon him. And would you believe it ? Casimir 
himself i s  not a s  solid as I had thought ; you have no idea, my 
friend, o f  the effect a girl's tears can have upon all these weak and 
vacillating souls. 
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DERBAC. 

Fortunately for humanity, there are only a few as perverted as  
yours I 

OXTIERN. 

Because I have worked at it, my friend ; I have witnessed 
much, experienced much ; if you had any idea whither a surfeit of 
experience can lead one I 

DERBAC. 

I hear some noise from Ernestine's quarters . . . •  Here comes 
Amelie. I 'll wager they want you . . . .  Lucky creature I 

OXTIERN. 

I 've already told you : the only way to a woman's heart is along 
the path of torment. I know none other as sure. 

S CENE I I  

THE ABOVE, AMELIE. 

AMELIE, to the Count .  
Mademoiselle Ernestine would like to join you in this room, 

Monsieur, to speak to you for a few minutes, if you have nothing 
more pressing. 

OXTIERN. 

Can there be anything more sacred . . .  what am I saying, any
thing dearer to me than conversing with your lovely mistress ? 
Amelie, tell her I await her with love . . .  with a lover 's  impatience. 

AMELIE, surprise mingled with anger. 
You, Monsieur ? 

OXTIERN. 

Yes, I .  Do my sentiments surprise you ? 

AMELIE. 

Oh, no, Monsieur, assuredly not ; nothing any longer surprises 
me about you. Mademoiselle will be here shortly, I shall tell her 
you're expecting her. 
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SCENE I I I  

OXTIERN, DERBAC. 

DERBAC. 

That girl knows you, my friend, and I can read on her face the 
exp ressions which reveal to me every movement of her mistress' 
soul. 

OXTIERN. 

How can one tremble because of the movements of a woman's 
soul ? Poor Derbac, your fears make me laugh . • . .  Off with you 
now, go see to the preparations for our j ourney ; remember that we 
are s till not in port, that  we must reach it, and reach i t  safely. 

DERBAC. 

I dread the reefs more than you do, and I still suspect that this 
business is far from finished. 

OXTIERN. 

Fear not. ( Touching his forehead. ) There are, in here, more 
ruses than were needed to set all Europe aflame ; given which, judge 
whether I should be concerned over one li ttle intrigue. 

DERBAC, vehemently . 
Ah, my dear Count . • .  adieu . . .  since you want from me 

neither reproaches nor counsel, then perhaps you shall not have me 
long as  a friend. (He exits. ) 

SCENE IV 

OXTIERN, alone. 
I pity all these people ; a mere nothing upsets them and chills 

their ardor ; I reveal my soul to none of them . . . .  Let us keep up 
the pretense with Ernestine . . . .  Angelic child . . .  There a re times 
when the sentiments you inspire in me threaten to weaken my resolu
tion . . .  moments when, instead of betraying you as  I should, I can 
think only of adoring you. Ah I no faltering now ; Ernestine has been 
used too ill not to be feared, and if  I redeem her I am lost. 
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SCENE V 

OXTIERN, ERNESTINE. 

ERNESTINE. 

However painful it is for me to appear before you, M onsieur, 
whatever humiliation I may feel in your presence, i t  is none the less 
necessary for me to ask you, following the horrible deed you have 
p erpetrated, what satisfaction your probity can offer me. 

OXTIERN. 

Is it my probity that should be questioned, Ernestine, when 'tis 
my heart that you hold captive • • .  a heart that is wholly yours ? 

ERNESTINE. 

I trust you do not imagine that this gift can assure my happi
ness . . . .  What reason can you have for proposing it to me ? . . .  
How, after the baseness wherein you have wallowed, can you think 
that savage heart worthy of me ? 

OXTIERN. 

I am grieved by your reproaches, all the more so since I con
fess I merit them . . . •  Ah I do not punish so cruelly the failings of 
love I 

ERNESTINE. 

Of love I . . . You ? 0 God I if this is  what love inspires, let my 
heart be forever free from any feeling so capable of defiling man I 
. . . No, Monsieur, that is in no wise love ; that is not the comfort
ing sentiment, the basis for all good works . . . ; would it counsel 
crimes ? 

OXTIERN. 

My conduct was reprehensible,  I must confess ; but I adored 
you, and I had a rival. 

ERNESTINE, firmly .  
M onster, what have you done t o  this rival ? 

OXTIERN. 

'Tis not I who determined his fate. 
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ERNESTI NE. 

You alone stole him from me ; you alone must return him to 
me. 

OXTIERN. 

'Twas not my hand that deprived you of him, Ernestine. The 
l aws were evoked and applied, and under them Herman has been 
sent to prison. All I can do i s  use my influence to render the harsh
ness of his chains more bearable. 

ERNESTI NE. 

What ! 'Twas you who forged them ! How can I so deceive my
self that now I stoop to ask that you break them 1 . . .  Begone, I 
want nothing from you . . . .  I ,  offer you the chance to do something 
generous ? . . .  the means wherewith to blot your horrors from my 
mind ? . . .  You see, Oxtiern, I am losing my mind . . . .  All right, 
what do you intend to do with your victim ? • . .  Tell me, where are 
you taking me ? . . .  

OXTIERN . 

I offer you, Ernestine, both my hand and my heart. 

ERNESTI NE. 

Enchain myself to my torturer ? . . .  Never, never ! 

OXTI ERN. 

'Tis not as though there were another choice ; is there ? 

ERNESTI NE. 

Ah, indeed there i s  . . . .  Have you failed to divine it , Mon
sieur ? Have you forgotten that I still have a father ?  . . .  And a 
brother ? ( With great pride. ) Have you forgotten that I still live 
and breathe ? 

OXTI ERN. 

All these cruel courses would serve no end ; they would only 
result in bloodshed and would in no wise restore your honor. Only 
he whom you accuse of having taken i t  from you can return it to 
you. Consent to be his wife, and all i s  forgotten. 

ERNESTI NE, as emphatically as possible. 
Traitor, what match can you propose to me now that you have 

dishonored me ? I would remain caught forever between opprobrium 
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and humiliation, a constant prey to grief and tears, trying to capti
vate my husband in ties he shall have formed solely out of duty. 
Tell me, Oxtiern, what moments of peace or contentment can I look 
forward to upon this earth ? hate and despair on the one hand, con
straint and remorse on the other. For us, the marriage tapers would 
be lighted from the torches of the Furies, serpents would form the 
bonds between us, and death would be our only salvation. 

OXTIERN, casting himself at Ernestine's knees. 
If this be so, then-since 'tis I alone who deserve i t-strike, 

Ernestine, here is  my heart ; with your hands, spill this guilty blood, 
which is  no longer worthy to sustain a creature barbarous enough 
to have misjudged you so cruelly. 

ERNESTINE, repelling him even more forcefully. 
Then let it be spilled without wetting the ground ; otherwise, 

' twould cause crimes to sprout up. 

OXTIERN. 

Wha t  is't  then you want, Ernestine ,  and what can I do to prove 
you my love and earn your forgiveness ? 

ERNESTINE, showing anger, scorn, and strength. 
Your love, never I . . .  As for your repentance, that I shall be

lieve when you break the irons wherewith, thanks to your villainy, 
my lover is fettere d : go and confess your plots to the judges ; go 
and meet the death your crimes deserve ; burden the earth no more 
with a weight which wearies it ; the sun is  less pure since for shed
ding light upon your days. 

OXTIERN, with controlled pride. 
Ernestine is forgetting-or am I mistaken ?-the situation 

wherein she finds herself ? 

ERNESTINE, nobly and energetically. 
You are right, Oxtiern ; were I to dwell upon it, either I would 

cease to live or you would die. 

OXTIERN. 

When a woman believes herself to be unhappy, she should 
make some slight effort to deal tactfully with him upon whom her 
destiny depends. 
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ERNESTINE, proudly. 
This woman depends only upon hersel f ; she i s  responsible only 

to herself ; she alone will determine her fate. 

OXTIERN. 
Let us pursue our route, Ernestine ; tomorrow we shall reach 

one of  my estates ; there perhaps I shall succeed in molli fying and 
calming you.  

ERNESTINE, as  above. 
No, I am going no farther ; it was in spite of myself that you 

decoyed me here ; here I must be avenged, or here I shall die. 

OXTIERN. 
These outbursts of a frenzied soul tire you and remedy noth

ing, Ernestine ; I was hoping from you less hate . . .  a more com
plete resignation. 

SCEN E  VI 

This scene must m ove at a very rapid pace. 

THE ABOVE, AMELIE, CASIMIR. 

Each takes his mas ter aside in one corner of the s tage. 

CASIMIR, to Oxtiern. 
Monsieur ? 

OXTIERN. 

What is it, Casimir ? 

AMELIE, entering slightly after the others. 
Mademoiselle ? 

ERNESTINE. 
Have you come to apprise me of still further reverses ? 

CASIMIR, to Oxtiern . 
An officer has just arrived at this inn. 
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AMELIE, to  Ernestine. 
A soldier,  whom I haven't yet seen, requests most earnestly to 

speak with you. 

OXTIERN. 

Try to discover who it might be. 

ERNESTINE, to Amelie, with a show of joy. 
'Tis my father I He must have received my note, and he's 

arrived ! 

CASIMIR, to Oxtiern. 
Monsieur,  do not come out ; 'tis essential you not see this man. 

OXTIERN, to Ernestine. 
Excuse me, urgent matters summon me. Is i t  too much to hope 

that when next we meet I may find you a trifle calmer ? 

ERNESTINE, nobly and s teadfas tly. 
Yes, yes, you may count on me, Monsieur ; never again will you 

see me in the character you must imagine mine to be. . . . You 
doubtless thought me beneath contempt, that much at least your 
conduct has proved to me ; soon you will confess that I was worthy 
of your esteem. 

OXTIERN, exiting. 
You will always be  worthy of my heart I 

SCEN E  VII 

ERNESTINE, AMELIE. 

ERNESTINE, very rapidly. 
Fly, AmeIie, and learn who this stranger is . . . .  Heavens I if 

'twere my father I 

AME LIE, leaving in great haste. 
May he come and put an end to all our woes ! 
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SCEN E  VIn 

ERNESTINE, alone. 
o height of misfortune and immodesty I Between Oxtiern and 

myself, we offer the picture of the one and the other I I dare defy 
the hand of fate to place upon earth both a creature more to be 
pitied than I and one more shameless than he . . . .  He offers me his 
hand to compensate for the wrongs into which his villainy has 
plunged me . . .  were I to accept it, I should but finish the work he 
has so ba sely begun. No, no, Oxtiern, 'tis not your hand I want, 't is 
your head ; only your death can assuage the state to which your 
savagery has reduced me. 

SCENE IX 

ERNESTI NE, COLONEL FALKENHEIM. 

ERNESTINE, rushing toward him, then immediately 
backing away fearfully. 

Father . . .  oh, Father I I am no longer worthy of you I 

THE COLONEL. 

What is  this I hear ? 

ERNESTINE, painfully. 
Why did you leave me, Father ? baleful voyage . . .  wretched 

event . . .  The cruel man : he chose the time when you were gone . . .  
he deceived me ; he led me to believe he could give me the happiness 
that you were hesitant to grant me ; and, taking advantage of my 
weakness, he has rendered me unworthy both of you and of life 
i tself. 

THE C OLONEL. 

Unjust Heaven I didst Thou prolong my days only to have 
me witness such an abomination ? The traitor must die . . . .  ( He 
attempts to exit. ) 

ERNESTINE, stopping him. 
No,  no, vengeance must be mine and mine alone, I shall attend 

to it myself. 
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T H E  COLONEL. 

Your plans alarm me I 

ERNESTINE, rapidly. 
Do not try to unravel them, they are just and right . . .  proud 

as  the soul you bequeathed me . . . .  I shall discover them to you 
when the time is ripe.  Have you seen him, Father ? Did he dare 
present himself to you ? 

THE COLONEL. 

He was careful not to ; a single glance from me would have 
reduced him to nothing. 

ERNESTINE. 

You learned of my flight through my note ? 

THE COLONEL. 

'Twas your note that hastened my steps hither. 

ERNESTINE, rapidly.  
Oh I Father, have you ever doubted me for a moment ? 

THE COLONEL. 

Never ; but you left no protectors behind. 

ERNESTINE. 

Do the poor and downtrodden ever have any defenders ? 
Oxtiern is rich, he is influential ; we were virtuous and poor . . . .  
Oh yes, Father, oh yes, he had to be right . . . .  And poor Herman, 
have you any news of  him ? 

THE COLONEL. 

I heard tell of a bankruptcy in which he was implicated ; this 
wretched affair,  so I have been informed, will cost a small fortune 
to settle ,  and we have none. 

ERNESTINE, aside. 
Oxtiern,  Oxtiern, so this i s  how you take revenge upon a rival ! 

THE COLONEL. 

If  only I had consented to your marriage I My cruel refusals 
are the cause of  everything I 
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ERNESTINE. 

You deemed them just ; i s  that not all I require to make me 
erase from my mind the ill they have done me ? Who better than 
the author of our days can judge what is best for us ? . . .  Forgive 
me, Father, I beg of you to withdraw for a moment, I haven't  a 
minute to lose. At dawn we're leaving for the Count's chateau, 
and tomorrow I shall perhaps be enchained forever unless I succeed 
in freeing myself today . . . .  Keep away from Oxtiern, avoid seeing 
him . . . .  Fabrice, the innkeeper, seems to me a worthy man. Ask 
him to conceal you, and leave the rest to me. 

THE COLONEL, worried. 
Fabrice was not here when I arrived ; I was told he had gone 

to Stockholm on important business, but that he was expected back 
before tomorrow morning. 

ERNESTI NE, perturbed. 
Fabrice gone I . . . Could I have been mistaken ? Gone to 

Stockholm ? Wha t  business can he  have there ? Could the Count 
have sent him ? He's known him for a long time I . . .  Wi th what 
new bond am I about to be shackled ? Everything takes me un· 
awares I Everything terrifies me I 

THE COLONEL, with a display of nobility and strength. 
Don't worry, Ernestine, your father will not desert you again ; 

dear,  unhappy child, either we shall emerge triumphant together 
o r  we shall be destroyed in each other's a rms. Adieu ; let Amelie  
keep me informed if  you should have the slightest need o f  me.  And 
remember that  the scion of Charles XII 's  favorite is perforce a man 
born to sustain the honor and glory of his family. 

SCEN E  X 

ERNESTINE, alone.  
There is but a single means whereby to satisfy me,  Oxtiern : 

'tis that you must spill my blood, or that I must shed yours to the 
last  drop . . . .  Now, let us pen a note. ( She sits at the table and 
reads aloud as she writes : )  "A decent man does not outrage a 
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virtuous girl with impunity ; you know the rules of honor, abide by 
them ; the opponent I offer you is full worthy to engage you in a 
duel ; it will take place in the garden of this hostelry, with swords 
the choice of  weapons ; rendezvous this evening at eleven at the 
appointed spot ; a young man clothed in white will appear before 
you ; attack him stoutly, he will respond in like measure ; bear in 
mind that one of you must die, Oxtiern ; be as brave as you have 
been base ; upon this condition alone shall Ernestine forgive you. 
Adieu." ( She seals her no te) then rings. ) 

SCEN E  XI 

ERNESTINE, AMELIE. 

AMELIE, hurrying in. 
May I be of service, Mademoiselle ? 

ERNESTINE, rapidly.  
Go take this  note to the Count . . . .  Take care that he does 

not see my father . . . .  Hold, I'm going to retire. Go fetch the 
Colonel, bring him to this room and have him wait here while you 
are delivering my note ; this errand, Amelie,  is  as  important as  it  is 
secret ; mind you not to overlook the slightest detail. ( She exits. ) 

SCENE XII 

AMELIE, alone. 
This note worries me ; her expression when she gave it  to me ; 

the manner in which she has held forth to me about her brother 
upon occasion in the past ; I 'll warrant she's  asking him to come 
here, that  she'll have him challenge the Count to a duel. • . .  I 
must warn the Colonel . . . they are his children. I should never 
forgive myself for concealing from him what I suspect. Good Lord, 
what  unhappiness the base maneuvers of a scoundrel can cause ! 
(She starts to exit and meets the Colonel. ) 
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SCENE X I I I  

AMELIE, THE COWNEL. 

AMELIE .  

Oh I Monsieur, your daughter begs you to remain for a short 
time in this room while I take this message to Count Oxtiern. 

THE COLONEL. 

What  does it say ? 

AMELIE. 

I don't know ; but it must be a matter of great importance, for 
Mademoiselle enjoined me to give it my most urgent attention. 

THE COLONEL. 

And you have no notion what it contains ? 

AMELIE. 

Excuse me, I think it 's about a duel ; Monsieur your son . • .  

Mademoiselle your daughter . . .  Count Oxtiern . . .  

THE COLONEL. 

My son ? Pray be more explicit, I don't understand you. 

AMELIE, eagerly. 
Monsieur, I ' ll wager that Mademoiselle, your daughter, IS 

summoning your son to seek revenge ; that by this note she i s  
challenging the Count to a duel, with your son as the Count's 
opponent . . . .  Oh ! Monsieur, is there not some other way to punish 
such a crime, without risking your son's  l ife ? 

THE COLONE L. 

There are doubtless other ways . . .  most assuredly there are. 
No matter . . .  go and deliver this note. Do as your mistress has 
prescribed, and count upon me to take care of the rest in proper 
manner. ( Calling her back impatiently. ) Amelie, if my son should 
arrive, should i t  be learned he is anywhere near this  inn, make 
certain he speaks to no one. Have him brought to me immediately. 
On this point, give the strictest orders. 
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AMELIE, exiting. 
Yes, Monsieur, I shall, of that you can be sure. I understand 

the full importance of your instructions. 

SCEN E  XIV 

THE COLONEL, alone. 
My son will not fight a duel ; ' tis up to me alone to clear this 

stain . . . .  Oh, daughter, daughter, your defense i s  my concern, no 
one else's . . . . I shall test my courage with this hateful man, and 
we shall see whether this hand, trained in combat . . .  guided by 
the more justified cry for revenge, will be steadied by the God who 
is the protector of honor I Let us go apprise the Count of these 
resolutions, but let us keep them a secret from my daughter . . . . I 
want her to learn of the duel only by my victory. Yes, my victory 
is certain ; 't is a monster I am going to punish, and Providence is 
too wise to allow Virtue to be crushed beneath the perfidious as
saults of vice and villainy. 

END OF ACT I I  



Act Three 

The stage represents the garden of the hostelry. Throughout 
the act, the light slowly fades, so that, at the denouement, the stage 
is enveloped in to tal darkness. 

SCENE I 

OXTIERN, DERBAC. 
At the s tart of this scene, the delivery u prolonged and 

mysterious. 

DERBAC. 
I asked you to step down here into the garden, my dear Count, 

in order to converse with you more privily. There are all sorts of 
agitation in this  house ; and since the arrival of Colonel Falkenheim, 
E rnestine has locked herself in her room and refuses to see any
one ; Amelie is everywhere at once ; and Casimir,  who is following 
every move, informs me of the most extraordinary things. 

OXTIERN. 

What is  i t  you suspect then ? 

DERBAC. 
I suspect nothing, my friend, I know everything. Begin by 

reading this note, if  the little daylight remaining allows you to. 
Amelie  was supposed to deliver it  to you ; not finding you, she left 
it  with Casimir, with instructions that it be  given to you with all 
possible haste : I took i t  from your valet's hands . . .  and I read it. 

7 14 
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OXTIERN, casting his eye over the note, 
pauses at the following words : 

"The opponent I offer you is full worthy to engage you in a 
duel . . . .  " Do you know who this opponent i s ? 

DERBAC. 

I think I can guess. 

OXTIERN. 

Who is it then ? 

DERBAC. 

Ernestine herself. 

OXTIERN. 

Ernestine ? 

DERBAC. 

I'm quite certain. 

OXTIERN. 

What proof of this absurdity do you have ? 

DERBAC. 

I saw the manservant of the inn carrying with his own two 
hands the white raiment to which the note refers. He was taking it 
to Amelie ,  who was supposed to give it to Ernestine. And 'tis in this 
guise she will come to do battle with you herself. 

OXTIERN. 

'Tis inconceivable, such a plan, motivated by rage . • •  and by 
despair. We must avenge ourselves for it, and nothing could be 
eaSIer. 

DERBAC. 

But the Colonel who is  here . • •  

OXTIERN. 

Even were there ten colonels, this creature is  plotting to kill 
me, and I must forestall her. I refuse to fight a duel with her, I 
would only kill her,  and I want her to live . . .  to live to rue the 
day she plotted my downfall. If she thwarts my plans, I am lost. 
She will cast herself at the feet of the King, and disgrace me ; all 
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my wealth and possessions, my position, my influence, will be wiped 
out, everything. Therefore, I have no choice but to  . . .  Take a look, 
Derbac, at who is  walking toward us through this thicket. 

DERBAC. 

'Tis Casimir. 
( The light gradually fades. ) 

SCENE II 

THE ABOVE, CASIMIR. 

CASIMIR. 

Colonel Falkenheim has just ordered me to deliver this note 
to you without delay, Count. 

OXTIERN. 

Give it to me. (He reads i t  quickly;  then, signaling to Casimir 
to leave them, he goes over to Derbac and, mysteriously, says. ) 
My friend, 'tis a challenge from Ernestine's father. Knowing that 
his daughter is  arming her brother against me, he does not wish 
to yield to anyone the honor of so necessary a revenge. He is  com
ing down to this garden and requests that I await him here, to 
engage him in a duel. You see, you were mistaken ; Ernestine's 
brother must have slipped into the inn unbeknownst to us : 'tis he 
the opponent she has picked for me, and the white garb was to 
serve him as a disguise. ( Waxing more and more wild, and in
creasingly emphatic. ) Embrace me, my friends ; we were looking 
for means to rid ourselves of this girl, and now fate offers us an 
unparalleled opportunity. (More coldly . )  Casimir, go and tell the 
Colonel that I await him. By then it will be dark . . . .  Tell him I 
shall be dressed in white ; that he should attack without considera
tion the person he sees in  the shadows, clothed in this garb. 

CASIMIR, trying to calm his master. 
Monsieur, Monsieur. 

OXTIERN. 

Quiet, you knavish lout ; if it makes you tremble, then begone 
with you I 
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CASIMIR. 

I shall do as you say. The Colonel shall be informed that his 
enemy, clothed in white, will appear  a t  the appointed time and 
place. (Aside. ) I only hope Fabrice returns before a crime so 
horrible i s  committed. (Approaching. ) Monsieur, i f  you would 
permit me to say one word. 

DERBAC. 

Speak up, my friend, tell us what you know. 

CASIMIR. 

The white garment is not for Ernestine' s  brother ; I am certain 
her brother has not entered the house. I have kept a close lookout 
on every new a rrival, and I swear to you that this young man, whom 
I know perfectly well, was not among them ; this garment is for 
Ernestine, of that you can be sure ; the servant of  the house, who, 
thanks to your gold, has been won to our side, was sent to fetch it 
somewhere in the neighborhood. And ' ti s  to Ernestine herself they 
are supposed to give i t. 

DERBAC , 'Very emphatically. 
That clarifies everything. You see what the plan is ,  Oxtiern : 

Ernestine, to conceal her plans from her father, told the Colonel 
that she was counting on her brother to redress her wrongs j the 
Colonel believed her ; he doesn't  want his son to fight a duel, and 
is coming in his stead. 

OXTIERN, 'Very keenly .  
And will E rnestine also come ? 

DERBAC. 

It would seem likely. 

OXTIERN. 

And will she come dressed in white ? 

CASIMIR. 

That much is  certain, Monsieur. 

DERBAC, with a cry of horror. 
What I you intend to have the girl murdered by her own 

father I 
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OXTIERN. 

Quiet ! Don't you see, my friends, 'tis fate that has come to 
offer me these means of punishment ; and you oppose my taking 
advantage of them ? 

DERBAC. 

The crime is execrable ; i t  revolts me. 

OXTIERN. 

'Tis useful for my tranquillity. 

SCEN E  I I I  

OXTIERN, DERBAC. 

OXTI ERN. 

I'm losing patience with that valet. He lacks steadfastness of 
purpose. These imbeciles have no principles. Anything that deviates 
even slightly from the beaten paths of vice or villainy amazes 
them ; the thought of remorse terrifies them. 

DERBAC, sharply. 
Woe unto scoundrels whom remorse does not check I woe 

unto you if  you persist in your plans j never was a crime more foul 
conceived, even in hell. 

OXTIERN. 

I agree, but it serves my purpose . . • .  Did this proud creature 
not plot my downfall ? 

DERBAC. 

She engaged you in a duel j she was risking her own life. 

OXTIERN. 

Playing the heroine • . •  I dislike any show of pride in a woman. 

DERBAC, with considerable feeling. 
Ah ! is the creature who most deserves our respect not en

titled to display any pride ? 
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OXTIERN. 

Ah, there you go moralizing again j the minute I turn my back 
on you, you begin to lose your grip, and 'tis all I can do to bring 
you round again . . . .  Come now, Derbac, a li ttle backbone ; lest 
Casimir fail to carry out my orders as he should, I want you to 
carry them out as well ; the Colonel will be here shortly ; tell him 
to throw himself ardently at  the enemy whom he will see advancing 
toward him clothed in white : i t  will be his daughter . . . .  Do you 
understand, Derbac ? and I shall be avenged. ( He exits. ) 

SCENE IV 

DERBAC, alone. 
No, I cannot bring myself to serve such a loathsome deed ; let 

Casimir be responsible for it , and let us not become involved in this 
horror. I want to leave this man's company . . . .  I shall revert to 
my former poverty, from which his influence rescued me, and 'tis 
greatly to be regretted, no doubt ; but ' tis better than the misfortune 
of further corrupting myself at his unworthy school ; the lack of 
fortune frightens me less than . does crime : suffer as he may, the 
honest man finds solace in his heart . . . . (He exits as soon as he 
s ees someone coming. ) 

SCENE V 

THE COLONEL, groping his way in the shadows. 
'Tis here the duel is supposed to take place. I thought he had 

preceded me ; he will doubtless be here shortly . . . . 0 you unhappy 
person, what are you going to do ? . . •  The cruel laws of honor, 
how unfair you are I Why must the offended party risk life and 
limb, when 'tis the aggressor who is guilty ? . . .  Ah, let him kill 
me, slice me to shreds, I cannot survive my disgrace I ( He trem
bles. ) I think I hear him coming . . .  and why is it that the approach 
of this opponent gives rise to feelings I cannot control ? yet I have 
never known fear ; the desire for vengeance troubles me and 
prevents me from distinguishing the real source of the impressions 
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to which I am prey : the night is growing so dark I shall be hard 
put to recognize the color of the clothing I was told he would be 
wearing. ( What follows is said very softly, and above all so that 
Ernestine cannot  hear it. ) 'Tis he ; let us attack him in silence and 
not noise the duel abroad. ( He draws his sword and falls upon 
Ernestine, who is dressed in man's clo thing, of the color referred to 
before. Scarcely has the duel begun when we hear two pis tol shots 
off-s tage, one  of which is Herman's and the o ther the Count's; 
Herman rushes in, having just killed Oxtiern. F abrice dashes in a 

moment later. ) 

SCENE VI 

THE COLONEL, ERNESTINE, HERMAN, FABRICE. 

The rhythm of this scene is extremely rapid. 

H ERMAN, s till off-s tage. 
Die, traitor, E rnestine is avenged. (Flying to separate the 

duelists . ) Merciful Heaven, stop ! Do you realize whose blood you 
were about to spill ? Wretched father ! don't you know your own 
daughter ? 

ERNESTINE, discarding her sword. 
Oh, God ! ( She throws herself in her father's arms. ) 

T H E  COLONE L. 

Dear, unhappy child ! 

FABRICE, entering and with great feeling. 
Your troubles are over, Colonel. No sooner had I learned of 

the Count's wicked schemes than I fl ew to Stockholm, freed your 
young friend from the chains wherein Oxtiern had held him cap
tive : you see to what use he has put his first moments of freedom. 

HERMAN. 

The coward ; his defeat has cost me but little ; ' tis  so easy to 
triumph over a traitor. Having emerged victorious, I hastened 
hither, Monsieur, to apprise you of the crimes of which, despite 
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yourselves, h e  was making you the instrument, and t o  ask you for 
the hand of this beloved girl, which I still covet and which, I dare 
fl atter myself, I now deserve. 

The Colonel makes a ges ture half of approbation, half of sorrow. 

ERNESTINE, to Herman. 
Can I still hope for such happiness ? 

H ERMAN, to Ernestine, tenderly .  
Ah I could the crimes of a villa in such as Oxtiern wither 

Nature's most beautiful handiwork ? 

THE COLONEL. 

Oh I Fabrice, my debt to you i s  great. How can I ever repay 
you ? • .  

FABRI CE. 

By your friendship, my friends, 'tis what I am due. I put my 
money to the best use possible . . . .  To punish crime and reward 
virtue . . . .  Let someone tell me whether 'twere possible to invest 
it at  a higher rate of interest I . . .  

END OF T HE T HIRD AND FINAL ACT 
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Ernestine, 

A Swedish Tale 

A" fter I taly, England, and Russia ,  few countries in Europe 
UJ. seem to me as  intriguing as Sweden. But i f  my imagina
tion was burning to see the celebrated countries whence came, in 
times past, such legendary heroes as Alaric, Attila ,  and Theodoric 
-in short all those heroes who, followed by countless numbers of 
soldiers, did proper obeisance to the imperial eagle whose wings 
were a spiring to embrace the world, those heroes who caused the 
Romans to tremble at the very gates of their mighty capital-if 
indeed my soul was consumed with a burning desire to visit the 
country of Gustavus Vasa, of  Christina, and of Charles XII . . .  

all three of  whom owe their fame to very different sources, since 
the first i s  renowned for that quality-rare and much to be 
desired in a sovereign-of a philosophic turn of  mind, for that 
estimable prudence which rides roughshod over any religious sys
tems whenever they impinge upon the authority of  the government 
to which they are presumed to be subservient, and upon the happi
ness of the people, which is the sole obj ect of legislation ;l the 
second for that nobility of soul which causes one to prefer solitude 
and a love of literature to the vainglory of the throne ; and the 
third for those heroic virtues which make him forever deserving of 
the surname Alexander-if, I say, I was prompted by al l  these 
various objects of my admiration, fancy then how much more ar-

1 Gustavus Vasa, h aving seen that the Roman e1ergy, by nature despotic and sedi
tious, was encroaching upon Royal authority, and that by its ordinary vexations was 
ruining the people whenever restraints were not placed upon it, introduced Protestant
ism into Sweden, after having restored to the people the great wealth and land. which 
the priests had taken from them. 

7 2 5  
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dent was my desire to become acquainted with and admire this 
wise, virtuous, sober, and magnanimous people whom we may 
properly term the model of the North. 

'Twas with this in mind that I left Paris the 20th of July, 
17 74, and after having traveled through Holland, Westphalia ,  and 
Denmark, I arrived in Sweden toward the middle of the following 
year. 

After I had spent some three months in Stockholm, my curios
i ty was directed toward those famous mines about which I had read 
so much and wherein I imagined I might encounter some adventures 
similar to those related by the Abbe Prevost in the first volume of 
his anecdotes. And indeed I did . . .  but how different were the 
adventures I encountered ! . . .  

Accordingly, I repaired to Uppsala, a city situated on the 
Fyris River, which divides that town in two. Long the capital of 
Sweden, Uppsala is still today, after Stockholm, the second most 
important city of that country. After spending three weeks there , 
I continued on to Falun, the ancient cradle of the Scythians, the 
customs and dress of which the present-day inhabitants of Dale
carlia still retain. As I reached the outskirts of Falun, I came to 
the Taperg mine, one of the most imposing in all Sweden. 

These mines, long the most precious natural resource of the 
State, ultimately fell beneath the yoke of the English, because of 
debts contracted by the mine owners with the English, a nation 
which stands forever ready to serve those whom she fancies she 
may one day be in a position to dominate and engulf, after having 
upset their balance of trade or having whittled away their  strength 
by dint of usurious loans. 

Once a t  Taperg, my imagination was filled with these thoughts 
just prior to my descent into these subterranean depths, wherein 
the luxury and the avarice of a handful of men was capable of 
dominating so many others. 

Only recently returned from I taly, I was under the impres
sion that these quarries doubtless resembled the Catacombs of 
Rome or Naples. I was mistaken. Though situated far deeper in 
the bowels of the earth, I was to discover there a solitude less 
terrifying. 

At Uppsala I had been provided with a highly cultivated man 
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t o  act a s  m y  guide, a man well versed i n  letters and with a knowl
edge both profound and broad. Fortunately for me, Falkeneim ( for 
tha t  was his name ) spoke impeccable German and English, the only 
languages in common use in the North, through which I was able to 
communicate with him. We found that we both preferred the for
mer language, and settled upon i t ; conversation on all subj ects was 
thus no problem for us, and ' twas easy for me to learn from his  l ips 
the tale that I shall shortly relate. 

With the aid of a basket and a pulley and rope-an apparatus 
so designed that the descent could be made without the slightest 
danger-we reached the bottom of that mine, and in the twinkling 
of an eye found ourselves some hundred and twenty fathoms be
neath the surface of  the earth. 'Twas with considerable amazement 
tha t  I saw in these depths a veritable subterranean city : streets, 
houses, churches,  inns, much hustle and bustle ,  work being per
formed, police, judges : in short, everything the most civilized city 
of Europe might offer. 

After having surveyed these singula r  dwellings, we went into a 
tavern, where Falkeneim was able to order from the innkeeper all 
that we needed to quench our thirst and satisfy our hunger : a beer 
of excellent quality, dried  fish, and a kind o f  Swedish bread com
monly used in rural areas made of the bark of pine and b irch trees, 
mixed with straw, some wild roots, and kneaded together with oat
meal. Does one need any more to satisfy one's veritable needs ? The 
philosopher who travels the ways and byways of the world in search 
o f  knowledge must learn to adapt himself to every time and clime, 
to every custom and religion, to all kinds of lodging and food, 
and leave to the indolent voluptuary of the capital his prejudices 
. . .  his luxury . . .  that shameless luxury which, never satisfied by 
real needs, daily creates factitious ones, to the detriment of  one 's  
health and fortune. 

We were just finishing our frugal meal when one of the mine 
workers, dressed in a blue j acket and breeches, his head covered 
with an inadequate and ill-fitting blond wig, came over and greeted 
Falkeneim in Swedish. Out of deference to me, my guide having 
answered him in German, the prisoner ( for such he was) forthwith 
began to converse in tha t  language. This poor wretch, seeing that I 
was the sole reason for their conversing in German, and thinking to 
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discern my nationality,  paid me a compliment in French, which he 
spoke to perfection, then turned back to Falkeneim and asked him 
i f  he had any news from Stockholm. He spoke of the King, men
tioned several persons of  the Court, and did so with an ease and 
assurance that caused me to study him more attentively. He asked 
Falkeneim whether he deemed i t  possible that he might one day be 
pardoned, to which my guide replied negatively, shaking his head 
with a show of  regret. 

The prisoner immediately departed, his eyes filled with chagrin, 
a fter having refused to share our food or drink, despite our in
sistence. A moment later he returned and asked Falkeneim whether 
he might entrust him with a letter that he would hasten to write. 
My companion promised to do whatever the prisoner desired, and 
the latter withdrew a second time. 

As soon as he was outside : 
"Who is that man ?" I asked Falkeneim. 
"One of the foremost noblemen of all Sweden, "  he replied. 
"Your words amaze me I" 
"He is  fortunate indeed to be here. Our sovereign's leniency 

in his behalf might be likened to the generosity of Augustus with 
what regards C inna. That man you just saw is  Count Oxtiern, one 
of the Senators most ardently against the King during the Revolu
tion of  1 7 7 2 .2 After peace had been restored, he was further guilty 
of unparalleled crimes. After he had been tried and found guilty by 
the laws of the land, the King, remembering the hate that Oxtiern 
had evinced against him, summoned him and said : ' Count Oxtiern, 
the judges have decreed your death . . .  ' twas not so many years ago 
you decreed my banishment from the land ; ' tis for this reason I in
tend to spare your l ife : I wish to show you that the heart of him 
whom you deemed unworthy of the throne was none the less not 
utterly without virtue. '  Oxtiern fell at Gustavus' feet, a torrent of 
tears issuing from his eyes. 'I  should have preferred to pardon you 
completely, '  said the King, helping Oxtiern to his feet, 'but the 
enormity of your acts made this impossible. I am sending you to 
the mines. I do not claim you will be happy there, but at  least you 

2 It is  worth while recalling that in this Revolution the King had cast his lot with 
the popular p arty, and th at the Senatora were against the King and the people. 
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will be alive. You may go. '  Thus Oxtiern was brought to this place ; 
'tis he you have just seen. Come now, let us be  g.oing," added 
Falkeneim, " ' t is growing late. We shall fetch his letter on our 
way out." 

"Oh, Monsieur," I then said to my guide, "were it necessary to 
spend a full week here, you have piqued my curiosity uncommonly ; 
I refuse to leave these entrails of  the earth so long as you have not 
revealed to me the reasons which have brought this poor wretch 
hither. Though a criminal, he has a most interesting face ; why, the 
man i s  not a day over forty ! I should like to see him set free. He 
might turn over a new leaf, and lead an honest life. " 

"Oxtiern, honest ? Never . . .  never . . .  " 
"For pity's sake, Monsieur, satisfy my curiosity I "  
"All right, I shall , "  Falkeneim replied. "Besides, that  will give 

him time to write his letters. I shall send word to him that he need 
not hasten. Come, let us repair to this back room, where we will be 
less disturbed than here next to the street. . . . Still , I am most 
reluctant to discover these things to you, ' twill erase from your 
heart any feeling of pity the villain may have aroused in you. I 
should prefer that you remain in ignorance, and that he thus lose 
none of your good will toward him." 

"Monsieur," I said to Falkeneim, "the failings of man teach 
me to know him better j my sole purpose in traveling is to study. 
The further he has deviated from the barriers which Nature or 
man-made laws have imposed upon him, the more interesting is he 
as a subj ect of study, the more worthy to be examined and the 
more deserving of my compassion. Virtue needs naught but worship, 
its career i s  one of happiness . . .  i t  could not be otherwise, a 
thousand arms open to receive its disciples i f  ever adversity over
takes them. But no one opens his arms to the guilty person . . . .  
People blush to be in his presence, are embarrassed to offer him 
their tears, as though terrified of contagion ; he is banished from 
every heart : pride impels us to heap abuse upon him whom we 
ought to succor out of a feeling of humanity. Therefore, Monsieur, 
when can we find a mortal more interesting than he who, from 
the pinnacle of fame and fortune, has suddenly fallen into the pit 
of misfortune ,  who, born to greatness, experiences naught but the 
pangs of disappointment, of disgrace . . .  who is henceforth sur-
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rounded by naught save the calamities of poverty, and whose heart 
is  filled with the shafts of remorse or the serpents of despair ? Such 
a man, my dear friend, is full worthy of my pity. I shall not add my 
voice to those fools who say : 'He has no one to blame but himself, ' 
nor shall I j oin the chorus of hardhearted souls who, to justify their 
induration, cry out : 'Why, the man i s  all too guilty.' Eh I What 
does i t  matter to me what bounds he has exceeded, what rules or 
laws he has scorned, what he has done I He is a man, and therefore 
weak . . .  he is a criminal, he is  miserable, he has my pity . . . .  Speak 
up, Falkeneim, pray do, I am burning to hear what you have to 
tell. " 

And my worthy friend related to me the following tale in 
these terms : 

In the early years of the present century, a German nobleman, 
Roman Catholic by religion, was obliged to flee his own country 
over a matter which is far from being a discredit to him. Knowing 
that, although we have abjure d  our papistic errors, the Roman 
religion was none the less tolerated in our provinces, he came to 
Stockholm. A young and handsome man, with a strong bent for the 
military and eager for a taste of glory, he caught the fancy of 
Charles XII  and had the honor of accompanying him on several of 
his expeditions. He took part in the unfortunate battle of Poltava , 
remained with the King in his refuge at Bendery, shared his im
prisonment in the Turkish dungeons, and returned with him to 
Sweden. When in 1718 our country lost this hero bene a th the walls 
of Fredrikshald, in Norway, Sanders (

,
tis the name of the man of 

whom I am speaking) had by this time attained the rank of colonel 
in our armies, and 'twas in this capacity he retired from service and 
went to live in Norrkoping, a commercial city fifteen leagues from 
Stockholm, situated on the canal which, in the province of Ostergot
land, j oins Lake Vattern to the B altic Sea.  There Sanders married 
and had a son, whom the later Kings Frederick I and Adolphus
Frederick accepted into their  service as  his father had been ac
cepted before him. Through his own merit, the young man advanced 
in the King's service until, like his father, he attained the rank of 
colonel. Although still a young man, he retired to Norrkoping, 
his birthplace, and there he married the daughter of a rather im-
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pecunious merchant. This worthy lady died twelve years later,  after 
having given birth to a daughter, Ernestine, who i s  the subj ect of 
the present tale. 

The story opens three years ago, a t  which time Sanders must 
have been about forty-two. His daughter was then sixteen, and was 
very rightly judged to be one o f  the most beautiful creatures ever 
to grace our fair land. She was tall, a perfect model for an artist's 
brush ; noble and proud in bearing, she had black eyes as beautiful 
as they were lively, extremely long hair of the same color, which as 
you know is exceedingly rare in our part of the world. In spite 
of her dark hair  and eyes, she had the most beautiful ,  the most 
alabaster skin. People found that she somewhat resembled our 
beautiful Countess de Sparre, the illustrious friend of our learned 
Christina, and ' tis indeed true. 

Young Mademoiselle Sanders had not reached the age of six
teen without her heart already having made a choice. Having often 
heard her mother complain how cruel it was for a young wife who 
adored her husband to be constantly separated from him by the 
duties of a State to which he owes total allegiance and which detains 
him now in one city, now in another, E rnestine, with her father's 
approval, had decided to marry a young man, Herman by name, 
who was o f  the same religion a s  she and who intended to enter the 
world of  commerce. Herman's training for that profession was 
presently taking place in  the offices of  M. Scholtz, the most famous 
merchant in Norrkoping and one of the richest in all Sweden. 

Herman was the scion of a merchant family. But he had lost 
his parents while he  was still very young, and his father, upon his 
deathbed, had commended him to his former associate Scholtz. 
Thus he shared their dwelling, and having been found deserving of 
their full confidence by his seriousness of  purpose and his diligence, 
Herman had been placed in charge of  the business' funds and 
books, although he was not yet twenty-two. 'Twas at  this juncture 
that the head o f  the business died, leaving no heirs. Herman hence
forth found himself dependent upon Scholtz's  widow, an a rrogant 
and haughty woman who, in  spite of all her husband's instructions, 
seemed firmly resolved to get rid of  the young man i f  he did not 
straightway accept the plans she had in mind for him. 

Herman was a perfect match for Ernestine, as handsome as 



7 3 2  + T H E  MARQ UIS DE SADE 

she was beauti ful, adoring her as much as she loved him j there was 
also li ttle doubt that the widow Scholtz was not blind to his qualities 
and that she, still attractive at  forty, was enamored of  him. But 
Herman, whose heart was taken, made not the slightest move to 
respond to his patroness' prepossession, and although he strongly 
suspected her feelings toward him, he wisely feigned to be unaware 
of them. 

Ernestine Sanders, however, was alarmed by Madame Scholtz 's  
passion j she knew her to be a bold and enterpri sing woman, j ealous 
and hot-tempered j a rival such as  she worried her prodigiously. 
Furthermore, she herself was far from being as good a match for 
Herman as was Madame Scholtz : her father had no dowry to offer 
her,  and although her mother had left her a modest inheritance, 
how could she pretend to compete with the impressive fortune that 
M adame Scholtz could offer her young treasurer ? 

Colonel S anders approved of his daughter's choice j as she was 
his only child, he adored her, and he knew that Herman possessed 
some wealth, that he was intelligent, was a young man of high 
principles ,  and that, furthermore, he had won Ernestine's heart j 
thus he had no intention of raising the least obj ection to so suitable 
a match. But fate does not always will what is  best. It  seems, in 
fact, to take pleasure in unsettling the best-la id plans of men, in 
order that from these inconstancies  they may derive lessons and so 
learn never to count upon anything in this world, whose most cer
tain laws are instabil i ty and di sorder. 

"Herman,"  the widow said one day to Ernestine's  lover,3 "by 
now you h ave had sufficient training in the world of commerce to 
make a decision conce rning your future.  The money your parents 
left you has,  thanks to my husband and me, increased in value more 
than enough to allow you to live comfortably. Set up your own 
establishment, my friend, I soon plan to retire. We can reconcile 
our accounts at the first possible occasion ."  

"Whatever you wish, Madame, "  sa id  Herman. "You are  
aware of my honesty and disinterest. I am as l i ttle concerned about 

3 Though Sade uses the terms amant and am ante in referring to Herman and 
Ernestine, it  i s  obvious their rel ationship is pl atonic and pristine. In  translating, we 
h ave none the less  used both " lover" and "p ar amour" ; they should, however, be 
understood a s  Sade intended them.-Tr. 
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m y  money which i s  i n  your hands as  you must b e  about your 
money which I control in managing your affairs." 

"But Herman, have you no plans to establish your own 
business ?" 

"I am still young, Madame." 
"All the more reason for some sensible and impressionable 

young woman to judge you an attractive match. I am certain you 
must already have someone in mind whom you a ssuredly would 
make happy. " 

"I wish to have a greater fortune before I reach such a stage." 
"A woman would help you to amass i t ."  
"When I marry, I want my fortune already made, so that I 

can devote my full attention to my wife and children." 
"You mean to say there i s  no woman in the world who has 

caught your fancy ?" 
"There is  one whom I revere as I would my own mother, to 

whom my services are dedicated as long as she vouchsafes to accept 
them." 

" 'Tis not to these sentiments I am referring, my friend. I 
am grateful for them, but 'tis not upon such that a marriage is 
founded. Herman, I wish to know whether you have found anyone 
with whom you would like to share your l ife ?" 

"No,  M adame." 
"In that case why do you spend all your time a t  the Sanders' ? 

What keeps constantly enticing you back to tha t  man's house ? He 
is a military man, you are a merchant. You should spend more time 
frequenting persons of your own profession, my friend, and forget 
those who are not." 

" Madame knows that I am Catholic. The C olonel i s  too. Thus 
we often meet to pray together . . .  to visit together those chapels 
which are open to us." 

"I  have never held your religion against you, although I do 
not share your belief, and indeed am perfectly convinced of the 
uselessness of  all that nonsense, of whatever persuasion. You must 
confess, Herman, that I have never interfered with you on that 
score." 

"Well, M adame, that i s  why-for religion-that I sometimes 
call upon the Colonel." 
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"Herman, there is another reason for these frequent VISIts,  
something you are hiding from me : you love Ernestine, that mere 
wisp of a child who, to my mind, has neither wit nor beauty but 
who, to hear the townsfolk talk, is one of the wonders of all 
Sweden . . . .  Yes, Herman, you love her . . .  you love her, I say, 
and I know it ." 

"Mademoiselle Ernestine Sanders thinks well of me, I believe, 
M adame. But her bi rth . . .  her station . . .  Were you aware, 
M adame, that her grandfather, Colonel Sanders, was a close friend 
o f  Charles X I I ,  and originally a high-ranking nobleman from 
Westphalia ?" 

"I was." 
"Well, then, Madame, would she make a suitable match for 

me ?" 
"I a ssure you most emphatically, Herman, that I think she 

would not. What you need is  a mature woman, one who would 
a ttend to your fortune and give it  her constant a ttention ; a woman, 
in  one word, of my age and position." 

Herman blushed and turned away . . . .  As a t  that point tea 
was served, the conversation was interrupted, and Herman, a fter 
luncheon was over, returned to his occupations. 

"Oh ! my dear Ernestine ," said Herman the following day to 
Sanders' daughter, " ' tis all too true that that cruel woman has 
designs upon me, o f  that there can no longer be any doubt. You are 
aware of her temper, her moods, her j ealousy, and her influence in 
the town.4 Ernestine, I fear  the worst." 

And as the Colonel entered a t  this point, they informed him 
of their apprehensions. 

Sanders was a former soldier, a man of exceeding good sense 
who preferred not to create any trouble for himself in the town, 
and clearly perceiving that the protection he was granting Herman 
was going to draw down upon him the wrath both of  Madame 
Scholtz and of  all her friends, he thought i t  best to advise the 
youths to surrender to circumstance . He a ttempted to make Herman 
see that the widow upon whom he was dependent would, in fact, 

4 Norrkoping is a wholly commerci a l  city. Consequently, a woman such as Madame 
Scholtz, in a town of this kind,  would,  as  the head of one of the most prosperous busi
nesses i n  Sweden, wield considerable inftuence. 
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make a far better match for him than Ernestine, and that, a t  his 
age, he should value far more a fat purse than a pretty face. 

" 'Tis not that  I refuse you my daughter's hand, my boy," 
quoth the Colonel. "I know you and I esteem you. You have won 
the heart of  her whom you adore, and I have no desire to create 
any obstacles to your happiness; but I am as much loath to prepare 
something you may live to regret. You are both young; at your age 
you are bl ind to all save love, you fancy that  love i s  all you need to 
live. You are mistaken ; without wealth love wilts and withers 
away, and the choice one makes when prompted by love alone is oft 
a poor one, which is  soon followed by remorse." 

"Father," said Ernestine, casting herself at Sanders' feet,  "re
spected author of my days, I beseech you not to deprive me of the 
hope that my beloved Herman will one day be mine. Since I was a 
child you have promised me his hand. That  thought is my only 
source of joy and pleasure ; to deprive me of it will surely send me 
to my grave. My heart has been captured by him, secure in the 
knowledge that you approved of my sentiments. In Herman's love 
for me he will find all the necessary courage to resist the blandish
ments of M adame Scholtz . . . .  0 Father ! do not abandon us I "  

"Get u p ,  my child," the Colonel said.  "I  love you . . .  I adore 
you . . .  since you can only be happy with Herman, and since you 
both love one another, set your minds a t  rest, you will never have 
any save Herman for husband. . . . And in fact, he owes that 
woman nothing. His honesty . . .  his zeal ,  have more than repaid 
the gratitude he owes her; he is under no obligation to sacrifice his 
l ife in order to please her . . . .  But we must manage things so that 
there is no falling out with anyone . . . .  " 

" Monsieur ," said Herman, clasping the Colonel in his arms, 
"you who have granted me the right to call you Father, how can I 
ever repay you for the promises which you have just made me from 
the depths of your heart ? Yes, I shall be worthy of  the gift you are 
giving me. My every thought and act will be but for you and your 
beloved daughter . . . .  I shall be the pillar and the companion of 
your declining years . . . .  Father, fear not . . .  we shall not make 
any enemies for ourselves,  there is no contractual agreement be
tween Madame Scholtz and me. When I present her with a proper 
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accounting of her funds, and reclaim from her merely what she 
owes me, what can she say ?" 

"Ah I my boy, you do not know the hearts of those you intend 
to confront," the Colonel resumed, prey to a kind of concern he 
was unable to master. "There is no crime on the face of the earth 
to which a wicked woman will not stoop when ' ti s  a question of re
venging herself for the charms a lover has spurned. That wretched 
woman will cause the poisonous effects of her wrath to rain down 
upon us all, and ' twill not be the roses of happiness you will reap, 
but the dark cypresses of  mourning." 

Ernestine and the man she loved spent the rest of the day 
calming her father 's fears, allaying his apprehensions, and assuring 
him of their future happiness, which they painted for him in gentle 
hues. Nothing is as  persuasive as  the eloquence of lovers ; theirs is 
a logic of the heart that the mind' s logic can never equal. 

Herman dined with his tender friends and left them at an early 
hour, his soul full to overflowing with hope and joy. 

Approximately three months passed in this manner, without 
the widow ever raising the subj ect again, and without Herman dar
ing to take the initiative and propose a settlement and separation. 
The Colonel gave the young man to understand that there was 
nothing disadvantageous in these delays. Ernestine was young, and 
her father did not in the least object to adding to the modest dowry 
which was already hers, in the form of a certa in inheritance she 
could expect to receive from the widow Plorman, her aunt, a native 
of Stockholm who, already well along in years, might reasonably 
be expected to die at any moment. 

But Madame Scholtz was impatient, and too clever not to de
tect her young bookkeeper's embarrassment ; ' twas she who first 
broached the subj ect again and asked him whether he had reflected 
upon what they had discussed the last time they had had an oppor
tuni ty to talk. 

"Yes, " replied Ernestine ' s  lover, "and if ' tis a rendering of 
accounts and a separation that Madame is  referring to, I am at her 
service. "  

"It  seems to  me ,  Herman, that was not precisely the topic we 
discussed. " 

"What was it then, Madame ?" 



Ernestine + 737  

"I asked you whether you wished t o  establish a business o f  
your own, and whether you had chosen a wife who might help you 
run it ." 

"I  thought I had replied that I preferred to wait till I had 
amassed a greater fortune before marrying." 

" 'Twas what you said, Herman, but I must confess I did not 
believe you. And as we talk now, every expression on your face 
reveals the deceit in your soul." 

"Ah ! never has deceit  besoiled my heart, Madame, and you 
know it  well. Since childhood I have been close to you ; you have 
vouchsafed to replace the mother I had the misfortune to lose. 
Have no fear that my gratitude may ever lessen or vanish." 

"You speak constantly of gratitude, Herman. I should have 
preferred from you a sentiment more tender." 

" But, Madame, can I control my • . .  " 
"Traitor ! Is this your reward for all my loving care ? Your 

ingrati tude is most enlightening, that I can see . . . •  I have been 
devoting myself to a monster . . . .  Since I have become a widow, 
Herman, 'tis to your hand and heart I aspired, I can no longer 
conceal it . . . •  The manner wherein I managed your affairs, the 
way I made your money grow and prosper . . .  my conduct regard
ing you . . .  even my eyes, which doubtless betrayed me . . .  all this, 
false-hearted creature, all this, could not have failed to p ersuade 
you of my passion . . .  and is this my reward ? I am to be paid back 
with indifference and contempt ? Herman, you do not know the 
heart of the woman you are insulting. No, you have no idea of the 
things whereof she is capable . . .  you wi11 1earn only after i t  is too 
late . . . .  Now, leave me, yes, leave me forthwith and prepare your 
books, Herman. I intend to do the same, and we shall go our sepa
rate ways. Yes, we shall separate. You will have no difficulty find
ing a roof for yourself ;  Sanders' house is doubtless open and 
waiting." 

Madame Scholtz's state was such that our young lover had no 
difficulty perceiving that i t  was essential that he conceal his true 
feelings in order not to bring down upon the C olonel the full force 
o f  this dangerous creature's wrath and desire for vengeance. Her
man therefore followed the dictum that a soft answer turneth away 
wrath, told his p rotectress that she was quite mistaken in her as-



738 ... THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

sumptions, and reminded her that the fact that he did not wish to 
marry until he had measurably increased his fortune surely belied 
her contention he had plans to marry the Colonel 's  daughter. 

" My friend," Madame Scholtz replied to that, "I know your 
heart as though ' twere my own. I know that 'tis impossible you 
could have grown so distant were your heart not aflame for some
one else. Although I may not be in the first flush of  youth, do you 
think that I am still not attractive enough to find another husband ? 
Yes, Herman, 'tis clear indeed : you would love me were it not for 
that creature whom I loathe, and upon whom I shall revenge my
self for your indifference." 

At these words Herman shuddered. Colonel Sanders, not 
wholly at home in his  new land, and retired from service, was far 
from enj oying the powerful influence in Norrkoping which Madame 
Scholtz could command. Her influence was as far-reaching as it was 
overwhelming, whereas the Colonel had virtually dropped out of  
the public  eye and lost contact with those personages who, in  
Sweden as elsewhere in the world, hold in esteem only those who 
impress them by their favor or wealth ; the Colonel, I say, was no 
longer considered as more than an ordinary individual whom influ
ence and gold could easily crush, and Madame Scholtz , as with all 
scurvy souls, was not long in perceiving the truth of this situation. 

Herman, therefore, made the decision to declare himself 
much more openly, albeit hypocritically, than he ever had done be
fore. He cast himself at the knees of Madame Scholtz, besought 
her to calm her fears, reassured her that his heart contained no 
sentiment which could in any wise prove harmful to her from whom 
he had received so many blessings, and he begged her not to con
sider any further for the moment the idea of the separation with 
which she had threatened him. Realizing full well the young man's 
state of  mind at that time, Madame Scholtz decided that th is was 
the most she could expect ; she placed all her hopes in a combination 
o f  her own charms and the beneficent effects of  time, and quickly 
regained her composure. 

Herman did not fail to inform the C olonel of this most recent 
conversation, and this wise and worthy man, still fearful of the 
possible vexations and dangerous character of Madame Scholtz , 
again tried to persuade the young man that he would be better off 
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yielding to  the designs o f  h i s  patroness than persisting in h i s  desire 
to marry Ernestine. But both lovers mustered every a rgument at 
their  command to remind the Colonel of  the promises he had made 
them and to make him pledge that he would never forswear them. 

Things had been in this pass for about six months when Count 
Oxtiern, this villain whom you saw in irons a short while ago in 
these mines-irons to which he has been confined for more than a 
year and to which he i s  condemned to spend the rest of his days
Count Oxtiern, I say, was obliged to come from Stockholm to pay a 
visit to Norrkoping. The object of  his visit was to withdraw certain 
funds invested with Madame Scholtz by his father, whose fortune 
the Count had just inherited. Madame Scholtz, full aware of her 
visitor's importance-he was the son of a Senator and a Senator 
himself-had prepared her best chambers for him, and prepared to 
receive him with the full luxury that her wealth permitted. 

The Count arrived, and the day following his a rrival his ele
gant hostess gave him a sumptuous dinner, followed by a ball, to 
which all the most beautiful women in town were invited. Ernestine 
was not forgotten, and 'twas not without some trepidation that 
Herman saw she was resolved to go. Were i t  possible for the Count 
to see someone as beautiful as she without paying her the respects 
which were due her ? What did Herman not have to fear from such 
a rival : a ssuming the worst came to pass, would Ernestine have the 
strength or force of character to refuse the proffered hand of one 
of the mightiest lords of Sweden ? And were she to refuse, would 
there not  be formed against both Herman and Ernestine a league 
whose chief conspirators would be the powerful Oxtiern and 
Madame Scholtz ? And what misfortunes might then be Herman's ?  
Could he, with his limited and straitened ci rcumstances, resist the 
arms of so many enemies conspi ring against him ? 

He informed Ernestine of  his apprehensions, and this worthy, 
sensitive, and delica te girl, fully prepared to sacrifice such frivolous 
pleasures for the sentiments which burned within her, proposed that 
Herman immediately tell Madame Scholtz that he was refusing her 
offer. Herman himself was rather of  the same opinion. But since, in 
this small circle of worthy souls, no decisions were made without 
the prior consent of  Sanders, they sought his advice, and found that 
he was far from sharing the ir  opinion. He maintained that to refuse 
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Madame Scholtz 's invi tation would inevitably result in a rupture 
with her, that that clever woman would be quick to divine the 
reasons for their refusal, and in a situation where it was above all 
essentia l  not to offend her, their proposed course of action was 
bound to upset her. 

At this point Ernestine dared to a sk the object of her affections 
what precisely i t  was he feared, nor did she conceal from him the 
sorrow that his suspicions caused her. 

"Oh, my dear friend I" said that interesting girl ,  clasping Her
man's hands in her own, "were the most powerful personages of all 
Europe present at this soiree, were they all to fall in love with your 
dear Ernestine, could you for one moment doubt that all their 
collective flatteries could be aught but a further homage to him 
who has won her heart ? Ah I fear not, Herman, she whom you have 
captivated could never lose her heart to another. Were I obliged to 
live with you in a state of slavery, I should prefer it to living with 
another upon the throne i tself ; can any boon the earth has to offer 
hold any meaning for me in the arms of another besides her be
loved ' . . .  Herman, give yourself due credit : can you for one 
moment fancy that my eye may perceive any mortal at this ball who 
i s  your equal ? Let my heart be the sole judge of your worth, my 
friend, and you will be the most amiable of creatures, a s  you are 
the most beloved." 

Herman covered his mistress' hands with a thousand kisses, he 
desisted from giving any further evidence of his fears, but they none 
the less remained anchored in his heart. There dwells in the heart 
of a man in love certain presentiments which are rarely mistaken. 
Herman felt them, he repressed them, and the beauti ful Ernes
tine appeared at Madame Scholtz' s party like a rose in the 
midst of lesser flowers. She was attired in the garb of ancient 
Sweden, in the style of the ancient Scythians, her features noble and 
proud, singularly heightened by that adornment, her figure delicate 
and supple, infinitely better outlined beneath this free-falling, un
pleated gown which only suggested her gentle forms, her lovely 
hair cascading down in waves over the quiver slung across her back, 
and with the bow held in her hand . . .  all thi s made her look like 
Love itself disguised beneath the features of fair Bellona. It was 
as though each of  the arrows she carried with so much grace was 
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destined, each time i t  touched the  heart of  someone present, to  en
chain it forthwith to that celestial beauty. 

If  Herman did not see Ernestine enter the room without a 
feeling of trepidation, Oxtiern, for his part, experienced an emo
tion so keen that for several minutes he found it impossible to utter 
a word. You have seen Oxtiern ; he is  a rather handsome fellow ; 
but what a soul Nature has enclosed within that deceptive ex
terior ! The Count was immensely wealthy and, only recently come 
into possession of  his full fortune,  never dreamt for a moment 
there could be any restraints imposed upon his impassioned desires ; 
whatever reason and circumstance raised as obstacles in his path 
served only to whet the appetite of his impetuosity. As unprincipled 
as he was lacking in virtue, still steeped in the prejudices of a corps 
whose pride had led i t  to revolt against the King himself, Oxtiern 
fancied that there was nothing in the world which could act as a 
bridle to his passions. Now, of  all the passions wherewith his ar
dent soul was inflamed, love was the most impetuous ; but this 
sentiment, which in a noble soul may approximate a virtue,  i s  bound 
to become the source of many a crime in a heart as corrupt as  
Oxtiern's. 

No sooner had that dangerous man laid eyes upon our beauti
ful heroine than he straightway conceived the idea of seducing her. 
He danced with her a number of times, arranged to be seated next 
to her at dinner, and in short so clearly demonstrated the senti
ments she inspired in him that in a trice the whole town was per
suaded that she would soon become either Oxtiern's wife or his 
mistress. 

'Tis impossible to depict the cruel state of  mind which was 
Herman's  while all this was taking place. He had gone to the ball, 
but seeing his beloved the center of such ardent attention, were it 
even conceivable for a moment that he approach her ? Ernestine' s  
sentiments for Herman had most assuredly not changed one whit ; 
but is 't  possible for a young girl to protect herself against the 
sin of pride ? Is 't  possible for her not to lose her head, were it even 
for a moment, when such public homage is paid to her ? And that 
vanity wherewith she is  flattered and which people play upon-by 
demonstrating to her that she can be beloved of all-does it not 
lessen within her the desire she previously felt to be responsive 
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solely to the attentions of a single soul ? Ernestine noticed that 
Herman was concerned ; but Oxtiern was full of flattering atten
tions, the entire gathering had naught but the highest praise for 
her, and Ernestine, ensnared by pride, did not feel , as she should 
have, the sorrow she was causing her poor lover. 

The Colonel was also the recipient of many marks of  esteem 
on the part of Count Oxtiern, who singled him out especially in 
the course of his  conversations. He offered to help the C olonel in 
any way he could in Stockholm and assured him that, still far too 
young to be retired, he should join some army corps and continue 
his  ascent through the ranks until he had reached the high pinnacles 
to which his birth and talents had destined him. The Count added 
that he would help him in that matter as in whatsoever else he 
might desire at the Court, and begged him to take advantage of the 
offer,  saying that he would consider as so many personal pleasures 
each of the services such a worthy gentleman would enable him to 
render. The ball ended at dawn, and the guests departed. 

At the fi rst opportunity the following day, Senator  Oxtiern 
asked Madame Scholtz to give him further details concerning the 
young Scythian of the night before, whose ravishing image had 
remained fixed in his mind since he had first set  eyes upon her. 

"She is the most beautiful girl in all N orrkoping, " the mer
chant said, delighted to see that the Count, by thwarting Herman's 
love, might render her his  heart. "In truth, Senator, there's not a 
girl in the length and breadth of the country who can compare with 
our Ernestine." 

"Of the country !"  cried the C ount, "in all  of Europe, Ma
dame . . . .  And what does she do . . .  what thoughts fill her mind ? 
. . .  Who i s  in love with her . . . who adores this heavenly creature ? 
Who i s  the man who would dare to vie with me for the possession 
of her charms ?" 

"I shall spare you a recital of her bi rth and background : you 
know that she is the daughter of C olonel Sanders, a worthy man, 
a man of quality and high birth. But what you are unaware o f  per
haps-and the news will grieve you, from what you say about your 
sentiments toward her-is that she is on the eve of marrying a 
young bookkeeper who works for me, with whom she is madly in 
love and who loves her at l east as much. "  
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"A match such as thi s for Ernestine I "  cried the Senator . . . .  
"This angel, the wife of a bookkeeper ' . . .  'Tis out of the question, 
Madame, the match must not take place ; you and I must j oin 
forces to make certain it  never does. 'Twould be utterly ridiculous ; 
Ernestine was born to grace the Court with her brilliance, and I 
wish to present her there under my name." 

"But with no fortune ,  Count . . .  the daughter o f  an impover
ished nobleman • . .  of a soldier of  fortune." 

"She is the daughter of the gods themselves," said Oxtiern, 
beside himself, "she must dwell in their abode." 

"Ah I Senator, you will drive the young man I mentioned to 
despair .  Rare is a love as pure and strong as his . . .  rare the senti
ments as sincere as his for Ernestine ."  

"What disturbs me least  in the world, Madame, i s  a rival of  
this kind. Should I, should my love, be alarmed by this inferior 
breed of men ? I count upon your helping me discover the means 
whereby we get rid of him . . .  send him away. And if  he refuses 
to go of his own free will . . .  Leave it  to me, Madame Scholtz, 
leave i t  to me, we shall rid ourselves of this scurvy fellow." 

Madame Scholtz was inwardly delighted, and far from trying 
to discourage the Count, she offered him only that kind of argu
ment which is easily overcome and which, when vanquished, serves 
but to incite love. 

But while all this was taking place at  Madame Scholtz's, 
Herman was at  the feet of his beloved Ernestine. 

"See now ' Was i t  not exactly as I said, Ernestine ?" he cried, 
tears streaming down his face, "did I not foresee that this accursed 
ball would cause us untold sorrow ? Each compliment he paid you, 
each word of praise he offered you was another dagger thrust into 
my wounded heart. Do you still doubt that  he adores you ? Has 
he already declared his love to you ?" 

"What do I care, unjust man," Ernestine replied, doing her 
best to calm the sole obj ect of her affections, "what do I care about 
the fulsome praise this man enjoys showering upon me, so long as 
my heart belongs to you alone ? Did you believe I was flattered by 
the attention he paid me ?" 

"Yes, Ernestine, I did believe you were, and was not mistaken. 
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Your eyes shone with pride at the knowledge you pleased him, all 
you did or said was intended for him alone."  

"I resent these reproaches, Herman ; coming from you they 
grieve me sorely. I thought you discerning enough, and possessed 
of sufficient tact, not to yield so easily to your fears. Very well, con
fess your concern to my father, and let us celebrate our marriage 
tomorrow, I have no obj ection." 

Herman wasted no time taking advantage of her suggestion. 
He went straightway to Colonel Sanders, together with Ernestine, 
and throwing himself in the Colonel ' s  arms, made him swear upon 
everything he held holy that Sanders would raise no further obj ec
tions to the consummation of their happiness. 

But pride had already wormed its way much further into 
Sanders' heart than into his daughter's, and in his there were fewer 
sentiments to counterbalance i ts effects. The Colonel, a man of 
honor and candor, was not in the least inclined to fail to keep 
the commitments he had made to Herman, but the thought of 
Oxtiern's protection dazzled him. He had been quick to remark 
upon his daughter's triumph over the Senator's heart. His friends 
had insinuated to him that, i f  that passion resulted in the legitimate 
consequences he had every right to expect it would, his fortune 
would inevitably be made. These thoughts had preoccupied him 
throughout the night ; in his mind he had made plans, had indulged 
in fantasies wherein his ambitions were realized. The timing was, 
in  one word, bad ; in fact, Herman could not have chosen a worse 
moment. None the less, Sanders was careful not to refuse the young 
man's request ; such conduct was alien to his nature. Moreover, might 
he not have built all his dreams upon a foundation of sand ? What 
guarantee did he have of the reality of the fantasies wherewith he 
had been toying ? Thus he fell back upon the selfsame reasons he 
had been in the habit of employing in the past : his daughter 's  
youth ; the inheri tance expected from her Aunt Plorman ; the fear 
of provoking, against both Ernestine and himself, the full fury of 
Madame Scholtz who, now supported by the Senator, was al l  the 
more to be feared. Moreover, would it be wisest to choose the very 
moment when the Count was in town ? It seemed pointless to make 
a spectacle of oneself, and if Madame Scholtz were truly going to 
be upset by this match, the very moment when she found herself 
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buttressed by the Count's favor and influence would surely be the 
moment when she risked to be most dangerous. E rnestine was more 
insistent than ever ; her conscience was slightly guilty because of 
her conduct the evening before, and she was most anxious to prove 
to her friend that  a chilling of  her sentiments toward him could not 
be counted among her wrongs. The Colonel, uncertain as to the 
better course of  action, and l ittle accustomed to resisting his daugh
ter's entreaties, asked merely that she await the Senator's  de
parture, promising that he would then be the first to eliminate 
any remaining obstacles, even to the extent of going to see Madame 
Scholtz, if  that became necessary, in order to calm her wrath, or to 
get her agreement to audit the accounts, for without a rendering of 
their accounts Herman could not properly effect a separation from 
his patroness. 

Herman left without feeling fully satisfied. He none the less 
felt reassured concerning his mistress' sentiments, but he was con
sumed by a dark feeling of despair  which he could not manage to 
dispel. 

No sooner had he left the Sanderses' house than the Senator 
appeared. He had been brought hither by M adame Scholtz and 
had come, he declared, in order to pay his respects to the worthy 
soldier whom it had been his great privilege to encounter in the 
course o f  his visit, and at  the same time requested permission to 
pay his respects as well to the charming Ernestine. 

The Colonel and his daughter received these compliments with 
the becoming modesty expected of them. Madame Scholtz, con
cealing her rage and j ealousy because she began to perceive a 
whole host of possible means whereby she might implement the 
cruel designs concealed in her heart, showered fulsome praise upon 
the Colonel and endless compliments upon E rnestine, and the con
versation was thus as pleasant as i t  could be under the circum
stances. 

Several days passed in this manner, during which Sanders and 
his daughter, and the Count and M adame Scholtz, paid each other 
visits, dined together now at  one house, now at  another, all of 
which occurred without Herman's  ever participating in  any of these 
pleasure-parties. 

During this period of several days, Oxtiern lost no oppor-
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tunity to speak of his love , and it became impossible for Made
moiselle Sanders any longer to doubt that the Count was consumed 
with the most a rdent passion for her ; but Ernestine's heart h a d  
protected h e r ,  a n d  her boundless love f o r  Herman prevented h e r  
from falling i n t o  t h e  t r a p  o f  p r i d e  a second time ; s h e  dismissed 
everything, demurred to everything, appeared restrained and 
dreamy at  all the festive occasions to which she was invited, and 
she never came away from any without begging her father not to 
take her to any others. It  was too late : Sanders, who a s  I have 
said did not have the same reasons to resist the bait tendered by 
Oxtiern, was an easy p rey. There had been a number of  secret con
versations among Madame Scholtz , the Senator, and the Colonel, 
which had succeeded finally in dazzling poor Sanders, and the a rtful 
Oxtiern, without ever compromising himself overmuch, without 
ever once revealing his hand, simply persuading the Colonel that 
sooner or  later  ' twas the inevi table course of  fate that things would 
work out the way he predicted, Oxtiern, I say, had so beguiled 
Sanders that not only had he extracted from him the promise not 
to honor his commitments to Herman, but also had convinced him 
to forsake his solitary existence in  N orrkoping and come to Stock
holm, in order to take a dvantage of the influence he p romised to 
exert in his behalf and the favors wherewith it was  his intention to 
shower him. 

Ernestine, who in the course o f  all this activity had less o f  an 
opportunity to see her lover, none the less continued to write him, 
but as  she knew he was full capable o f  an outburst of temper and 
wished to avoid any scene, she did her best to disguise all that was 
happening. Furthermore,  she was far from reassured as  to her  
father 's  weakness. Before making any false p romises to Herman, 
she resolved to clarify the situation. 

One morning she went into the C olonel' s  room. 
"Father , "  she said respectfully, " ' twould appear the Senator 

intends to spend considerable time in N orrkoping. Yet you have 
made a solemn p romise to Herman that we would soon be wed. 
May I be so bold as  to ask you whether you are still of  the same 
mind ? And why, pray tell ,  i s ' t  necessary to wait for the Count's 
departure before celebrating a marri age which we all desire with 
equal a rdor ?" 
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"Ernestine, "  said the Colonel, "sit down and listen to me. As 
long as I believed, my dear child," he went on, "that your fortune 
and happiness could be found with young Herman, far from stand
ing in the way I did everything in my power, as you have seen, to 
hasten your wishes to a happy conclusion. But when a happier 
fate awaits you, Ernestine, why do you wish me to sacrifice you ?" 

"A happier fate, you say ? If 'tis my happiness you care about, 
Father, never for one moment imagine that it might lie with any
one save my beloved Herman : 'tis only with him it can be assured. 
N ever mind . . . I think I detect your plans . . .  they appall me. 
_ . . Ah ! vouchsafe not to make me their victim." 

" But, my child,  my career depends upon these plans." 
"Oh ! Father, if the Count takes it upon himself to advance 

your fortune only at the price of obtaining my hand in marriage 
. . .  so be it, then the honors he promises you will be yours to 
enj oy, that I acknowledge, but he who sells them to you will not 
enj oy the prize he hopes for ; I shall die before yielding to him." 

"Ernestine, I judged your soul more tender . • .  I thought 
you loved your father better." 

"Ah ! beloved author of  my days, I thought your daughter 
was more precious to you, that . . .  Wretched voyage ! . . .  vile 
seducer ! . . . We were all happy before that man appeared here 
. . .  we were faced with but a single obstacle, which we would have 
overcome. So long as my father was on my side, I feared nothing ; 
when he abandons my camp, there is naught left for me to do but 
die . . . .  " 

And the poor unhappy Ernestine, plunged into deep despair ,  
was racked with sighs that would have moved even the hardest 
hearts to pity. 

"Listen, my child, listen to what I have to say before you give 
way to such distress," said the C olonel, wiping away with a gentle 
caress the tears wherewith his daughter's face was covered. "The 
C ount wishes to make me happy, and although he has not positively 
said to me that he would demand your hand in return, ' tis easy 
enough to understand that such is his sole obj ective. He is sure, or 
so he pretends, that he can reinstate me into active military service ; 
he requests that we go to live in Stockholm, he promises us the most 
flattering prospects if we do, and as soon as I arrive there he per-
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son ally wishes to offer me, he says, a commission of a thousand 
ducats' pension for my own past services and those of my father 
. . .  a pension the Court, the Count hastens to add, would have 
granted long ago if we had had the least friend in the capital who 
would have spoken in our behalf. Ernestine . . .  do you want to 
forgo all these favors ? Do you mean you would turn your back on 
your own fortune, and upon mine ?" 

"N 0, Father," Sanders' daughter replied firmly, "no I do 
not. But I a sk one favor of you, and that is to put the Count to a 
test which I am sure he will fail .  I f  he is serious in his intent to 
help you, as  he says, and if he i s  honest, his  friendship must be as 
steadfast a s  i t  i s  disinterested. If he imposes conditions upon it ,  his 
conduct i s  greatly to be feared : ' twould prove i t  i s  motivated by 
personal feelings, ' twould from that moment onward prove ' twas 
doubtless false. 'Tis no longer a friend you are involved with, but 
my seducer." 

"He wil l  marry you." 
"He will  do no such thing. And furthermore, Father, mark 

well my words : i f  his  sentiments with what regards you are real,  
they should be independent of  those he may have conceived for 
me.  He cannot wish to please you i f, in  so doing, he i s  certain to 
make me suffer. He must, if he i s  virtuous and sensitive, exert his 
influence in  your behal f as  he has  promised,  without demanding me 
in return as  his  rewa rd. In order to test the true manner of  his  
thinking, tell him that  you accept al l  his promises, but that  you 
request, as  an initial show of  his generosity with what  regards me, 
that he personally a rrange for the marriage of your daughter with 
the only man in the world she can ever love. I f  the Count i s  loyal,  
i f  he i s  frank, i f  he  i s  disinterested, he will  agree j i f  his intention 
i s  but to sacrifice me by serving you, then he will reveal his  hand. 
He has to reply to your proposition, and that proposition on your 
part should not surprise him, since, you say, he has not openly 
a sked you for my hand. If his reply is to ask for it in return for 
his  good works in your behalf, then he reveals he i s  more interested 
in serving his own ends than he i s  in serving yours, since he will 
know I am engaged and that, despite my heart's commitment, he 
wil l  still attempt to coerce me. In whic� case,  the man's soul i s  dis
honest,  and you should distrust his  every offer,  no matter in what 
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glowing terms he describes it. A man of honor cannot aspire to 
the hand o f  a woman whose heart he knows will never be his .  
'Tis not at  the expense of  the daughter that he must render service 
to her father. The test cannot fail, I beg you to try it  . . . .  If  it 
succeeds . . .  I mean if  we become convinced that the C ount's in
tentions are legi timate, then we must consent to all he proposes : 
he will have furthered your advancement without in any wise in
fringing upon my felicity, and we shall all be happy . . . .  We shall 
all be, Father, and you will have no regrets." 

"Ernestine," said the Colonel, " ' tis very possible that the 
Count i s  an honest man, even though he may wish to help me only 
upon condition that you become his wife." 

"Yes, were it  not for the fact he knows I am engaged. But 
when you remind him of this fact, if he persists in desiring to serve 
you only in return for gaining his ends with what regards me, then 
his schemes are motivated by egoism alone, he shows himself to be 
wholly lacking in refinement. Consequently we must judge all his 
promises as  extremely dubious . . . .  " 

And E rnestine, casting herself in the Colonel' s  arms : 
"0 Father," she cried, tears bathing her face, "grant me the 

test I demand, do not refuse me this one request, Father ,  I beseech 
you, do not sacrifice so cruelly a daughter whom you adore and 
who cannot live without you . Poor Herman would die of a broken 
heart, he would die hating us, I would soon follow him to the 
grave, and you would have lost the two souls your heart cherishes 
most deeply." 

The C olonel loved his daughter ; he was a generous and noble 
man. All one might reproach him for was that sort of  good faith 
which, though it makes the honest man such an easy target for 
knaves, none the less reveals the full candor and frankness of  a 
beautiful soul. He promised his daughter to do everything she 
asked, and the following day he  spoke to the Senator. 

Oxtiern, more perfidious than M ademoiselle Sanders was 
delicate and discriminate,  and who together with Madame Scholtz 
had doubtless foreseen every eventuality and prepared for it, re
plied to the Colonel in the manner most likely to give him entire 
sa tisfaction. 

"You mean you thought I was offering to help you out of  my 
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own selfish interest, my dear fellow ? I would that you knew my 
heart better : 'tis filled with naught but the desire to be useful to 
you, quite apart from any other considerations. Assuredly, I love 
your daughter. 'Twould serve no purpose to conceal the fact from 
you. But the moment she deems I am incapable of making her 
happy, far be it from me to exert the least pressure to dissuade her. 
I shall not undertake to help her tie the bonds of hymen here, as 
you seem to desire : 'twould be too painful to my wounded heart. 
H I am to be sacrificed, allow me at least the privilege of not par
ticipating in the sacrifice myself. But the marriage shall take place ; 
I shall contribute in some way to it and delegate my authority in 
the matter to Madame Scholtz. Since your daughter prefers to be
come the wife of a bookkeeper rather than of one of the foremost 
senators of Sweden, let the choice be hers. Have no fears that  her 
choice prove harmful in any wise to the services I wish to render 
you. I intend to leave shortly. As soon as I have put a few urgent 
affairs in order, a carriage of mine will come to fetch you and 
your daughter. You and Ernestine will come to Stockholm j Her
man can follow close behind and wed her there, or, if you prefer, 
wait here until I have succeeded in placing you in the post I have 
in mind for you, which would enhance the marriage." 

"Worthy man I" said Sanders, clasping the Count's hands in 
his own, "how grateful I am to you I The favors you vouchsafe to 
perform in our behalf will become all the more precious for being 
disinterested, and for having been done at the cost of a great per
sonal sacrifice . . . . Ah I Senator, 'ti s  the ultimate degree of human 
generosity. In a century when virtue is  so rare indeed, so noble an 
act should be rewarded by temples built to commemorate it." 

"My friend," said the Count in reply to the Colonel 's compli
ments, "an honest man is the first to benefit from the good he does. 
Are good deeds not the sustenance of his happiness ?" 

The Colonel wasted no time in relating to his daughter the 
crucial conversation he had just had with Oxtiern. Ernestine was 
touched to tears by it, and was completely taken in by everything 
he said. Noble souls are unsuspecting, and easily convince them
selves of the good in others of which they see themselves capable .  
Herman was not quite so credulous. A few rash remarks that 
Madame Scholtz had let slip, doubtless because of her joy at seeing 
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her revenge all but assured, gave rise to certain suspicions which 
he communicated to his mistress ; this tender girl reassured him ; 
she insinuated that a man o f  Oxtiern's  birth and station must per
force be incapable of  duplicity . . . .  The innocent creature, little 
did she know that vice, buttressed by noble birth and high station, 
and emboldened by impunity, becomes all the more dangerous. 

Herman said that he would l ike to have the matter out per
sonally with the Count ; Ernestine forbade him to resort to violence ; 
the young man declared that such was not his  intention. But essen
tially heeding naught but the dictates of  his pride, his courage, and 
his love , he loaded two pistols. The following morning he slipped 
into the Count's bedchamber, and surprising him while he was still 
abed, he said to him boldly : 

"Monsieur, I believe you to b e  a man o f  honor. Your name, 
your station, your wealth, all these persuade me that this is  so. 
I therefore demand your word, Monsieur, your written word that 
you renounce all claims, the a ttentions you have displayed not
withstanding, to the affections o f  Ernestine. If you refuse, I shall 
expect you to accept one of  these two weapons and engage me in a 
duel to the death." 

The Senator, taken slightly aback by the compliment, began 
by asking Herman whether he had reflected seriously about what he 
was suggesting, and whether he believed a man of his high station 
was required to make any amends to a subaltern such as himself ? 

"Spare me your insults, Monsieur," Herman replied, " 'tis not 
to hear your invectives I have come here, but, on the contrary, to 
ask that  you give me satisfaction for the outrage you have done me 
in trying to seduce my mistress. A subaltern, you say, Senator ! 
Every man has the right to demand redress for something that has 
been taken from him, or for an offense he has suffered. The 
p rejudice which makes a distinction among the classes i s  pure fan
tasy. Nature has created all men equal ; there is not a single one 
amongst us who has not i ssued from his mother's womb naked 
and poor, not one whom she preserves or whom she annihilates 
differently from any other. The sole distinction among them I rec
ognize is that which virtue confers upon them. The only man who 
is born to be the obj ect of our contempt is he who uses the rights 
granted unto him by false conventions merely to indulge with 
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greater impunity in vice. On your feet, Count I Were you a prince 
of  royal blood, I would still demand from you the satisfaction 
which is due me. Get up, I say, and prepare to defend yourself 
forthwith, or I shall blow your brains out there where you lie." 

"One moment, young man," said the Count, slipping on his 
clothes. "Sit down, and let us have breakfast before we duel. . . .  
Would you deny me this one request ?" 

"As you wish, Count," Herman replied, "but I trust that a fter
ward you will consent to give me the satisfaction I demand . . . .  " 

The Count rang, breakfast was served, and the Senator, hav
ing given strict orders to be left alone with Herman, asked him, 
a fter their initial cup of coffee, whether all this had been under
taken with the knowledge and consent of Ernestine. 

" Most certainly not, Senator I She i s  completely unaware that 
I am here j and, what  is  more, she did her best to convince me you 
were interested in being of service to me." 

"If  this be true, can you explain to me what made you act in 
such a rash manner ?" 

"The fear of  being deceived, the certainty that once one has 
loved Ernestine 'tis impossible to conceive of giving her up. In 
short,  the desire to have it  out with you, to reach some sort of un
derstanding with you." 

"You soon will,  Herman, and though I owe you naught but 
reproaches for the immoderation of your methods . . .  though this 
ill-considered scheme might well have caused me to change my plans 
with what regards helping the Colonel 's  daughter, I shall none the 
less keep my word . . . .  Yes, Herman, you shall marry Ernestine j 
't is  a promise I have made, and one I shall keep. I am yielding noth
ing to you, young man ; I am not the kind of  man who need yield 
anything to you . 'Tis Ernestine and she alone who wins from me 
whatever she will, and ' tis  for her happiness that I sacrifice my 
own I "  

"Oh, noble and generous man I "  
"Y oU owe m e  nothing, I tell you. I have done i t  for Ernestine, 

and 'tis from her alone I would expect any show of gratitude." 
"Allow me to share that gratitude, Senator, and permit me at 

the same time to offer a thousand excuses for my hastiness and 
outburst . . . .  But, Monsieur, can I count upon your keeping your 



Ernestine + 753 

word, and i f  indeed you intend to  keep i t ,  would you refuse me the 
favor of putting your agreement into writing ?" 

"I shall indeed ; I shall write whatever you like, but ' tis point
less, and these ill-founded suspicions only add to the folly you have 
just committed." 

" 'Tis in order to reassure Ernestine." 
"She is  less distrustful than you ; she believes me. No ma tter ; 

I have no objection to writing what you ask, but upon condition it 
be addressed to her. To do otherwise would be in bad taste,  I 
cannot both serve you and abase myself before you . . . .  " 

And taking a writing desk, the Senator penned the following 
lines : 

Count Oxtiern hereby promises Ernestine Sanders to allow 
her to make her own free choice, and to take the most op
portune measures necessary to enable her to enjoy forthwith 
the pleasures of hymen, no matter what the cost  may be to 
him who adores her, whose sacrifice will soon be as certain as 
' twill be horrible. 

Poor Herman, who failed completely to understand the cruel 
ambiguity the note contained, took it  from the Count, kissed it 
passionately, reiterated his excuses for the rashness whereof he 
had been guilty, and flew to Ernestine, bearing her the sad trophies 
of his victory. 

Mademoiselle Sanders reprimanded Herman sharply and ac
cused him of having no confidence in her. She added that, after 
what she had told him, Herman should never have resorted to such 
extreme measures with a man whose station was so far above him 
in life, that it was now to be feared that the Count, perhaps having 
yielded to Herman's demands only out of concern for his own 
sa fety, would upon reflection be subsequently impelled to take ex
treme measures of his own which might be fatal for them both and 
which, in any event, would doubtless prove most harmful to her 
father. 

Herman hastened to reassure his mistress, reminded her of the 
promises contained in the Count's note . . .  which she had also read 
without perceiving the ambiguity contained therein. They revealed 
all that had taken place to the Colonel, who disapproved of Her-
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man's conduct even more keenly than had his daughter. None the 
less , they finally reconciled their differences, and our three friends, 
full confident that the Count would keep his word, separated feel
ing considerably reassured. 

Meanwhile, immediately after his scene with Herman, Oxtiern 
had gone downstairs to Madame Scholtz's chambers, and there 
recounted to her everything that had happened. That wicked 
woman, ever more convinced by the young man's intemperate act 
that  'twas becoming impossible to hope that she might one day 
seduce him, cast her lot more completely with the Count's cause, 
and promised him that  she would serve him until poor Herman had 
been completely crushed or destroyed. 

"I have sure means of causing his downfall ," this cruel wench 
declared. "I have a set of duplicate keys to his strongbox, though 
he is unaware of it. I must shortly redeem the sum of a hundred 
thousand ducats for bills of exchange due and payable to some 
Hamburg merchants. I can easily arrange to find him in error ; at 
which time he will have the choice either of marrying me or of be
ing utterly ruined." 

"Were he to choose the latter ," said the Count, "you shall in
form me forthwith ; you may be certain I shall take all necessary 
steps which our mutual desire for revenge requires." 

Then the two villains, all too cruelly united by common in
terests, laid their final plans to give their perfidious schemes the 
full stability and baseness they desired. 

Once these arrangements had been made, Oxtiern came to take 
his leave of the Colonel and his daughter. In her presence he re
strained himself, and rather than reveal to her his love and true 
intentions, gave evidence of all the nobility and disinterestedness 
that his hypocrisy enabled him to summon forth. He repeated his 
generous offers to Sanders to be of service to him, and they agreed 
that the Colonel would keep to his plan concerning a visit to Stock
holm. The Count urged that Sanders and his daughter consent to 
stay with him during their sojourn in the capital, but the Colonel 
replied that he would prefer to stay with his relative, Madame 
Plorman, whose fortune he was expecting his daughter to inherit. 
He pointed out that this token of friendship would give Ernestine 
an opportunity to deal tactfully wi th this woman, who was in a 
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position t o  augment considerably her fortune. Oxtiern approved of 
the plan ; they agreed that the voyage should be made by carriage, 
because Ernestine was afraid of the sea, and they took leave of 
one another with the most touching declarations of friendship and 
mutual esteem, without Herman's rash venture ever once having 
been mentioned in the course of their conversation. 

Madame Scholtz continued her hypocritic ways with Herman. 
Feeling the need to conceal her true sentiments until the plot she 
was preparing was fully hatched, she made no mention to him of 
her feelings and, in contrast with the way she had previously acted, 
she now evinced naught but solicitous concern for and interest in 
him. She concealed from him the fact that she had learned of  the 
blunder he had made in visiting the Count, and our worthy young 
man continued under the mistaken impression that, as the Count 
had not emerged from the confrontation in a very good light, he 
had taken pains to keep it a secret. 

N one the less, Herman was not una ware of the fact that the 
Colonel and his daughter were planning to leave Norrkoping. But, 
full confident that his mistress' heart was wholly his, that the 
Colonel 's friendship was steadfast, and that the Count's word was 
as good as gold, he had not the slightest doubt but that the first 
use to which Ernestine would put her influence with the Senator 
upon arriving in Stockholm would be to make him arrange for 
their immediate marriage. Sanders' daughter had constantly assured 
him that such was her intention, and indeed she sincerely believed 
her own words. 

Thus several weeks went by, when one day the people of 
N orrkoping saw a superb carriage arrive, attended by several 
valets, who brought with them a letter from Count Oxtiern to 
Colonel Sanders, and instructions to await that officer's orders rela
tive to the voyage he was to make to Stockholm together with his 
daughter, for which the carriage they were accompanying was in
tended. 

The letter announced to Sanders that, through the Senator's 
good offices, the widow Plorman was expecting her two relatives 
and had indeed prepared for them the best chambers in her house ; 
it went on to say that she would expect them any time they might 
care to come, and that the Count would await that moment in 
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order to discover to his friend Sanders the results of the initial 
efforts he had made in  his behalf. With what regarded Herman, 
the Senator added, he deemed i t  best that he be left behind to 
conclude without distraction the affairs that he had yet to settle 
with Madame Scholtz. Once they were concluded, and with his 
fortune in order, he would be in a much better position to come and 
offer his hand to the beautiful Ernestine. He further added that 
everyone would benefit from this arrangement, for during this same 
time the Colonel , honored wi th a pension and perhaps with a com
mission, would be even better situated to help his daughter. 

This clause displeased Ernestine ; it aroused some suspicions 
in her, which she lost no time in communicating to her father. 
The Colonel pretended that he had never conceived of Oxti ern's 
plans in  other terms than those outlined in his letter. 

"And furthermore," Sanders continued, "how could you ex
pect Herman to leave Norrkoping before he has settled his finan
cial affairs with Madame Scholtz 7" 

Ernestine shed a few tears and, still caught between her desire 
not to harm her father and her love for Herman, she did not dare 
to dwell upon her extreme inclination not to take advantage of the 
Senator's offers until such time as her beloved Herman was free 
to join them. 

They had therefore to make up their  minds to leave. The 
Colonel invited Herman to come and dine with them the evening 
of their  departure, in order to bid one another a fond farewell. He 
came to dinner, and their leave-taking, that painful moment of de
parture,  did not take place without the keenest display of emotion. 

"0 my beloved Ernestine, " said Herman, his face bathed in 
tears, "I  take my leave ; I cannot say whether I shall ever see you 
again. You are leaving me behind with a cruel enemy . . .  with a 
woman who disguises her true sentiments, which, I fear, are yet far 
from being annihilated within her heart. To whom shall I turn for 
help when this wench overwhelms me with the countless troubles 
whereof she is  full capable 7 . . .  when she sees me more than ever 
determined to follow you,  and when I have declared to her that my 
heart can never be given to anyone but you 7 And wha t  about you 7 
Where, Great God, are you both going ? To a place where you will 
be dependent upon a man who has loved you, who loves you still 
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. . .  and whose sacrifice is  scarce worthy o f  belief. H e  will seduce 
you, Ernestine, he  will dazzle you and blind you ; and poor Her
man, abandoned to his fate, will have naught to comfort him but 
his own tears." 

"Herman will always have Ernestine's heart," said Made
moiselle Sanders, clasping her lover's  hands in hers. "Can he ever 
fear that this heart, which is  his alone, could ever betray him ?" 

"Ah ! may I never lose it," said Herman, casting himself at 
the feet of  his beautiful mistress. " M ay Ernestine, never yielding 
to the solicitations to which she is  sure to be subj ected, remain con
vinced that 'tis impossible for there ever to be on the face of the 
earth a man who loves her as deeply as  do I I "  

And the hapless young man dared to ask Ernestine t o  allow 
that he cull from her rosy-colored lips a precious kiss which might 
serve him as a pledge for the promises he had asked of her. The 
wise and worthy young daughter of Colonel Sanders, who had 
never before granted him so much as  he was now asking, none the 
less deemed the circumstances were such as to allow it, and buried 
herself in Herman's arms. Herman, who was burning with love and 
desire, and succumbing to that plethora of somber joy whose sole 
expression is  the shedding of  tears, sealed his declarations of love 
upon the most beautiful mouth in the world, and from these self
same lips, still planted upon his ,  received the most delightful ex
pressions of both love and constancy. 

Yet the baleful hour of  departure at last arrived. For two 
hearts truly in love, what difference is there between this hour and 
the hour of death ? It seems as  though, upon leaving the obj ect one 
loves, one's heart literally breaks ; ' tis as though our organs, as it 
were enchained to the cherished obj ect whom we are leaving, wither 
away and die at  this cruel moment. One wishes to fly away, one re
traces one's steps, embraces once again, bids one last farewell, finds 
i t  impossible to make up one's mind to do so ; finally compelled to 
leave, 'tis as  though we had lost possession of our very faculties, 
as though the vital force which motivates our li fe had abandoned us, 
and what remains i s  dull and senseless, that the full meaning of 
existence lies but in the person from whom we are taking our leave. 

The Colonel had decided that they would leave directly they 
had finished dinner. Ernestine cast a last look at her lover, whose 
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face was bathed in tears ; her heart literally broke within her . . . .  
"0 Father," she cried out, breaking into tears herself, "see 

the sacrifice I am making for you." And, again throwing herself 
into Herman's arms : "You whom I have never ceased to love,"  she 
said to him, "you whom I shall love to the very edge of the grave, 
receive here in the presence of  my father the solemn oath which 
I hereby make never to belong to anyone but you. Write to me, 
let your thoughts be of  me, never listen to anything save what I am 
now saying, and consider me the most vile of creatures if ever an
other save yourself receives either my hand or my heart." 

Herman was in a state of extreme agitation. He bent to the 
ground and kissed the feet of her whom he worshiped. It was as 
though, by means of  these ardent kisses, his soul which impressed 
them, his entire soul , was, with these fiery kisses, striving to subdue 
and enthrall Ernestine . . . .  

"I shall never see you again . . .  I shall never see you again ,"  
he murmured above the  sobs wherewith he was enveloped . . . .  
"Father, let me follow you directly ; suffer not that they take Ernes
tine from me or, if this is the fate to which I am condemned, alas 1 
then plunge your sword into my heart I "  

The Colonel reassured and calmed h i s  friend, he gave him his 
word of honor never to stand in the way of  his daughter's desires ; 
but that love which feareth the worst can never be soothed. Seldom 
have two lovers taken leave of each other under such cruel circum
stances ; Herman sensed it only too well, and despite himself his 
heart was broken. But at  last they had to leave . . . .  Ernestine, 
overwhelmed with sorrow, her eyes filled with tears, climbed up 
beside her father into a carriage which bore her from the presence 
of him she loved. At that moment Herman had a vision wherein 
he thought he saw Death envelop with its dark wings the funereal 
carriage which was spiriting away from him his sweetest possession. 
His mournful cries rang out after her, calling Ernestine, his dis
traught soul sped a fter her, but she was gone, he could no longer 
see any trace of them . . . .  All was gone . . .  all was lost in the 
deep shadows of  the night, and the wretched young man returned 
to Madame Scholtz' s  in such a violent state that he managed to 
increase even further the jealousy of this dangerous monster. 

The Colonel and his daughter reached Stockholm the follow-
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ing day, and upon their arrival found awaiting them, at  Madame 
Plorman's door, Senator Oxtiern, who presented his hand to Ernes
tine. Although it had been several years since the Colonel had seen 
his relative, he was none the less very warmly received. But it  was 
easy to see that the Senator's  influence had had a prodigious effect 
upon the welcome they had received. Ernestine was much admired 
and flattered. Her aunt asserted that her beautiful niece would 
eclipse all the beauties of the capital, and that very day arrange
ments were made to procure her every possible pleasure, in order 
to make her head swim, to make her drunk with j oy, and cause her 
to forget her lover. 

M adame Plorman's house was naturally a solitary one. This 
woman, already well along in years and by nature avaricious, enter
tained but seldom. And ' twas perhaps for this very reason that  the 
C ount, who knew her ways, was in no wise upset at  the choice o f  
dwelling the C olonel h a d  settled upon. 

M adame Plorman had living with her a young officer of  the 
Regimental Guards, who was a degree closer to her in relationship 
than was Ernestine ; he, consequently, had a greater claim to her 
inheritance. Sindersen by name, he was a decent fellow, a gallant 
young man, but one who quite naturally looked somewhat askance 
at  relatives who, less closely related to Madame Plorman than he, 
none the less seemed to have formulated the same designs upon her 
fortune. This  knowledge created a slight coolness between him and 
the Sanderses. None the less, he  was all  civili ty and urbanity with 
Ernestine, and knew how to disguise beneath this worldly gloss we 
call politeness the slightly less affectionate sentiments which held 
sway in his heart. 

But let us  leave the Colonel to get settled in his new dwelling 
and return to N orrkoping, while Oxtiern bends his every effort to 
make a dazzling impression upon Ernestine, to keep her father 
amused, and in short to bring to a successful conclusion his treach
erous schemes. 

A week and a day following Ernestine's  departure, the mer
chants from Hamburg arrived to claim the hundred thousand 
ducats owed them by Madame Scholtz. That sum was presumed to 
be safely locked in Herman's safe. But the duplicity was already 
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done and, thanks to her duplicate set of keys, the funds were no 
longer there. 

Madame Scholtz,  who had invited the merchants to remain 
for dinner, straightway sent word to Herman to prepare their  
money, given that her guests wished to leave by boat that  same 
evening for Stockholm. I t  had been some time since Herman had 
inspected that  safe, but certain that the money was there, he con
fidently opened it, and almost fainted dead away when he realized 
that i t  had been robbed. He recovered his senses and ran to inform 
his protectress . . . .  

"Oh ! Madame , "  he cried, in a state of  distraction, "we've 
been robbed ! "  

" Robbed, you say I My friend, no one h a s  broken in here, and 
I can answer for the integrity of my own household." 

"Yet someone must have broken in, Madame . . .  i t  could not 
be otherwise, s ince the money is  gone ! And you certainly are sure 
of  me ! "  

"I  used t o  b e ,  Herman, but when love turns the head of a boy 
such a s you, i t  opens the floodgates of his heart to every kind of  
vice . . . .  You miserable young man,  beware of what  you may have 
done. I need my money forthwith. If you are guilty, confess your 
error to me . . .  but i f  you have done wrong and persist in keeping 
i t  from me, 't is  not you alone I may implicate in this fatal affair . 
. . . Ernestine left for Stockholm at the same time that my money 
disappeared . . .  who can say whether she has not fled the country ? 
. . .  She precedes you . . .  'tis a premeditated theft." 

"No, Madame, no, you do not for one moment believe wha t  
you a r e  saying, " Herman repl ied fi rmly. "You d o  not believe your 
own words, Madame. No thief commences his career by stealing such 
an enormous sum, and the major crimes in the hearts of men are 
always preceded by a previous display of  vice. What have you seen 
from me till now that  would lead you to believe I am capable of 
such embezzlement ? Had I committed the theft, would I still be 
here in N orrkoping ? Has i t  not been more than a week since you 
first informed me this money would have to be paid ? If indeed I 
had stolen it ,  would I have the effrontery to wait peacefully for the 
day of reckoning when my shame would be revealed ? Is such con
duct imaginable ,  and do you suppose I am capable of it ?" 
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" 'Tis not for me  t o  search out the reasons which might ac
count for your actions when I am the party injured by your crime, 
Herman. I am certain of thi s much only, and that i s  that you are 
in charge of my safe, you alone are responsible for it ,  't is empty 
when I have need of the money presumed to be contained therein, 
the locks are in no wise tampered with, none of my people has 
run away. This theft, which reveals no signs of burglary from 
without, whereof there is not a single trace, could only be the 
handiwork of the person who possesses the keys. For the last time, 
Herman, examine your heart and conscience. I shall make up 
some excuse to keep the merchants here another twenty-four hours. 
Tomorrow my money . . •  or I shall have to call upon the authori
ties to sort the matter out." 

Herman left the room in a state of despair easier felt than 
described. He burst into tears and charged Heaven with the re
sponsibility for allowing him to live only to be beset by so many 
misfortunes. Two choices lay open to him : to flee, or to blow out his 
brains . . .  but no sooner had he formulated the one and the other 
than he put both of them out of his mind with horror . . . .  Die 
without vindicating himself ? . . .  without cleansing himself of  sus
picions which would greatly distress Ernestine ? Would she ever 
recover from the blow of having given her heart to a man capable 
of such abj ect conduct ? Her delicate soul would never sustain such 
a blow, the sorrow would bring her to her grave . . . .  To flee 
would be tantamount to admitting one' s  guilt ; were it possible thus 
to provide grounds for accusing him of a crime he had never com
mitted ? Herman decided to leave the matter up to fate, and by 
letter to call upon the protection of the Senator and the friendship 
of the Colonel. He believed he could count upon the former, and 
felt absolutely certain of the latter. He wrote to them, recounting 
the terrible misfortune that had just befallen him, emphasized his 
innocence in a most convincing manner, and especially stressed to 
the Colonel how fatal such a situation might become for him, in
volving as it did a woman whose heart, filled with j ealousy, would 
not pass up the opportunity to eliminate him. He u rged them to 
advise him as  to a course of action without any delay, then com
mended himself to the decrees of Heaven, daring to believe as a 
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certainty that their impartiality would not allow his mnocence to 
suffer unjustly. 

You can easily imagine what a terrible night our young man 
spent. Early the following morning Madame Scholtz summoned 
him to her chambers. 

"Well , my friend," she said to him with an air of graciousness 
and candor, "are you ready to confess your errors, and are you now 
of a mind to tell me what impelled you to do such a singular 
thing ?" 

"I offer myself, and surrender myself for any justification," 
the young man replied bravely. "I would not have remained under 
your roof had I been guilty of the crime whereof I am accused. 
You gave me the time to flee, I would have taken advantage of it ." 

"Perhaps you would not have gotten very far without being 
followed, and such a fl ight would have been an admission of your 
crime. Your flight would have proved we were dealing with an in
experienced thief ; your fi rmness leads me to believe 'tis with a 
hardened thief we are involved." 

"We can settle our accounts whenever you wish, Madame. 
Until such time as  you find them in error, you have no right to treat 
me thus, and I have the right to request that you have more cer
tain proof of my guilt before casting any slurs upon my integrity." 

"Herman, is this what I had the right to expect from the 
young man whom I raised as  my own child and in whom I had 
placed my every hope ?" 

" 'Tis not an answer to what I have said, Madame. That you 
resort to this subterfuge surprises me ; in fact ' twould almost arouse 
certain doubts in my mind." 

" Do not provoke me,  Herman, do not provoke me when you 
ought to be doing everything within your power to move me to 
pity ,"  she said, before adding warmly : "Are you not aware, cruel 
creature, of my sentiments toward you ? Who then, this being the 
case,  would be most inclined to conceal your misdeeds ? . . .  Would 
I try and uncover faults when I would gladly shed my own blood 
to extirpate those you already have ? . . .  Listen, Herman, I can 
repair the damage. I have deposi ted in various banks ten times 
more than is required to cover the missing sum. All I ask is that 
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you confess to the theft . . .  consent to marry me, and the whole 
affair will be forgotten." 

"And, as  my reward for this horrible lie,  I shall  be given the 
greatest misfortune ever to befall me ?" 

"The greatest misfortune ever to befall you, false-hearted 
boy 1 What 1 'Tis thus you conceive of the bonds I propose, when 
a single word from me will seal your doom forever ?" 

"Y ou are not unaware,  Madame, that my heart is no longer 
mine to offer. Ernestine possesses it  entirely. Anything which 
threatens to interfere with the plans we have to j oin our destinies 
can only be regarded as hideous to me." 

"Ernestine ? . . .  Give her not another moment' s thought. She 
is  already Oxtiern' s wife." 

"Ernestine ? . . .  'Tis utterly impossible, Madame ; I have her 
word, and her heart. She is  incapable of deceiving me." 

"The whole matter was arranged in a dvance ; the Colonel 
was a party to it." 

"Merciful Heaven ! All right ! I shall find out for myself. I 
shall fly immediately to Stockholm . . .  there I shall see Ernestine 
and learn from her own lips whether what you are saying is  true . 
. . . What  am I saying ? Ernestine capable of betraying her lover ! 
No,  never . . .  you do not know the workings of her heart,  since 
you are capable of  believing such a story. No, M adame, the sun 
would cease to bless us  with its l ight before so heinous a crime 
could ever besoil Ernestine's  heart." 

And upon these words the young man made a s  though to dash 
from the house . . . .  Madame Scholtz, detaining him : 

"Herman, you are running off to your own ruin. Listen to me, 
my friend, ' tis the last time I shall speak. to you . . . .  Must I say 
it ? There are six witnesses who have signed depositions against 
you ; you were seen taking my money from the house ; the use 
whereto you put it  i s  also known : you distrusted Count Oxtiern. 
Provided with these hundred thousand ducats, you planned to 
abduct Ernestine and take her with you to England . . • .  Judicial 
proceedings are already under way, I must stress that fact to you. 
A single word from me will stop them. . . . Here is my hand, 
Herman ; accept it, and the whole affair is  forgotten." 

"A tissue of horrors and lies I" Herman cried out. "See how 



764 + T H E  MARQ UIS DE SADE 

glaring are the l ies and inconsistencies in what you say I If, as you 
pretend, Ernestine is already wed to the Senator, there is no 
reason why I should have stolen for her sake the sums missing 
from your coffers ; and i f  indeed I took that money for her, then 
' tis false that  she is the Count's wife. The moment you are able 
to l ie so rashly, this whole affair stands revealed as a pure fabrica
tion, a trap wherein your wickedness would ensnare me. But I shall 
find the means-or so I dare at  least believe-to regain for 
myself the honor whereof you would strip me, and those who will 
remain convinced of my innocence will at the same time prove you 
guilty of the crimes you have hatched in order to avenge yourself 
for my disdain." 

So saying, and thrusting aside the arm which Madame Scholtz 
again raised to restrain him, he immediately dashed out into the 
street, intending to flee to Stockholm. Poor Herman I . . . little 
did he real ize that his chains were already forged and waiting . 
. . . On Madame Scholtz 's doorstep, ten men seized him and 
dragged him ignominiously through the streets to the prison re
served for hardened criminals, while that savage creature responsi
ble for his ruin looked on, seeming to enjoy, as she watched him 
being dragged away, the  spectacle of misfortune wherein her un
bridled rage had just engulfed this wretched young man. 

"Great God I "  said Herman, seeing himself cast into the abode 
of  crime . • .  and all too often of injustice, "is't possible for 
Heaven to invent any further sorrows wherewith to burden my 
heart even more ? Oxtiern . . .  false-hearted Oxtiern, you are the 
artful schemer responsible for this entire plot, and ' tis your j eal
ousy that  has brought me here ; I am the victim of your own j eal
ousy and that of your accomplices . . . .  'Tis thus that men can be 
plunged from one moment to the next into the utter depths of 
humil iation and despair ! I fancied that ' twas crime alone could 
bring them to such a sorry pass . . . .  No . . .  all that is  required to 
make them criminal is  the mere shadow of suspicion ; one needs but 
to have powerful enemies in order to be annihilated ! But you, 
Ernestine, you whose solemn pledges still console my heart, i s  yours 
still wholly mine in this time of afHiction ? Is your innocence still 
a s  entire as mine ? Or is' t possible you are somehow implicated in 
this affair ? • • .  0 Merciful Heaven ! What terrible suspicions ! 
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That I could have harbored such a thought, even for a moment, 
oppresses me more than all the other wrongs wherewith I am over
whelmed. Ernestine guilty I . . . Ernestine capable of having be
trayed her lover ! . . .  Never could either fraud or deceit find any 
room in her sensitive soul ! . . .  And that tender kiss which I still 
cherish . . .  this one, this tender kiss which I received from her, 
could i t  have been culled from lips sullied by lies ? . . .  No, never, 
beloved soul, no, i t  could not . . . .  We are both the p awns of  de
ceit . . . .  How these monsters will try and take advantage of my 
situation to debase me in your eyes . . . •  Heaven-sent angel, do not 
be deceived by the artful stratagems of  evil men, and may your soul, 
as pure as  the God by Whom it was given, be as shielded as its 
model from the iniquities of this world." 

A silent, somber sorrow seized hold of  this miserable man. 
As he slowly began to realize the full horror of  his situation, his 
grief became so overwhelming that he began to struggle and thrash 
about in the midst of his irons. At times ' twas the thought of prov
ing his innocence that motivated his movements ; at others, ' twas 
to the feet of  Ernestine he would run. He writhed on the floor, the 
vaults above his head rang out with his piercing cries . . . .  He got to 
his feet, he hurled himself aga inst the walls around him, striving 
to break them with his weight. He battered himself mercilessly 
against them, he was covered with blood and, falling again near the 
barriers which he had not even shaken, the only signs of l ife in his 
beleaguered soul were the tears and sobs and moans of despair  
which issued from him. 

There is no situation under the sun that can be compared to 
that of a pri soner whose heart is  aflame with love. The impossi
bility of communicating, of reaching an understanding or dissolving 
one 's doubts stra ightway brings all the ills of this sentiment into 
focus in a most frightful manner ; the benevolent features of a 

loving God are, for the prisoner, but so many vipers attacking his 
heart ; a thousand fantasies becloud his vision ; by turns anxious and 
calm, now credulous and the next moment filled with dread suspi
cion, both fearing and desiring the truth, detesting and adoring the 
obj ect of his passion, believing her to be false and at  the same time 
excusing her perfidious ways, his soul, like the waves of an angry 
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sea,  i s  naught but a spongelike mass which absorbs all passions and 
by them i s  consumed all the more quickly. 

The authorities hastened to succor Herman. But what a bale
ful favor they were doing him by raising the cup of  life to his 
grieving l ips ,  when there remained for him within naught but the 
bitter lees I 

Feeling the necessity to defend himself, and realizing that his  
overwhelming desire to see Ernestine could only be brought about 
by proving his innocence, he assumed his own defense. The judicial 
inquiry was opened, but the case was deemed too important to be 
heard before a lower tribunal such as  that of N orrkoping, and was 
transferred to a higher court in Stockholm. The prisoner was taken 
to Stockholm, where he was happy ( if indeed the term is  applicable 
to such a cruel situation ) to be able to breathe the same air as  his  
beloved Ernestine. 

"I  shall be in the same town as she," he said to himself before 
he was moved to the capital. "Perhaps I may even be able to 
apprise her of  my fate . . .  which i s  doubtless being concealed from 
her ! . . .  Perhaps I may even manage to see her. But regardless of 
what may happen, I shall be there, less vulnerable to the plots 
directed against me. 'Tis impossible for whatever comes in contact 
with Ernestine not to be purified by the proximity of her beautiful 
soul j the brilli ance of her virtues reflects upon everything around 
her . . . .  They are the rays of  the sun which give life to the earth . 
. . . I have nothing to fear so long as she is near." 

Poor credulous lovers, such are the fantasies which fill your 
hearts . . .  they comfort you, 't is a gift not l ightly to be dismissed. 

Let us  now leave the unfortunate Herman, to see what is  hap
pening in Stockholm among those persons with whom we are con
cerned. 

Ernestine, with her constant distractions and her continual 
round of  festivities, had none the less not forgotten her beloved 
Herman j far from it .  She surrendered naught but her eyes to the 
new spectacles with which they were trying to impress her, but her 
p.eart, still filled with her lover, had no room for anyone other 
than him. She would have preferred that he be present to share her 
pleasures, which were pale and insipid without him. She desired 
him, she saw him at  every turn, and the loss of her illusion only 
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made the truth of her situation all the more cruel. Poor Ernestine 
had not the slightest inkling of the dreadful state to which the man 
who occupied her thoughts with such despotic sway had been re
duced. All she had received from him was one letter, written before 
the arrival of the merchants from Hamburg, and sure measures had 
been taken since then to make certain that she receive no further 
word from him. Whenever she expressed her concern about his 
silence, her father and the Senator simply blamed these delays upon 
the magnitude of  the business affairs for which the young man was 
responsible, and sweet Ernestine, whose delicate soul feared the 
very thought of sorrow, let herself gently be Lulled into believing 
whatever seemed to calm her troubled heart. Was she plagued by 
further reflections ? Again they reassured her in the same manner, 
the Colonel in all good faith, the Senator out of sheer hypocrisy ; 
but reassure her they did, and meanwhile, beneath her feet, the 
abyss was steadily being prepared. 

Oxtiern was also making sure that Sanders was enjoying him
self, and had arranged for him to be invited to the homes of sev
eral ministers. These marks of attention flattered the Colonel's 
pride ; they also made him more indulgent concerning the Count's 
delay in keeping his word, and Oxtie rn never tired of telling him 
that, all his efforts notwithstanding, the wheels of the Court were 
wont to grind slowly. 

This dangerous suborner who, had he been able to attain his 
desired ends by some other manner than through the crimes he was 
contemplating, might have refrained from committing them, at
tempted upon occasion to revert to the language of  love with her 
whom he was yearning to corrupt. 

"There are times when I regret the efforts I am exerting in 
your behalf," he said one day to Ernestine. "I can feel that the 
power of  your eyes is eroding my courage by slow degrees. My 
honesty compels me to keep my word and arrange for your marriage 
with Herman, but my heart resists. 0 Merciful Heaven ! why does 
the hand of Nature both endow fair Ernestine with so many graces 
and implant such seeds of weakness in Oxtiern's heart ? I would 
serve you better were you less beautiful ; or perhaps I would love 
you less were you not so unyielding." 

"Count Oxtiern ," said Ernestine, much alarmed by his words, 
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"I thought these sentiments had long ago been put out of your mind, 
and I cannot conceive that you are still preoccupied with them I "  

" 'Tis t o  give but slight credit t o  either of  the following possi
bilities ,  and that is to believe that the impressions you provoke are 
any less strong than they were before, or to imagine that, when 
' ti s  my heart that has received them, they might be less than 
eternal." 

"Can they be reconciled with the question of  honor ? And did 
you not swear by all that is holy that  you would bring me to Stock
holm only in order to further my father's career and to help ar
range my marriage with Herman ? Was this not what you solemnly 
promised ?" 

"Herman I always Herman, Ernestine. Tell me, is there no 
way to make you forget this baleful name ?" 

"Assuredly not, Senator, ' tis  a name I shall utter so long as the 
cherished image of him who bears it shall remain graven in my soul, 
and I must forewarn you that death alone could alter this situation. 
But Count, why do you dally so in fulfilling your promised obliga
tions ? I should soon be seeing-'tis your own words I repeat-this 
beloved and unique object of my love ; why, therefore, is he so slow 
in joining us here ?" 

"His accounting problems with Madame Scholtz, ' tis  certainly 
the reason for this delay which so disturbs you." 

"Direcdy that i s  done, will he join us ?" 
"Yes . . .  you will see him then, Ernestine . . . .  I promise you 

that I shall arrange for you to see him, regardless of how much i t  
may pain me  . . .  regardless of the place where you will b e  reunited 
. . .  you will certainly see him . . . .  And what will be my reward for 
these services rendered ?" 

"The pleasure you derive, Count, from having rendered them ; 
for a sensitive soul , there i s  none greater." 

"To purchase such a pleasure a t  the cost of the sacrifice you 
require is  to pay it very dearly, Ernestine. Do you think there are 
many souls capable of such an effort ?" 

"The greater the effort, the more deserving I shall find you." 
"Ah 1 how cold the epithet 'deserving' is ,  and how poorly i t  

describes the sentiments I have for  you 1 "  
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"But if  ' tis the  most  you can expect to obtain from me, should 
it not satisfy you ?" 

"N ever . . .  never I "  the Count then said, casting a furious look at 
poor Ernestine . . . .  And, immediately rising to take his leave : "You 
do not know the soul that you are flouting, Ernestine . . •  you are 
blind, too blind . . . .  No, you do not know that soul, you do not know 
to what lengths your contempt and disdain can drive it." 

I t  is  easy to imagine that these last words left Ernestine in a 
state of alarm. She wasted no time recounting them to the Colonel 
who, still completely convinced of the Senator's integrity, failed to 
see in them the meaning that Ernestine had sensed. The credulous 
Sanders, wrapped up in his ambitions, upon occasion reverted to the 
theme of his preferring the Count to Herman as a son-in-law. But 
at these times his daughter reminded him of his word, to which 
the frank and honest Colonel was a thrall. He yielded to Ernestine' s  
tears and vowed to keep on reminding the  Senator of the  prom
ises he had made to them both, adding that if he thought he de
tected the least sign of insincerity on the part of Oxtiern, he would 
request that the Count take her back to N orrkoping. 

'Twas about this same time that these two worthy souls, who 
were being too cruelly deceived, received some letters from Madame 
Scholtz , with whom they had parted on the best of  terms. These 
letters begged them to excuse Herman for his silence, and added 
that he was in the best of health. But, overwhelmed with the many 
problems attendant upon a settling of accounts-accounts which 
were proving somewhat difficult to balance, doubtless attributable to 
the grief wherewith Herman was aftlicted at being separated from 
the person he loved-he was obliged to borrow the hand of  his 
benefactress in order to send news of himself to his best friends. He 
besought them not to be worried, and reassured them that within a 
week Madame Scholtz herself would bring him to Stockholm, where 
he would prostrate himself at the feet of  his beloved Ernestine. 

These missives succeeded in somewhat  allaying her anxiety, but 
failed to reassure her completely . . . .  

"It  takes but a few minutes to write a letter ," she said. "Why 
did Herman not take the trouble to write himself ? He must have 
recognized that I would have placed grea ter faith in a single word 
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from his own hand than in twenty epistles written by a woman whom 
we have every reason to distrust." 

Sanders tried to set his  daughter's  mind a t  ease j Ernestine, 
who was a trusting soul, yielded momentarily to the efforts her 
father was making to soothe her, only to feel the grave pangs of 
anxiety return immediately to sear her troubled soul. 

Meanwhile, the judicial inquiry into Herman's alleged crime 
was proceeding apace. The Senator, however, who had been in con
tact with the examining magistrates, had recommended that the 
case be treated with all possible discretion. He had demonstrated 
to them that if it became publicly known that the case were being 
investigated, Herman's accomplices-those who were in possession 
o f  the money-would cross the border into a foreign country, i f  
indeed they had n o t  already done so ,  a n d  because o f  the security 
measures they would have taken, ' twould be impossible ever to re
cover the missing sum. This specious reasoning resulted in the 
magistrates conducting their inquiry with complete secrecy. Thus 
the entire proceeding took place in the very city where E rnestine 
and her father were living withou t ei ther the one or  the other ever 
realizing it ,  and without i t  ever being possible that  any news o f  it 
was  brought to their  a ttention. 

Such was more or less the state of affairs when the C olonel , 
for the first time in his l ife,  found himself invited to dinner a t  the 
Minister o f  War's. Oxtiern was unable to escort him there per
sonally j h e  had, he said,  some twenty people himself that evening, 
but he  gave Sanders to understand that he was responsible for that 
favor and, when he implied as much, urged the C olonel not to turn 
down the invitation. The Colonel had not the slightest desire to be  
remiss,  although there was a question in  h is  mind as  to whether this 
perfidious dinner would really contribute to his happiness. He 
dressed as  impeccably a s  he  knew how, commended his daughter to 
the care of  Madame Plorman, and set off for the Minister's m an
sIOn. 

He had not been gone an hour when Ernestine saw Madame 
Scholtz appear in her qua rters. The greetings were brief. 

"Let us waste not a minute ," the merchant said to her, "but 
hasten together to Count Oxtiern's. I have just brought Herman 
thither, and have come here as  quickly as  I could to inform you 
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tha t  your protector and your lover both await you with equal im
patience."  

"Herman ?" 
"N one other ." 
"Why did he not accompany you here ?" 
"He had some initial business with the Count, no doubt some 

obligation he felt compelled to pay him. The Senator, who loves 
you, i s  sacrificing himself for this young man ; does Herman not 
owe him his eternal gratitude ? . . .  And would he not be remiss if 
he failed to express it ? . . .  But you see how both of them have sent 
me flying to fetch you . . • •  'Tis the day when sacrifices are to be 
offered, Mademoiselle," Madame Scholtz pursued, casting a hypo
critical glance at Ernestine. "Come and see them consummated I "  

That miserable girl, torn between the urgent desire to fly to 
where they told her Herman was waiting and the fear of acting 
rashly in consenting to go to the Count' s while her father was away, 
could not make up her mind what to do. And as  Madame Scholtz 
was still urging her to come, Ernestine thought it  prudent in such 
a situation to ask Madame Plorman for her advice, and to request 
that she be accompanied either by the widow herself or by her 
cousin Sindersen. But Sindersen was not at  home, and when she 
consulted Madame Plorman the widow replied by saying that  the 
Senator's house enjoyed too high a reputation for a girl to have 
the slightest fea r  about going there alone. She added that her niece 
must be familia r  with the house, since she had been there several 
times with her father and, what was more, the moment Ernestine 
went there accompanied by a lady of the age and high station of 
Madame Scholtz, there was certainly no danger. She said further 
that she would be only too happy to join them were it  not for the 
fact that for the past ten years painful infirmities of a most horrible 
nature had restricted her to the confines of her own home, from 
which it had been impossible to venture forth into public. 

"But you are running no risk at all, my dear niece," Madame 
Plorman went on. "Go where you wish without feeling the slightest 
qualm. I shall inform the Colonel the moment he returns, so that  
he may come and fetch you straightway." 

Ernestine, delighted to hear advice which agreed so completely 
with her own views, wasted no time climbing into Madame 
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Scholtz 's  carriage, and they soon arrived at the Senator's house,  
to find him awaiting their arrival at  the door o f  his mansion. 

" Come hither, my charming Ernestine," he said, offering her 
his hand, "come and revel in your triumph, enj oy my sacrifice and 
that  of Madame Scholtz , come and prove to yourself that in the 
souls of sensitive creatures the virtue of generosity perforce must 
p revail over any other sentiment . . . .  " 

Ernestine could no longer control herself ; her heart was 
pounding with impatience, and i f  the anticipation of happiness made 
her more beautiful,  then she was doubtless at  this moment more 
worthy than ever to receive the homage of the entire universe . . . .  
And yet there were certain things that alarmed her and acted as a 
damper upon the sweet emotion wherewith she was consumed. 
Although it  was still broad daylight, not a single valet was to be 
seen anywhere in the house, wherein a lugubrious silence reigned. 
Not a word was to be heard, and as she moved from room to room 
the doors closed carefully behind her. The deeper they penetrated 
into the house, the darker i t  grew, and these precautionary measures 
so terrified Ernestine that she was on the verge of fainting by the 
time they reached the room wherein she was to be received. She a t  
length arrived in this chamber, a rather spacious salon which over
looked the public square. But the windows which looked upon the 
square were tightly closed j only one of the rear windows of the 
room was slightly aj ar, through which a few rays of sunlight filtered 
through the lowered blinds , and when Ernestine entered the room 
it  was completely empty. The poor girl was scarcely breathing : 
realizing none the less that her safety depended upon her courage, 
she maintained her sang-froid and said : 

"Monsieur, what is the meaning o f  this solitude, and of this 
dreadful silence ? . . .  The doors which are carefully closed behind 
us,  these windows closely shuttered so that scarcely a ray of  light 
can get through them : all these measures have been taken with the 
express purpose o f  frightening me : where i s  Herman ?" 

"Sit down, Ernestine ," said the Senator, taking a seat between 
her and Madame Scholtz . "Remain calm and l isten to what I have 
to say. A great many things have happened, my dear girl, since you 
left Norrkoping. The man to whom you have given your heart has 
unfortunately proven that he is  unworthy of your gift." 
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"0 Merciful Heaven ! You frighten me I "  
"Your Herman is a scoundrel , Ernestine. What remains to be 

determined is whether you are in any way involved in the theft of 
a considerable sum of money which he stole from Madame Scholtz. 
You are under suspicion." 

"Count," said Ernestine, getting to her feet with as  much 
nobility as steadfastness of purpose, "your artifice i s  discovered. I 
can see that I have acted rashly . . .  I am as good as  lost . . .  I have 
fallen into the hands of  my two worst enemies . . .  I am completely 
at the mercy of those who have plotted my destruction . . . .  " And, 
falling to her knees : "Almighty God," she cried out, "I have now 
no longer anyone but Thee as my protector ; do not, I beseech Thee, 
abandon innocence to the dangerous hands of crime and cunning I "  

"Ernestine," sa id  Madame Scholtz, raising her  from her 
kneeling position and forcing her in spite of herself into the same 
chair in which she had been sitting, " 'tis not a question of praying 
here to God, ' ti s  a question of replying. The Senator is in no wise 
misrepresenting the matter to you. Your Herman has stolen a 
hundred thousand ducats from me, and he was within an ace of 
coming to fetch you away when, fortunately, the entire affa ir  was 
brought to light. Herman was arrested, but  the money has  still not 
been found, and he steadfastly denies having misappropriated the 
funds. 'Tis this which has led us to believe that the money is already 
in your hands. Meanwhile the whole affair is shaping up badly : 
there are several witnesses who have testified against him ; several 
citizens of N orrkoping have admitted having seen him leave my 
house under cover of  night carrying some sacks beneath his coat. 
The crime has been proven beyond the shadow of a doubt, and your 
lover is now in the hands o f  justice." 

Ernes tine-Herman guilty I Herman suspected of having com
mitted a crime ! And you believed it, Monsieur ? . . .  You allowed 
yourself to believe i t ? 

The Count-Ernestine, we have neither the time to discuss 
this matter nor the time to think of anything save remedying the 
situation as quickly as possible. Rather than mention it to you to 
no purpose or grieve you senselessly, I wished to have the entire 
story before resorting to the scheme wherein you see me  involved 
today. At present you are merely under the cloud of suspicion, ' ti s  
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for this reason I wished to spare you the humiliations of imprison
ment. l owed it to your father, and to you, and I have fulfilled that 
obligation. But as for Herman, he i s  guilty . . . .  No, my dear girl, 
' tis even worse than that, and I tell you this with fear and trembling : 
he has been sentenced . . . .  

Ernes tine ( blanching ) -Sentenced I . . .  Herman sentenced I 
. . .  The very paragon of innocence I . . .  0 Merciful Heaven ! 

"The whole affair can be put right, Ernestine," the Senator 
hastened to resume, supporting her in his arms, "the whole affair 
can be put right, I say . . . .  All I ask i s  that you resist my passion no 
longer ; grant me, here and now, the favors I demand of you, and 
I shall hasten directly to the magistrates . . . .  They are within a 
stone's throw of here," he said, pointing to the public square, "they 
are a ssembled to conclude this cruel affair . . . .  I shall fly out there 
to them . . .  I shall take them the hundred thousand ducats and 
testi fy that  the error was mine, whilst Madame Scholtz will with
draw all complaints against him and at the same time swear that 
' twas but an error in the bookkeeping due to the reconciliation of 
accounts between Herman and herself, wherein the missing sum 
was posted twice. In one word, I shall save your lover . . .  and that 
i s  not all : I shall furthermore keep the promise I made you, and 
within a week I shall see to it that you become his wife . . . .  Make 
up your mind, Ernestine, and above all waste not a moment, for 
time is precious . . . .  Bear in mind the sum I shall be sacrificing . . .  
the crime whereof you may stand accused . . .  the dreadful situation 
of Herman . . .  the happiness which at last will be yours, if only 
you consent to satisfy my desire."  

Ernestine-I, you would have me consent to such infamies ! 
You would have me redeem, at such a price, a crime whereof neither 
Herman nor I were ever guilty ! 

The Count-Ernestine, you are in my power ; the thing you 
fear can come to pass without your surrender. I am therefore doing 
more for you than I should by rendering to you him whom you 
love, upon condition you grant me a favor I can obtain without that 
clause . . . .  Time is of the essence. In one hour ' twill be too late 
. . .  in one hour Herman will  be dead, and you wil l  not be the less 
dishonored . . . .  Reflect well upon this : your refusal wil l  result in 
your lover's death, without having saved your modesty, whilst the 
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sacrifice o f  that selfsame modesty-the high regard in which ' tis 
held i s  imaginary-will result in the reprieve of him you hold so 
dear-wha t  am I saying ?-will straightway restore him to your 
waiting arms . . . .  Credulous and falsely virtuous girl . . .  if you 
hesi tate between two such choices, you were guilty of a reprehensible 
weakness, nay, worse yet, of a most certain crime. By granting 
what I ask, you will lose naught but an illusory asset . . . .  By 
refusing, you will be guilty of sending a man to his  death, and that 
man whom you will have sacrificed i s  the one you love most in the 
world . . . .  M ake up your mind, Ernestine, make up your mind ; I 
shall give you no more than five minutes. 

Ernestine-I have already made up my mind, Monsieur. 'Tis 
out of  the question to commit one crime in order to prevent another. 
I know my betrothed well enough to be certain he would prefer his 
own death to my dishonor, all the more so because he would not 
marry me a fter I had been debased. Were I to consent to your 
demands, therefore, I would render myself guilty without making 
him any happier ,  and my guilt would not have saved him, since he 
assuredly would not survive such an excess of  horror and calumny. 
Therefore le t  me leave, Monsieur, and refrain from making your
self more criminal than I suspect you already to be . . . .  I shall go 
and die beside my lover ; I shall share his dreadful fate, but at least  
I shal l  d ie  worthy of  him,  and I prefer to die virtuous than to live 
in i gnominy . . . .  

Then the Count became furious . . . .  
"You expect to l eave this house ! "  he said,  fuming with rage 

and love, "you expect to escape me before I have satisfied my 
desire ! 'Tis an empty hope ; do not delude yoursel f, you wild 
creature . . . .  Thunderbolts will strike the earth and wipe i t  out 
before I shall ever set you free ,  before you have quenched the fl ame 
wherewith I am devoured ,"  he  said,  taking the poor girl  in his  
a rms . . . .  

Ernestine tried to defend herself . . .  but in vain . . . .  Oxtiern 
was a madman, whose wild schemes make one' s  blood run cold . . . .  

"Wait ! "  said Madame Scholtz, "wait  one moment. Perhaps 
her reluctance stems from her doubts." 

" Perhaps i t  does ,"  sa id the Senator,  "we must convince her." 
And taking Ernestine by the hand, he dragged her toward the 
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windows which looked out onto the public square,  and hurriedly 
opened the blinds. 

"There, treacherous creature," he said to her, "see your 
Herman and his  gallows. "  

And indeed, there o n  the square stood the bloody theater, and 
poor Herman, on the threshold of  losing his  l i fe thereon , appeared 
with a confessor a t  the foot  o f  the scaffold. Ernestine recognized 
him . . .  she attempted to cry out . . .  tr ied to throw herself  out the 
window . . .  she felt her entire body growing weak . . . all her 
senses began to fail her, and she collapsed. 

At this point Oxtiern rushed to accomplish his  perfidious 
designs . . . .  He seized the poor unconscious creature and, without 
being the least bit  frightened by the condition she was in,  he dared 
to consummate his  crime, he dared util ize ,  to satisfy his  uncon
trollable rage, that respectable creature whom Heaven had aban
doned and unjustly allowed to be subj ected to the most horrible 
frenzy of his p assion. Ernestine was dishonored without ever re
covering consciousness ; at the same moment, Oxtiern's unfortunate 
rival submitted to the blade o f  justice : Herman was no more. 

After they had ministered to her,  E rnestine at  length opened 
her eyes. The first word she uttered was Herman ; her first wish 
was for a dagger . . . .  She rose to her feet, went back to that 
terrible window which was still partly open, and tried to cast her
self out of it ,  but they restrained her bodily. She asked for her 
lover, was told that he was al ive no longer and that she alone was 
responsible for his  death . . . .  She shuddered . . .  her mind became 
unhinged . . .  disj ointed phrases tumbled from her l ips . . .  sobs 
punctuated the words . . .  ' twas only the tears which refused to 
flow . . . .  Only a fter all this did she perceive that she had just  been 
made Oxtiern's victim . . .  she cast a furious look at him. 

"So 't is  you, scoundrel , "  she said, " ' tis you who in  one fell 
swoop have ravished my honor and deprived me o f  my lover I " 

"Ernestine ,  there i s  no wrong that cannot be made right, " said 
the Count. 

"Of that  I am sure , "  said Ernestine,  "and no doubt i t  will .  
And now am I free to go ? Has your rage been appeased ?" 

" Senator I" cried M adame Scholtz ,  "do not let this girl leave 
here . . . .  She will be the undoing of us both What do we care 
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about this creature's life ? L e t  u s  straightway cut it  short and spend 
the rest of our days in peace." 

"N 0,"  sa id the C ount. "Ernestine realizes that to lodge a 
complaint against us would serve no purpose.  She has  lost her 
betrothed, but she can still  see  to i t  that her  father 's  fortune is 
made.  Let her not breathe a word, and happiness can still  be hers ." 

"Complaints,  Senator,  I lodge complaints ? . . .  Madame sus
p ects that I might be tempted to institute an action against you ? 
No, no . . .  There are  certain kinds o f  offenses for which a woman 
does not lodge any complaint . . .  she cannot without debasing 
herself, and the avowals, which would be all too embarrassing to 
her ,  would offend her modesty far more than the redress she would 
receive to satisfy her revenge were ever worth. Let me go, Senator, 
let  me leave this place, and you may count upon my discretion." 

"Ernestine , I intend to let  you go . . . .  And let me remind you 
once again : your fate i s  in  your own hands." 

"I know that  full  well , "  responded Ernestine proudly, " ' tis 
they will insure i t ."  

"How unwise of  you ! "  Madame Scholtz exclaimed. "Oh ! 
Count, I would never have agreed to be your accomplice had I 
suspected you were capable of such weakness ! "  

"Ernestine will not betray u s , "  sa id the Count. "She knows I 
love her  still . . . .  She knows that the reward for her silence can 
be m a rriage." 

"Ah ! have no fear,  have no fear ,"  said Ernestine,  getting 
into the carriage which awaited her. "I  care far too much about 
redeeming my honor to resort to such base methods . . . .  You will 
be  pleased by those I choose,  my dear Count. They will do honor 
to us  both. Adieu." 

. 

Ernestine ' s  carriage started off . . . .  Her way home took her 
through the middle o f  the public square whereon her lover had just 
perished ; she had to fight her way through the crowd which had 
just finished feasting its  eyes upon the terrible spectacle. Her 
courage alone sustained her ; her resolution lent her strength, and 
a t  last  she a rrived home. 

Her father returned at  the same moment ; Oxtiern had artfully 
a rranged for the Colonel to be detained the length of time required 
for the consummati on of his  crime . . . .  He s aw his daughter pale 
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and distraught . . .  her hair  in disarray ; but she was none the less 
dry-eyed, her countenance was proud, and her words fi rm. 

" M ay I speak to you p rivately, Father ?" she said. "I  have 
something I must tell you." 

"Daughter, you frighten me . . . .  What has  happened ? You 
h ave been out while I was away . . . .  I have heard rumors concern-
ing the execution of a young man from � orrkoping. I hurried home 
in a state o f  deep distress . . .  grea tly disturbed. Tell me all you 
know . . .  the icy hand of  death grips my heart." 

"Listen to me,  Father . . .  restrain your tears" ( and, casting 
herself into the Colonel ' s  arms ) : "We were not born to know 
happiness, Father. There are certain persons whom Nature creates 
solely to drift from one misfortune to the next throughout the short 
span of their days here on earth. Not all of  us can hope to experi
ence a n  equal share o f  happiness ; on this score we must submit to 
the will of Heaven. But at  least  you still have your daughter, she 
will be  a source of  help to you in your old age, a rod and staff to 
comfort you . . . .  The poor young man from N orrkop ing about 
whom you have just heard i s  none other than Herman ; he has just 
perished on the gallows before my very eyes . . . .  Yes, Father, 
before my eyes . . . .  They wanted me to witness the execution . . .  
and I did.  Herman died the victim o f  M adame Scholtz' s insane 
jealousy and Oxtiern' s  mad rage . . . .  'Tis not all I have to tell , 
Father : would that the loss of my lover were all I had to discover 
to  you ; but, a las ,  I have suffered an even crueler one . . . .  Your 
daughter has been returned to you dishonored . . .  Oxtiern . . .  
while one o f  h is  victims was being sacrificed beneath the execu
tioner's blade, was  despoiling the other." 

Sanders, in a state o f  fury, rose to his  feet : 
" I  have heard enough,"  he said.  " My duty is clear .  The son 

of tha t  worthy friend of  Charles XII needs no one to tell him how 
to deal with a traitor. Within the hour either I shall be dead or 
your honor will be avenged. " 

"N 0, Father, I beseech you , "  sa id Ernestine, restraining the 
Colonel from leaving. "I demand, in the name of  all you hold most 
dear,  that you not seek this revenge yourself.  I f  I had  the mis
fortune to lose you , can you imagine the horror of my fate ? Left 
alone,  with no one to look to for support . . .  an easy mark for the 
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foul schemes of  these monsters ; do you think they would waste any 
time sacrificing me in turn ? . . .  You must live for me, Father, for 
your dear daughter who, in the depths of  her despair, has no one 
but you to turn to for help or  consolation . . .  has only your hands 
wherewith to wipe away her tears . . . .  Listen to my plan ; it requires 
but a minor sacrifice, which may even prove to be superfluous if my 
cousin Sindersen is a man of feeling. The fear that  my aunt may 
show a preference for me  in her will i s  the sole reason for the 
slight coolness that has existed between us. I intend to dispel his 
fears and sign a statement renouncing my share of her inheritance j 
I shall win him over to our cause. He i s  young, he is courageous, 
he i s  a soldier like yourself. He will go and find Oxtiern and will 
cleanse my wrong with the blood of  this traitor. And as we demand 
satisfaction, if he  succumbs I shall no longer restrain your arm, and 
you in your turn will go seek out the Senator and avenge at  once 
both your daughter' s honor and the death of  him she loved. By so 
doing, the scoundrel who deceived me will have two enemies against 
him rather than one j and for one such as he, the more enemies the 
better I" 

"But Daughter, Sindersen i s  very young for a foe such as 
Oxtiern." 

"Have no fears ,  Father, traitors are always cowards, victory 
will not be difficult . . . .  Ah I may it be given to me to see him thus 
vanquished 1 . . .  In any case, I demand that  this plan be followed 
• . .  you owe it to me, Father . . .  the wrong I have suffered gives 
me that  right. I beseech you to grant me this one request . . . .  'Tis 
at  your feet I request i t ." 

"If 'tis what you want, then I consent to it ," said the Colonel, 
helping his daughter to her feet, "and the argument tha t  makes me 
yield to your wishes i s  the certainty of increasing the number of 
enemies, as  you say, arrayed against the person who dishonored 
you."  

Ernestine kissed her father and hurried off to find her cousin. 
She returned in a short time. 

"Sindersen agrees and is  ready, Father," she said to the 
Colonel. "But because of his aunt he most earnestly entreats you 
not to breathe a word of this to Madame Plorman, who could never 
forgive herself for having advised me to go to the Count's house, 



7 8 0  .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

which she did in all good faith.  Sindersen is therefore of the opinion 
tha t  all this must be kept from Ma dame Plorman ; he will avoid 
meeting you till the affair i s  concluded, and you will do the same 
with him." 

"Agreed," sa id  the Colonel, "let him fly forth and seek re
venge . . .  I shall be but a step or  two behind . . . .  " 

All grew calm . . . .  Ernestine retired for the night, apparently 
quite  calm. The following morning at an early hour Count Oxtiern 
received a letter in an unknown hand which consisted merely of the 
following words : 

A heinous  cri m e  can n o t  be c o m m i t ted with impunity ;  an  
odious  injustice can n o t go u n avenged; a decen t  girl ca n n o t  b e  
dis h o n o red with o u t  the tempter, o r  him who i s  respo nsible f o r  
th e crim e, p aying w i t h  h i s  life . A t  ten o'clock to night  an 
officer dressed in  a red u n iform will b e  s trolling ncar the po rt, 
a sword b e neath his arm, awaiting y o u r  arrival. If y o u  fail to  
meet  him there, this  s a m e  officer will c o m e  to y o u r  h o us e  the  
following day and there will blo w y o u r  brains o u t. 

The letter was  delivered by a servant out of livery, and since 
he had been instructed to retu rn with a reply, he came back with 
this same note, on the back o f  which was  penned simply these four 
words : I s hall b e  there. 

But the false-hearted Oxtiern was too intrigued to learn what 
had transpired at M adame Plorman's  house since Ernestine' s re
turn not to have employed every means his  fortune could command 
to obtain that informat ion.  He learned who the officer dressed in 
red was to be ; he learned too that the Colonel had instructed h is  
personal valet  to prepare for  him an English uniform, as  he in
tended to don a disguise to follow him to whom the task of  avenging 
his daughter had been entrusted, so  tha t  the avenger would not  
recognize  him. And,  in the unlikely event that he were defeated in  
the duel, he ,  the Colonel, would take up the cudgels on the spot.  
'Twas more than enough for Oxtiern to use in order to devi se  a 
new and terrible plot.  

Night fell ,  and ' twa s  an  unusually dark one j Ernestine sent 
word to her father tha t  Sindersen would leave in an hour and, 
given her  state of  distress,  a sked his permission to retire for the 
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night. The Colonel, only too pleased to be alone, bid his daughter 
goo d  night and made preparations to follow him who had sworn 
to avenge her honor. He left the house . . . .  He was unaware o f  the 
uniform Sindersen would be wearing. Ernestine had not showed 
him the challenge ; in order to maintain the aura of secrecy the 
young man had requested, and in order not to arouse his daughter's 
suspicions, he  had refrained from asking any questions. He was not 
concerned about the details ; he knew where the duel was scheduled 
to take place, and he headed toward the port, certain that he would 
have no difficulty in recognizing his nephew. He arrived at the ap
pointed spot and, seeing no one appear ,  kept on walking. Just then 
a stranger accosted him, bearing no weapons, and with his hat held 
low. 

" Monsieur," sa id  this man to him, "are  you not C olonel 
Sanders ?" 

"I am." 
"Then prepare to d efend yourself. Sindersen has betrayed you , 

he has no intention o f  engaging the Count in a duel .  But this last
named gentleman is not far off, and ' tis  against you alone he intends 
to dueL" 

"God be  praised I" said the Colonel with a shout of  j oy, "noth
ing could please me more." 

"One word of  caution, i f  you don't  mind,  Monsieur ,"  resumed 
the stranger. "Do not say a word ; this spot  i s  not very safe .  The 
Senator has  m any friends. The slightest sound from you might 
bring them running to stop the duel .  . . .  He prefers that it  not be 
stopped,  and desires to offer you full s atisfaction . . . .  Therefore 
say nothing and l aunch an all-out a ssault upon the officer dressed 
in red whom you will see  advancing toward you from that direction." 

"Good," sa id  the C olonel, "and now withdraw with all dis
patch. I am burning to cross swords . . . .  " 

The stranger withdrew, Sanders circled twice again the desig
nated site until a t  last  he saw lurking in the shadows an officer 
dressed in red who was walking proudly toward him. He had no 
doubt ' twas Oxtiern, and Sanders lunged a t  him with drawn sword, 
saying not a word for fear of being separated. The officer put up 
a stout defense-also without uttering a sound-and displayed 
exceptional bravery. At length his valor yielded to the Colonel's 
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vigorous assaults, and the poor creature fell, mortally wounded, to 
the dust. At that moment a cry escaped the lips o f  the Colonel ' s  
opponent-'twas a .woman's cry, a baleful cry t h a t  pierced the 
C olonel' s  heart . . . .  He approached the fallen fighter . . .  and 
perceived features far different from the masculine traits o f  the 
person h e  thought he was dueling . . . .  Merciful Heaven ! . . .  
'Twas his  own daughter . . . ' twas she, brave Ernestine, who 
wished to avenge her own honor or  die in the attempt and who, 
bathed in her own blood, lay dying, a victim of  her father 's  sword. 

"0 drea dful day for me I" the Colonel cried . . . .  "Ernestine, 
' ti s  you I have slain I What a horrible mistake ! . . .  Who i s  respon-
sible for i t ? . . .  " 

" Father ,"  sa id  Ernestine in a weak voice, clasping the Colonel 
in her  arms, "I  did not recognize you. Forgive me,  Father, for 
having taken arms against you. Can you forgive me ?" 

"Great God ! when ' ti s my hand has brought you to death ' s  
door ! 0 my d e a r  soul, with h o w  m any envenomed blows does 
Heaven intend to strike us at  once ?" 

"This whole scheme i s  once again the handiwork of perfidious 
Oxtiern . . . . A stranger accosted me and, saying he was by Oxtiern 
dispatched, told me to remain completely silent, in  order that  the 
duel not be stopped. He further advised me that, upon seeing a 
man dressed i n  the uni form you are  wearing, I should draw my 
sword and attack, for ' twould be the Count . . . .  I believed his  
words ; i t  was an act of  purest perfidy I . . .  I am dying . . .  but  at 
least  I have the comfort o f  dying in your arms,  ' t is  the gentlest, 
sweetest death I could hope to have after all the afflictions where
with I have just  been overwhelmed. Embrace me, Father, and 
receive your poor Ernestine 's  last  farewell ."  

With these words the ill-fated girl breathed her l a st. Sanders 
bathed her with his tears . . . .  But the desire for revenge helps allay 
sorrow's hurt . . . .  He left his  daughter's  blood-stained body to 
fly and seek redress from the law . . .  determined to die or  bring 
Oxtiern to j ustice . . . .  'Tis only in a court of  law he decided he 
could hope to make his  appeal.  . . .  To deal further with a villain 
o f  Oxtiern ' s  stature was  out o f  the question : the C ount would 
sooner have him murdered than consent to cross swords with him in 
equal combat. Still covered with his  daughter 's  blood, the Colonel 
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prostrated himself before the magistrates, discovered t o  them the 
frightful chain of circumstances wherewith he had been beset and 
revealed the full extent of the Count' s infamies . . . .  They were 
moved by his recital, concerned by what he said ; nor did he fail 
above all to prove to them how complete, in the case of  Herman, 
had been the miscarriage o f  justice, because of the stratagems of 
the same traitor against whom he was lodging his complaint . . . .  
He was promised retribution. 

Despite the immense influence the Senator prided himself 
upon enjoying, he was arrested that same night. Believing himself 
as  safe as he was certain of the outcome of  his criminal designs
or perhaps having been wrongly informed by his spies-he was 
lying peacefully coupled in the arms of M adame Scholtz, celebrat
ing with her the ghastly manner in which they had taken their 
revenge. They were both taken away and cast into prison. The 
judicial inquiry was held with utter rigor . . .  no shadow of influence 
was allowed to intrude upon it. The two guilty parties contradicted 
each other' s testimony . . .  the one and the other mutually con
victed themselves . . . .  The memory of Herman was rehabilitated. 
M adame Scholtz was sentenced to pay for the horror of her crimes 
on the selfsame gallows whereon she had caused the innocent 
Herman to perish. 

The Senator was sentenced to suffer the same fate. But the 
King tempered the harsh verdict by pardoning him, to the extent 
of banishing the Count for life to the depths of the mines. 

From the guilty parties'  possessions, the King offered the 
Colonel a pension of  ten thousand ducats,  and raised him to the 
rank of General in his service. But Sanders refused both offers. 

"Sire," he said to the monarch, "you are too generous. For if 
these favors are being granted as a reward for my services to the 
Crown, then they are far too magnanimous, I do not deserve them . 
• . . And if they are offered as payment for the losses I have 
suffered, they are insufficient. Sire, the wounds inflicted upon one's  
heart  cannot be healed either with gold or by the bestowal of 
honors . . . .  I beseech therefore Your Maj esty to grant me a certain 
time alone with my despair.  In a short while I shall solicit from 
Your Highness the only favor that may seem befitting to me." 
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"This then, Monsieur ," Falkeneim broke in, "is the essence 
of the story you asked me to relate.  I only regret that we are 
under the obligation to see this Oxtiern again ; he can only be  an 
obj ect of  horror in your eyes ."  

"No one i s  more understanding than I ,  Monsieur ,"  I repl ied,  
"when ' ti s  a question o f  the errors into which we are led by our 
consti tutions. I look upon evildoers, in the midst of  honest and 
upright people ,  as  those irregularities which Nature mingles  in  
amongst the  beauties wherewith she  adorns the  universe. But this 
man Oxtiern you have described, and especi ally M a dame Scholtz, 
abuse the right which men ' s  weaknesses must obtain from philos
ophers. 'Tis impossible that crime be carried to any greater lengths. 
In the conduct of the one as  o f  the other, there are acts which make 
one' s  blood run cold. To ravish that hapless gi rl while her lover i s  
being p u t  to the sword . . .  then t o  have h e r  murdered b y  h e r  own 
father . . .  these are subtle refinements of horror which cause one 
to be ashamed to be a man, when one is unfortunate enough to have 
to share this title with such monstrous villains ." 

Scarcely had I uttered these words than Oxtiern appeared, 
bearing his  letter. He was too clever and perceptive a man not to 
detect upon my face that I had just been made privy to his ad
ventures . . . .  He looked a t  me.  

" Monsieur," he said,  in French, "have p i ty upon me. Immense 
wealth . . .  a powerful family . . .  influence : these are the s irens 
who lured me to my doom. Educated by misfortune,  I have learned 
the meaning o f  remorse, and I can now l ive among my fellow men 
without terri fying or harming them."  

These words from the  ill-fated Count were  accompanied by a 
flow o f  tears,  which I could not bring myself to share. My guide 
took his  letter ,  repeated his  offer to be of  service, and we were 
preparing to leave when we saw a crowd of people in the street 
moving toward u s  . . . .  We stopped ; Oxtiern was still with us. 
Slowly we were able to distinguish among the crowd two men who 
were conversing heatedly and who, upon seeing us ,  straightway 
headed in our direction. Oxti ern recognized both personages. 

"0 Heaven 1" he exclaimed, "what i s  this ? . . .  Colonel Sanders 
brought hither by the director of  the mine 1 . . .  Yes, ' t is  our p a stor 
coming, bringing the Colonel toward us  . . . .  What 1 you mean this 
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implacable enemy has come t o  find m e  even unto the bowels o f  the 
earth ! . . .  Does this  mean my cruel punishment does not suffice to 
satisfy him I . . .  " 

Oxtiern was still giving utterance to these thoughts when the 
Colonel accosted him with these words, a s  soon as  he had reached 
his side : 

"You are free,  Monsieur," he said to him, " and ' tis to the 
man in the world whom you have most grievously offended that 
your pardon is  due . . . .  Here it  i s ,  Senator,  from my own hand. 
The King oltered me commissions,  honors ; I refused them all. The 
only favor I requested was your freedom, and my request has been 
granted.  You are free to follow me." 

"0 most generous of  men I "  Oxtiern cried,  " is  i t  possible ? . . .  
I ,  free ? . . .  and free thanks to you ? . . .  you who, were you to 
take my life, would still not punish me as  I deserve to be ?" 

"I  was certain that such would be your reaction," said the 
Colonel. "That is why I imagined there would no longer be any 
risk involved in restoring to you a gift which ' twould be impossible 
that you further abuse . . . .  M oreover, does your suffering in any 
wise ease my own ? Can your so rrows make me happy ? Can your 
detention pay for the blood your barbarous acts have spilled ? I f  I 
deemed ' twere so, I would be as cruel as you, and as unj ust. Does 
casting a man into pri son compensate society for the wrongs he 
has  done i t ? . . .  Such a man must be set free, i f  amends are to be 
made, and if  he i s  freed there is  none who would fail to make them, 
there i s  not a single man alive who would not prefer doing good to 
the necessity of living in chains. When, amongst some nations, 
despotism denies this truth or when, amongst others, the rigor of 
the law prevents i t ,  the heart of  the honest man confirms it .  
Go then, Count, leave these depths ; I say it  again,  you are a free 
man . . . .  " 

Oxtiern tried to embrace his benefactor. 
" M onsieur ," Sanders said to him coldly, pushing him away. 

"Save your gratitude ; nor do I want you to be grateful to me for 
something I have done for myself alone . . . .  Let us leave this 
place forthwith ; I am more eager than you to see you beyond the 
confines of  thi s mine, in  order to explain everything to you ." 

Sanders, seeing us  with Oxtiern and having learned who we 
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were, invited us to ascend to the surface with him and the Count ; 
we accepted. Oxtiern went with the Colonel to complete certain 
formalities required before he could be set free ; our sidearms were 
returned to us ,  and we ascended to the surface. 

"Gentlemen,"  Sanders said to us as soon as  we were outside, 
"I  would be grateful if you would act as my witnesses in what yet 
remains for me to discover to Count Oxtiern. You have seen that 
I did not tell him everything back there in the mine ; there were too 
many bystanders . . . .  " 

And as we were still walking while we talked, we soon found 
ourselves in the vicinity of a hedge which completely concealed us 
from any prying eyes. Then the Colonel seized the Count by the 
collar : 

"Senator," he said to him . . . . "I expect you now to give me 
satisfaction ; I trust you are brave enough not to refuse me this 
demand and intelligent enough to realize that the most cogent 
reason I had for acting in this manner was the hope of slitting your 
throat or having mine slit by you." 

Falkeneim attempted to intervene and separate the two op
ponents. 

"Monsieur," the Colonel said to him testily, "you are not 
unaware of  the outrages I have suffered at the hand of this man. 
My dear departed daughter's spirit cries out for blood : one of 
us will not leave this spot alive. Gustavus is privy to the plan ; when 
he granted me the privilege of setting this wre tch free, he voiced 
no obj ections to it. Therefore, Monsieur, I beg you not to inter
fere ." 

And the Colonel, removing his coat, straightway drew his  
sword . . . .  Oxtiern drew his as well, but scarcely had they crossed 
swords than the Count, seizing the end of his own and taking the 
point of  the Colonel ' s  in his left hand, offered him the handle of 
his weapon and, dropping to one knee : 

"Gentlemen," he said, glancing at us, "I ask you both to be 
my witnesses ; I want you to know that I do not deserve the honor 
of fighting a duel with this worthy man, but that I place my life 
in his hands, and ask only that he take i t  from me . . . .  Here i s  my 
sword, Colonel, take it, ' tis yours. And here is my heart ; thrust your 
own sword into it, I shall help direct it to its mark. Do not hesitate ; 
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't is not a request I make, but a demand. Deliver this e arth forthwith 
of a monster who has too long besoiled it ." 

Taken aback by Oxtiern's movement, Sanders cried out to him 
to defend himself. 

"I shall not, and if you refuse to put thi s sword I am now 
holding to use," Oxtiern firmly declared, directing the tip of 
Sanders' sword to his bare breast ,  "if you refuse to use this sword 
to put an end to all my days, I swear to you, Colonel, that I shall 
use i t  to gouge out my eyes ."  

"Count, blood must be shed . . .  it must, I say, blood must be 
shed." 

"I know," said Oxtiern, "and 'tis for this reason I bare my 
breast to you. Thrust your sword into i t  . . •  ' t is from this breast 
alone that blood must flow." 

"But 't is not thuswise I wish to act," Sanders responded, still 
trying to wrest his sword from Oxtiern's grasp, "but upon the field 
of honor I wish to punish you for all your villainies ." 

"I am unworthy to meet you on any field of honor, Colonel 
Sanders," Oxtiern retorted, "and since you refuse to satisfy your 
honor as 'tis only meet you should, I shall therefore spare you the 
trouble . . . .  " 

So saying, he fell upon the Colonel ' s  sword, which he was still 
gripping in his hand, and from his entrails there spurted a stream 
of  blood. But the Colonel, quickly withdrawing his sword : 

" 'Tis enough, Count," he exclaimed . . . .  "Your blood has been 
shed, my honor i s  appeased . . . .  May Heaven complete your punish
ment ; I have no desire to act a s  your executioner." 

"Let us then embrace, Monsieur," said Oxtiern, who was los
ing considerable blood. 

"N 0 , " said Sanders. "I can forgive you for your crimes, but 
ask not that I be your friend." 

We hastened to bind the Count's wound, the kindhearted 
Sanders lending a hand. 

"Now go, "  he then said to the Senator. "Go and take advan
tage of the freedom I have rendered you. Try, if  'tis possible for 
you, to atone by a few good deeds for all the crimes whereof you 
have been guilty. Otherwise I shall spread the word throughout the 
length and breadth of Sweden of the crime whereof I was guilty in 



78 8  .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

setting free a monster of which the country had already been de
livered. Gentlemen, " Sanders went on, turning to Falkeneim and 
me, "I have provided for all contingencies j the carriage which is 
waiting at  the inn where we are now going was brought thither for 
Oxtiern alone, but it  can take you both as well . My horses await me 
elsewhere j I bid you adieu. I ask that you swear to me by all that is 
holy that you will give the King a fair account of what you have 
just seen." 

Oxtiern wanted once again to cast himself into the arms of  his 
l iberator j he begged him to reconsider and be friends, and besought 
him to come and share both his dwelling and his fortune. 

"Monsieur," said the Colonel, pushing him away a second time, 
"I have already told you I cannot accept from you either your 
friendship or your gifts. But what I still demand from you is  virtue j 
do not make me regret what I have done . . . .  You tell me that you 
want to console me for the sorrows I have known j the surest method 
of doing so is  to alter your conduct. In  my retreat, each time I hear 
tell  of  a good deed you have done, a l i ttle of  the sorrow wherewith 
my soul i s  graven will perhaps be effaced. I f  you resume your infa
mous ways, every crime you commit will conjure before my eyes the 
image of her who, through your perfidious plot, died by my hand, 
and you will plunge me into despair.  Adieu . . .  ' t is time to take 
leave, Oxtiern. And may we never meet again . . . .  " 

Upon these words, the Colonel turned and left . . . .  Oxtiern, 
in tears, made as  if to follow him, scarce able to move from his 
wound j we restrained him and practically carried him, for he was 
nigh to unconscious, to the waiting carriage, which soon brought us 
to Stockholm. 

The poor man hovered for a month between l ife and death j at 
the end of this period, he invited us to accompany him to see the 
King, who asked us for a detailed account of  all that had transpired. 

"Oxtiern ,"  said Gustavus to the Senator, "you see how crime 
humiliates man, and how it  debases him . . . .  Your rank . . .  your 
wealth . . .  your noble birth, all gave you a higher station in l ife 
than Sanders. But his virtue alone places him above you,  on a sta
tion you will never attain. Take full advantage of the great favor 
he has done you, Oxtiern, a favor to which I gave my prior con
sent . . . .  After a lesson such as this, resolve either to mete out your 
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own punishment before word reaches me of any new crimes you 
commit or to make certain you will never again stoop so low as 
to commit any." 

The Count cast himself at the feet of  his sovereign and swore 
to him that his conduct would henceforth be irreproachable. 

He was as good as  his word : a thousand good deeds, one more 
magnanimous and edifying than the other, atoned for his former 
errors in the eyes of all Sweden. And his example demonstrated 
to that  wise nation that  'tis not always by the paths of tyranny, or  
through ghastly vengeance, that man is restrained from evil or 
brought back to the path of good. 

Sanders had returned to N orrkoping, and there he ended his 
career, leading a solitary life burdened daily by the tears he shed 
over the loss of his unfortunate and ill-fated daughter, a l ife cheered 
by naught but the news received each day filled with encomiums con
cerning him whose chains he had broken. 

"0 Virtue ," he would sometimes exclaim, "perhaps ' twas es
sential that  all these things happen thus in order to bring Oxtiern 
back to thy temple I If that be true,  then my heart takes comfort in 
the thought, for I alone have suffered from the crimes he com
mitted, whilst his good deeds redound to the benefit of all." 





Bi61iography 

1. WORKS PUBLISHED DURING THE AUTHOR'S LIFETIME 

LITERARY WORKS 

1 .  Justine, o u  les Malheurs de la Pertu. En Hollande, Chez les 
Libraires associtfs [ Paris , Girouard] , 1 7 9 1 .  Two volumes, 
8vo. Frontispiece by Chery. During Sa de's l ifetime,  there 
were six further printings between the initial publication and 
1 8 0 1 .  Sade's re-arrest that  year put an end to the reprintings. 
These subsequent editions were : 
1 )  En Hollande [ Paris ,  Girouard] , 1 7 9 1 .  Two volumes, 1 2-

mo. Certain copies of this edition include twelve erotic en
gravings. 

2 )  A Londres [Paris, Cazin] , 1 792 .  Two volumes, 1 8  mo. 
Fronti spiece and five engravings. 

3 )  Troisieme [ fourth] edition corrigee et augmentee. Phila
delphie [ Paris] , 1 794. Two volumes, 1 8mo. Frontis
piece and five engravings. 

4) A Londres [Paris] ,  1 7 97 .  Four volumes, 1 8mo. Further 
augmented edition. Six erotic engravings. 

5 )  En Hollande [ Paris] ,  1 8 00 .  Four volumes, 1 6mo. Pre
sented as  the Troisieme edition corrigee et augmentie, 
this is actually a reprint of the original edition. 

79 1 



792 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

6 )  En Hollande [Paris] , 1 8 0 1 .  Four volumes, 1 6mo. Also 
presented as the Troisieme edition corrigee et augmentee, 
this was a reprinting of the 1 8 00 edition.1 

2. A line et P alcour, ou Ie Roman philosophique. Ecrit a la Bas
tille un an avant la Revolution de France. Orne de quatorze 
gravures. Par Ie citoyen S * * * .  A Paris, chez Girouard, Li
braire, rue du Bout-du-Monde, n° 47, 1 793. Eight volumes, 
1 8mo. 
There are actually three different editions of this work, bear
ing different dates and, in some instances, containing sixteen 
rather than twelve engravings. Sade announced2 the book 
would appear at Easter of 1 7 9 1 ,  but the instability of the 
times and the death of Girouard beneath the guillotine in 
1 794 kept the book from appearing until 1 7 9 5 ,  which date 
should be  taken as  the date o f  reference of the original edi
tion. 

3. La Philosophie dans Ie boudoir. Ouvrage pos thume de 
I' auteur de "Jus tine." A Londres, aux depens de la Com
pagnie, MDCCXCP. Two volumes, 1 8mo. Frontispiece 
and four erotic engravings. 

4. La N ouveUe Justine, ou les M alheurs de la P ertu . Ouvrage 
orne d'un fron tispice et de quaran te sujets graves avec soin. 
En H ollande [ Paris] , 1 79 7  . Four volumes,  1 8mo. These four 
volumes comprise the  first  part o f  the  defini tive edition of 
this  work, of  which the second part, in  s ix volumes, bears the 
title : 

5. La Nouvelle Justine, ou les Malheurs de la Pertu, suivie de 
I'Histoire de Juliette, sa soeur [ou  les Prospirites du vice .]  
Ouvrage orne d' un frontispice e t  de cent sujets graves avec 
soin.  En Hollande [ Paris] , 1 7 9 7 .  

6. Oxtiern, ou les malheurs du libertinage, drame en trois actes 
et en prose par D.-A.-F. S.  Reprisente au Theatre Moliere, 

1 See the "Bibliographie des (ElJvres de Sade" drawn up by Robert Valenc;ay in 
Les InfortlJnes de la l' ertlJ, Paris, Lei Edition. du Point du Jour, 1946. 

2 In a letter of March 6, 1791. 



Bibliography + 7 93 

a Paris, en 1 791 ; e t  a Versailles, sur celui de la So ciete Dra
matique, Ie 22 frim aire, l' an 8 de la Republique.  A Versailles, 
chez Blaizo t, Libraire, rue Satory .  An huitieme [ 1 8 0 0 ] . One 
volume,  8vo,  48 pages.  

7 . Les Crimes de I'A m our, Nouvelles hero"iques e t  tragiques; 
precedees d'une I dee sur les romans et  o rnees de gravures, 
par D.-A .-F. Sade, au teur d' "A lin e  et Valcour." A Paris, 
chez Masse, editeur-proprietaire, rue H elvetius n° 580. An 
VIII [ 1 8 0 0 ] . Four volumes, 1 2mo. Four frontispieces. This 
work contains eleven stories, a s  follows : 
Vol. I-Julie tte e t  Raunai, a u  Ia Co nspirati o n  d'A mboise, 

n ouvelle his torique;  L a  Double Epreuve. 
Vol. I I-Miss II enriette Stralson,  au les Effe ts du des espoir, 

n ouvelle anglaise ;  Faxelange, au les Torts de I' ambitio n ;  
Florville e t  Couvral, a u  I e  Fatalisme.  

Vol. I I I-R o drigue, a u  la Tour enchan tee, c o n te al/egorique;  
Laurence e t  A n to nio,  n ouvelle italien ne;  Ernes tine, n o u
velle s uedoise .  

Vol. I V-Dorgeville, a u  I e  Criminel par Vatu; la Com tesse 
de Sancerre, a u  Ia Rivale de s a  fille, anecdo te d e  l a  Cour 
de B ourgogne; Eugblie de Franval. 

8 .  L '  A u teur d e  ( (Les Crimes d e  I' A m o ur" a Villeterque, follicu
Iaire. Paris, Masse, an XI [ 1 8 03 ] .  1 2  mo, 20 pages. 

9. La Marquise de Gange. Paris, Beche t, Libraire, quai des 
Augus tins, n° 63, 1813 .  Two volumes,  1 2mo. 

POLITICAL PAMPH LETS 

1 .  A dresse d'u n  citoyen de Paris, au roi des Franr;ais. Paris, 
Girouard,  no date [ 1 7 9 1 ] .  8vo, 8 p ages. 

2.  Section des Piques.  Observa tions  presen tees a l' A ssemblee 
adminis trative des hopitaux. 28 octobre 1 792. De 1'1 mpri-



7 94 .. THE MARQUIS DE SADE 

merie de la Section des Piques, rue Saint-Fiacre, n° 2., Svo, 
4 pages. 

3 .  Section des Piques . I dee sur Ie mode de la sanction des Loix; 
par un citoyen de celte Section. De l'Imprimerie de la rue 
Saint-Fiacre nO 2, 2 novembre 1 7 92. Svo, 1 6  pages. 

4. Petition des Sections de Paris a la Convention nationale. De 
l'imprimerie de fa Section  des Piques. No date [ 1 7 93 ] .  Svo, 
4 pages. 

5 .  Section des Piques. Extraits des Regis tres des deliberations 
de f'A.ssemblCe generale et permanente de la Section des 
Piques. De l'Imprimerie de fa Section des Piques, 1 793. Svo, 
S pages. 

6. La Section des Piques a ses Freres et A.mis de fa Societe de 
la Liberte et de l' Egalite, a Saintes, departement de la 
Charente-Infirieure. De l'Imprimerie de Ia Section des Piques, 
1 793. Svo, 4 pages. 

7.  Section des Piques. Discours prononce par la Section des 
Piques, aux manes de M arat et de Le Pelletier, par Sade, 
citoyen de cette section et membre de la Societe populaire. 
De l'Imprimerie de la Section des Piques, 1 793. Svo, S pages. 

S. Petition de la Section  des Piques, aux representans du peuple 
franr;ais . De l'Imprimerie de la Section des Piques, 1 793. 
Svo, 8 pages. 

II. PRINCIPAL POSTHUMOUS PUBLICATIONS 

1 .  Dorei a u  la Bizarrerie du sort, conte inedit par Ie marquis 
de Sade, publie sur Ie manuserit avec une notice sur l' auteur 
[ signed A. F. ( Anatole France ) ] .  Paris,  Charavay freres, 
editeurs; I S S 1 .  1 6mo, 64 p ages. 



Bibliography + 7 9 5  

2 .  Historiettes, Contes et  fabliaux de  Donatien-Alphonse-Fran
fois, marquis de Sade, publiCs pour la premiere fois sur les 
manuscrits autographes inedits par M au rice Heine. A Paris, 
pour les membres de la Societe du Roman Philosophique, 
1 926. 4to, 340 pages. 
Contains the following works : HISTORIETTEs-Le Serpent; 
La Saillie gasconne; L'Heureuse Feinte; Le M . . .  puni; 
L'Eveque embourbe; Le Revenant; Les Harangueurs pro
venfaux; A ttrapez-moi toujours de meme; L' Epoux com
plaisant; Aventure incomprehensible; La Fleur de chataig
nier. CONTES ET FABLIAux-L'Instituteur philosophe; La 
Prude, ou la Rencontre imprevue; Emilie de Tourville, ou la 
Cruaute fraternelle; Augustine de Pilleblanche, ou Ie Stra
tageme de l' amour,. Soit fait ainsi qu'il es t requis; Le Presi
dent mysti{ie; La Marquise de Theleme, ou les Effets du 
libertinage; Le Talion;  Le Cow de lui-meme, ou Ie Raccom
modement imprevu; It y a place pour deux; L' Epoux corrige; 
Ie M ari prhre, conte provenfal; La Chatelaine de Longue
ville, ou la Femme vengee; Les Filous. ApPENDlcE-Les 

Dangers de la bienfaisance (Dorei ) . 

3 .  Dialogue entre un prhre et un moribond, par Donatien
Alphonse-Franr;ois, marquis de Sade, publie pour la premiere 
fois sur Ie manuscrit autographe inedit, avec un avant-propos 
et des notes par Maurice Heine. [Paris] , Stendhal et  Com
pagnie,  1 9 26 .  Small 4to, 62 pages. 

4. Correspondance inCdite du Marquis de Sade, de ses proches 
et de ses familiers, publiee avec une introduction, des ann ales 
et des notes par Paul Bourdin. Paris, Librairie de France, 
1 9 2 9 .  Small 4to, 45 2 pages. 

5. Marquis de Sade. Les Infortunes de la Pertu. Texte habli 
sur Ie manuscrit original autographe et pub lie pour la pre
miere fois avec une introduction par Maurice Heine. Paris, 
Editions Fourcade, 1 930 .  8vo, 206 pages. 

6. Les 1 20 J ournees de Sodome, ou I' Ecole du libertinage, par 
Ie marquis de Sade. Edition critique hablie sur Ie manuscrit 



7 9 6  '* T H E  MARQUIS DE SADE 

o riginal au tographe  par Maurice Heine .  A Paris, par S. e t  
C . ,  aux depens  des Bibliophiles souscrip teurs,  1 9 3 1 - 1 9 3 5 .  
Three volume s ,  4to , 5 0 0 p a ges  ( uninterrupted pagination 
throughout the three volume s ) .3 

7 .  Marquis d e  Sade. L'A igle, Mademoiselle . . .  , L e t tres pub
liees pour  fa  premiere fois sur les m anuscrits autograp hes 
inedi ts avec une Preface e t  u n  Commen taire par Gilbert L ely . 
Paris ,  Les Edit ions Georges Artigues ,  1 949.  One volume,  
1 6mo, 2 2 2  pages .  

8 .  Marquis de  Sadc.  His toire s ecre te d'Isabelle de  Baviere, 
reine de France . Publiie pour la prem iere fois sur Ie m anuscrit  
autograph e  inedi t avec u n  avan t-propo s par Gilbert  Lely .  
Paris ,  Libra ir ie  Gall imard,  1 9 5 3 .  One volume,  1 6mo,  3 3 6  
pages .  

9 .  A1 arquis de Sade.  L e  Carillo n de Vincennes .  L e t tres inedites 
publiies avec des n o tes  par Gilbert  Lely .  Paris, "Arcanes ,"  
1 9 5 3 .  One volume,  1 6mo,  1 0 6 pages .  

1 0 . !v! arquis de Sade. Cahiers pers o n n els ( 1 803-04 ) .  Pllblies 
pour la premiere fois sur les m anZiscrits autograp h es inedits 
avec une preface e t  des n o tes par Gilbert L ely . Pari s ,  Correa , 
1 9 5 3 .  One volume ,  1 2mo,  1 3 0  pages .  

1 1 . Marquis de Sade. Monsieur Ie 6. Lettres inedi tes ( 1 7 78-
1 784 ) publiies e t  anno tees par Georges Daumas.  Preface de 
Gilbert Lely . Paris, Jull iard,  1 9 5 4. One volume ,  1 6mo,  2 8 8  
pages .  

1 2 . Marquis de Sade. Cen t o nze No tes pour  L a  No uvelle 
Jus tin e .  Collecti o n  "Le Terrain vagu e,"  n o .  IV. [ Paris ,  
1 9 5 6 .]  Small  4to,  1 5 8  pages  ( unnumbered ) .  

3 An e a rlier  edition of The 120 Days, edited by D r .  Eugen D u hren, w a s  pu blished 
in 1 904. The version is so riddled with errors,  however, that M a u rice Heine's  1 9 3 1-
1 9 3 5  edition must rightly figure as the origina l  edition of this work. 



Bibliography + 797 

III. PRINCIPAL UNPU BLIS H ED MANUSCRIPTS 

1 .  (Euvres diverses ( 1 764-1 769 ) . Contains the one-act play 
Le Philosophe soi-disant,. the epistolary work Voyage de 
H ollande,. various letters, couplets, etc. Until the discovery 
of this notebook, Sade's earliest writing was thought to date 
from 1 7 82 .  

2 .  Les lumelles ou Ie  Choix difficile. Two-act comedy in verse. 

3 .  Le Prevaricateur ou Ie M agistrat d u  temps passe. Five-act 
comedy in  verse. 

4. leanne  Laisne, ou Ie Siege de Beauvais. Five-act tragedy in 
verse. 

5 .  L'Ecole des jaloux ou  la FoUe Epreuve. One-act comedy in 
vers libres. 

6. Le Misanthrope par amour ou Sophie et Desfrancs. Five-
act comedy in vers libres. 

7 .  Le Capricieux, ou I'Homme inegal. Five-act comedy in verse. 

8 .  Les A ntiquaires. One-act comedy in prose. 

9 . Henriette et Sain t-Clair, o u  Ia Force du Sang. Prose drama in 
five acts. 

1 0. Franchise e t  Trahison .  Prose drama in three acts. 

1 1 . Fanny, ou les Effets du desespoir. Prose drama in three acts. 

1 2 . La Tour mys terieuse. Opira-comique in one act. 

1 3 .  L' Union des arts o u  Ies Ruses d e  l'amour. A play i n  alex
andrines, prose and vers Iibres. In the Catalogue raisonne of 
1 7 8 8 ,  this work was to comprise six parts and a final Divertis
sement. In the extant manuscript, the Divertissement and one 
play, La Fille malheureuse, are missing. 

1 4. Les Fetes de I' amitiC. Two acts incorporating prose, verse, 
and vaudeville. 
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1 5 . AdelaIde de Brunswick, princesse de Saxe, evenement du Xl" 
siecle. Novel. 

IV. PRINCIPAL U NPUBLIS H ED MANUSCRIPTS EITHER 

DESTROYED OR NOT RECOVERED4 

1 .  L'Egarement de l' infortune. Three-act prose drama. 

2 .  Tancrede. One-act lyric play in alexandrine verse with music 
interspersed. 

3 .  La Fille malheureuse. One-act comedy i n  prose. 

4. La Fine Mouche. Tale. 

5 .  L '  H eureux Echange. Tale. 

6.  La Force du Sang. Tale. 

7. Les Inconvenien ts de la pi tie. Tale ( first draft ) . 

8. Les Reliques. Tale. 

9 . Le  Cure de Prato.  Tale. 

1 0 . La Marquise de Theleme. Tale ( first draft ) . 

1 1 . Le Portefeuille d'un homme de lettres. Of this proj ected 
four-volume work, there exists eleven his toriettes published 
by Maurice Heine, an avertissemen t, the Voyage de H ollande 
previously cited, and various fragments. 

1 2 . La Liste du Suisse. Historiet te. 

1 3 .  L a  Messe trop chere. Historie tte. 

1 4. L' H onnete Ivrogne. Historiette. 

1 5 . N'y allez jamais sans lumiere. His torie tte. 

4 Numbers 1 through 17 represent works mentioned in the 1788 Catalogue raisonne; 
numbers 18 through 20 are works seized at Sade's publisher, Masse, on 15  P entau, 
An IX; number 21 is the proj ected ten-volume work burned at the Prefecturl! de 
Police after Sade's death. 



1 6. La jus tice venitienne. His toriette. 
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1 7 .  AdelaIde de Miramas, ou Ie Fanatisme pro testan. His
toriette. 

1 8 . Les Delassements du libertin, ou la N euvaine de Cythere. 

1 9 . Les Caprices, ou un peu de tout. Political work. 

20 .  Les Conversations du chateau de  Charmelle. The first draft 
of Les ] ournees de Florbelle. 

2 1 .  Les ] ournees de Florbelle, ou la Nature devoilie, suivies des 
M emoires de I' abbe de M odose et des Aventures d' Emilie 
de Volnange servant de preuves aux assertions, ouvrage orne 
de deux cen ts gravures. This immense work, contained in over 
a hundred notebooks, according to Lely's estimate, was 
burned by the police at the request and in the presence of 
Sade's son, Donatien-Claude-Armand. 
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