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			Advertisement from the Editor

			We think it in­cum­bent on us to ac­quaint the Pub­lic, not­with­stand­ing the title of this work, and what the Com­piler as­serts in his pre­face, that we do not pledge ourselves for the au­then­ti­city of this Col­lec­tion, and that we have even very for­cible reas­ons to be­lieve it a fic­tion.

			Nay, that the au­thor, who seems stu­di­ously to have sought nature, has him­self awk­wardly de­feated his in­ten­tion, by the epocha in which he has placed his events. The mor­als of sev­er­al of his per­son­ages are so cor­rupt, that it is im­possible they should have ex­is­ted in this age; an age of philo­sophy, and in which an ex­tens­ive dif­fu­sion of know­ledge has had the happy ef­fect to render the men famed for mor­al­ity and in­teg­rity, and the fe­male sex for re­serve and mod­esty.

			We are there­fore in­clined to think, if the ad­ven­tures re­lated in this work have any found­a­tion in truth, they must have happened at some oth­er time and place: and we blame the au­thor much, who, prob­ably se­duced by the hope of in­ter­est­ing us the more, has dared to mod­ern­ize and to dec­or­ate, with our us­ages and cus­toms, mor­als to which we are ut­ter strangers.

			To pre­serve, at least, the too cred­u­lous read­er, as much as in our power, from all sur­prise on this sub­ject, we will strengthen our opin­ion with an un­answer­able ar­gu­ment; for though sim­il­ar causes nev­er fail to pro­duce the same ef­fects, yet we can­not now find a young lady, with an es­tate of 60,000 livres a year, take the veil, nor a Pres­id­ente, in the bloom of youth and beauty, die of grief.

		
	
		
			Preface

			This Work, or rather Col­lec­tion, which the Pub­lic will, per­haps, still find too vo­lu­min­ous, con­tains but a small part of the cor­res­pond­ence from which it is ex­trac­ted. Be­ing ap­poin­ted to ar­range it by the per­sons in whose pos­ses­sion it was, and who, I knew, in­ten­ded it for pub­lic­a­tion, I asked, for my sole re­com­pence, the liberty to re­ject everything that ap­peared to me use­less, and I have en­deav­oured to pre­serve only the let­ters which ap­peared ne­ces­sary to il­lus­trate the events, or to un­fold the char­ac­ters. If to this in­con­sid­er­able share in the work be ad­ded an ar­range­ment of those let­ters which I have pre­served, with a strict at­ten­tion to dates, and some short an­nota­tions, cal­cu­lated, for the most part, to point out some cita­tions, or to ex­plain some re­trench­ments I have made, the Pub­lic will see the ex­tent of my la­bours, and the part I have taken in this pub­lic­a­tion.

			I have also changed, or sup­pressed, the names of the per­son­ages, and if, among those I have sub­sti­tuted, any re­semb­lance may be found which might give of­fence, I beg it may be looked on as an un­in­ten­tion­al er­ror.

			I pro­posed farther al­ter­a­tions, as to pur­ity of style and dic­tion, in both which many faults will be found. I could also have wished to have been au­thor­ised to shorten some long let­ters, sev­er­al of which treat sep­ar­ately, and al­most without trans­ition, of ob­jects totally for­eign to one an­oth­er. This liberty, in which I was not in­dulged, would not have been suf­fi­cient to give mer­it to the work, but would have cor­rec­ted part of its de­fects.

			It was ob­jec­ted to me, that the in­ten­tion was to pub­lish the let­ters them­selves, and not a work com­piled from the let­ters; that it would be as dis­tant from prob­ab­il­ity as truth, that eight or ten per­sons, who were con­cerned in this cor­res­pond­ence, should have wrote with equal pur­ity of style:—And on my rep­res­ent­ing that there was not one which did not abound with es­sen­tial faults, and was not very open to cri­ti­cism, I was answered, that every reas­on­able read­er would un­doubtedly ex­pect to find faults in a col­lec­tion of let­ters of private per­sons, since among all those hitherto pub­lished by au­thors of the highest repu­ta­tion, and even some aca­dem­i­cians, there are none totally ex­empt from cen­sure. Those reas­ons have not con­vinced me; and I am still of opin­ion they are easi­er to give than likely to ob­tain as­sent; but I had not my op­tion, and sub­mit­ted, re­serving only the liberty of en­ter­ing my protest, and de­clar­ing my dis­sent, as I now do.

			As to the mer­it of this work, per­haps it does not be­come me to touch upon it; my opin­ion neither can, or ought, to in­flu­ence any­one. How­ever, as some wish to know some­thing of a book be­fore they take it in hand, those who are so dis­posed will pro­ceed with this pre­face—the rest will do bet­ter to pass on to the work it­self.

			Though in­clined to pub­lish those let­ters, I am yet far from think­ing they will meet suc­cess; and let not this sin­cere de­clar­a­tion be con­strued in­to the af­fected mod­esty of an au­thor: for I de­clare, with the same frank­ness, that if I had thought this col­lec­tion an un­worthy of­fer­ing to the Pub­lic, it should not have taken up any part of my time.—Let us try to re­con­cile this ap­par­ent con­tra­dic­tion.

			The mer­it of a work con­sists in its util­ity, or its agree­able­ness, and even in both, when it ad­mits of both. But suc­cess, which is not al­ways the cri­terion of mer­it, of­ten arises more from a choice of sub­ject than the ex­e­cu­tion, more from the ag­greg­ate of the ob­jects presen­ted than the man­ner of treat­ing them: such a col­lec­tion as the title an­nounces this to be, be­ing the let­ters of a whole circle, and con­tain­ing a di­versity of in­terests, is not likely to fix the at­ten­tion of the read­er. Be­sides, the sen­ti­ments they con­tain be­ing feigned or dis­sembled, can only ex­cite an in­terest of curi­os­ity, al­ways in­fin­itely in­feri­or to that of sen­ti­ment, and less dis­posed to in­dul­gence, as well as more apt to be struck with de­fects in the nar­rat­ive, as they are con­stantly in op­pos­i­tion to the only de­sire curi­os­ity seeks to grat­i­fy. These de­fects are, per­haps, partly com­pensated by the qual­ity of the work; I mean the vari­ety of style—A mer­it which an au­thor sel­dom at­tains, but which here presents it­self, and pre­vents, at least, a dull uni­form­ity. Per­haps mer­it may also be al­lowed to many ob­ser­va­tions, either new or little known, which are in­ter­spersed through those let­ters: and this, to pass the most fa­vour­able judg­ment on them, will be found to con­sti­tute their best pre­ten­sion to pleas­ing.

			The util­ity of the work, which will, per­haps, be more strongly con­tested, ap­pears more easy to es­tab­lish: it is at least use­ful to mor­al­ity, to lay open the means used by the wicked to se­duce the in­no­cent; and those let­ters will ef­fic­a­ciously con­cur for so salut­ary a pur­pose. There will also be found in them the proof and ex­ample of two im­port­ant truths, which one would be apt to think un­known, see­ing how little they are prac­tised: the one, that every wo­man who ad­mits a bad man to her so­ci­ety, ends with be­com­ing his vic­tim; the oth­er, that every moth­er is at least im­prudent, that suf­fers any but her­self to gain pos­ses­sion of her daugh­ter’s con­fid­ence.

			Young per­sons, of both sexes, may also here learn, that the friend­ship so read­ily held out to them by people of bad mor­als, is ever a dan­ger­ous snare, equally fatal to their hap­pi­ness and vir­tue; yet, ab­use or evil al­ways un­hap­pily con­fin­ing too nearly on good, ap­pears so much to be dreaded in this re­spect, that far from re­com­mend­ing the per­us­al of works of this kind to youth, I think it of the ut­most im­port­ance to keep all such very far from their reach. The time when pro­duc­tions of the nature of the present may be no longer dan­ger­ous, but be­gin to be use­ful, was fixed by a lady of great good un­der­stand­ing. “I think,” said she to me, after hav­ing read the ma­nu­script of this cor­res­pond­ence, “I should render my daugh­ter an es­sen­tial ser­vice in put­ting this book in her hands on her wed­ding-day.” Should all moth­ers think thus, I shall con­grat­u­late my­self on hav­ing pub­lished it.

			Yet I shall leave this flat­ter­ing sup­pos­i­tion at a dis­tance; and I still think this col­lec­tion will please but few.—Men and wo­men of de­praved minds will take an in­terest in dis­coun­ten­an­cing a work that may in­jure them; and as they are nev­er wast­ing in in­genu­ity, they may bring over the whole class of rig­or­ists, who will be alarmed at the pic­ture we have dared to present of prof­ligacy.

			The pre­tend­ers to free think­ing will take no con­cern in the fate of a de­vout wo­man, whom, for that reas­on, they will not fail to pro­nounce weak, whilst the de­votee will be dis­pleased to see vir­tue sink un­der mis­for­tune, and will com­plain that re­li­gion does not suf­fi­ciently dis­play its power. On the oth­er hand, per­sons of a del­ic­ate taste will be dis­gus­ted with the sim­pli­city and de­fect­ive style of many of the let­ters, whilst the gen­er­al­ity of read­ers, led away with the idea that everything that ap­pears in print is a work of la­bour, will think he sees in some of the oth­er let­ters the la­boured style of an au­thor suf­fi­ciently ap­par­ent, not­with­stand­ing the dis­guise he has as­sumed.

			To con­clude; it will be pretty gen­er­ally said, that a thing is little worth out of its place; and that if the too cor­rect style of au­thors takes off from the grace­ful­ness of mis­cel­laneous let­ters, neg­li­gences in these be­come real faults, and make them in­sup­port­able when con­signed to the press.

			I sin­cerely own that those re­proaches may have some found­a­tion. I be­lieve also, I might pos­sibly be able to an­swer them, even without ex­ceed­ing the length of a pre­face: but it is clear, that were I to at­tempt to an­swer everything, I could do noth­ing else; and that if I had deemed it re­quis­ite to do so, I should at once have sup­pressed both pre­face and book.
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					Letter
					1
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay, at the Con­vent of the Ur­su­lines of ———

			
			You see, my dear friend, I keep my word, and that dress does not totally take up all my time; I shall ever have some left for you. In this single day I have seen more finery of at­tire, than in the four years we have spent to­geth­er; and I be­lieve the haughty Tan­ville1 will be more mor­ti­fied at my first vis­it, when I shall cer­tainly de­sire to see her, than she used to be every time she came to see us in fio­chi. Mamma ad­vises with me in everything; she be­haves to me no longer as a boarder in a con­vent. I have a cham­ber­maid to my­self; a cham­ber and a closet of my own, and a very pretty scrutoire, of which I keep the key, and where I can lock up everything. My Mamma has told me, I must be with her every morn­ing at her levee; that it would be suf­fi­cient to have my head dressed by din­ner, be­cause we should al­ways be alone, and that then she would each day tell me what time I should come to her apart­ment in the even­ing. The re­mainder of my time is at my own dis­pos­al; I have my harp­si­chord, my draw­ings, and books, just as in the con­vent, only that the moth­er ab­bess is not here to scold. And I may al­ways be idle, if I please: but as I have not my dear Sophy to chat and laugh with, I am as well pleased with some oc­cu­pa­tion. It is not yet five, and I am not to go to Mamma till sev­en: what a deal of time, if I had any­thing to tell you! but noth­ing has been yet men­tioned to me of any con­sequence: and if it were not for the pre­par­a­tions I see mak­ing, and the num­ber of wo­men em­ployed for me, I should be apt to think they have no no­tion of my nup­tials, and that it was one of old Josephine’s2 tales. Yet Mamma hav­ing so of­ten told me, that a young lady should re­main in a con­vent, un­til she was on the point of mar­riage, and hav­ing now brought me home, I am apt to think Josephine right.

			A coach has just stopped at our door, and Mamma has sent for me. If it should be my in­ten­ded!—I am not dressed, and am all in agit­a­tion; my heart flut­ters. I asked my maid, if she knew who was with my Mamma? “Why,” says she, laugh­ing, “it is Mr. C——.” I really be­lieve it is he. I will cer­tainly re­turn and write you the whole; how­ever, that’s his name. I must not make them wait. Adieu, for a mo­ment!

			How you will laugh at your poor Cecil­ia, my dear Sophy! I’m quite ashamed! But you would have been de­ceived as well as I. On en­ter­ing Mamma’s room, I saw a gen­tle­man in black, stand­ing close by her, I sa­luted him as well as I could, and re­mained mo­tion­less. You may guess, I ex­amined him from head to foot. “Madam,” said he to Mamma, “this is a most charm­ing young lady, and I am ex­tremely sens­ible of your good­ness.” So pos­it­ive a de­clar­a­tion made me tremble all over; and not be­ing able to sup­port me, I threw my­self in an armed chair, quite red and dis­con­cer­ted. In an in­stant he was at my knees, and then you may judge how poor Cecil­ia’s head was be­wildered; I in­stantly star­ted up and shrieked, just as on the day of the great thun­der. Mamma burst out laugh­ing, say­ing, “Well, what’s the mat­ter? Sit down, and give Mr. ——— your foot.” Thus, my dear friend, Mr. ——— turns out to be my shoe­maker. You can’t con­ceive how much I was ashamed; hap­pily, there was no one but Mamma present. I am, how­ever, re­solved when I am mar­ried he shall not be my shoe­maker. Well! am I not now much the wiser? Farewell! it is al­most six, and my maid says it is time to dress. Adieu! my dear Sophy; I love you as much as I did at the con­vent.

			
				P.S. I don’t know whom to send with this, and shall wait till Josephine calls.

				Par­is, Aug. 3, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					2
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count Val­mont, at the Castle of ———

			
			Re­turn, my dear Vis­count, re­turn! How can you think of id­ling your days with an old aunt, whose for­tune is already settled on you! Set out the mo­ment you re­ceive this let­ter, for I want you much. A most en­chant­ing idea has just struck me, and I wish to con­fide the ex­e­cu­tion of it to you.

			This hint should be suf­fi­cient, and you should think your­self so highly hon­oured by my choice, as to fly to re­ceive my or­ders on your knees: but my fa­vours are thrown away on one who no longer sets a value on them; and you pre­sume upon my kind­ness, where the al­tern­at­ive must be etern­al hatred, or ex­cess­ive in­dul­gence. I will ac­quaint you with my scheme; but you, like a true knight er­rant, must first swear to un­der­take no oth­er ad­ven­ture un­til this is achieved. It is worthy a hero. You will at once sa­ti­ate love and re­venge. It will be an ad­di­tion­al ex­ploit to your mem­oirs; yes, your mem­oirs, for I will have them pub­lished, and I will un­der­take the task. But to re­turn to what more im­me­di­ately con­cerns us. Ma­dame de Volanges in­tends to marry her daugh­ter: it is yet a secret; but she yes­ter­day in­formed me of it. And whom do you think she has chosen for her son-in-law? Count Ger­court. Who could have thought I should have been al­lied to Ger­court? I am pro­voked bey­ond ex­pres­sion at your stu­pid­ity! Well, don’t you guess yet? Oh, thou es­sence of dull­ness! What, have you then pardoned him the af­fair of Ma­dame the In­tend­ante? And I, mon­ster!3 have I not more reas­on for re­venge? But I shall re­sume my tem­per; the pro­spect of re­tali­ation, re­calls my serenity.

			You and I have been of­ten tor­men­ted with the im­port­ant idea framed by Ger­court, of the lady he in­ten­ded hon­our with his hand, and his ri­dicu­lous pre­sump­tion of be­ing ex­empt from the un­avoid­able fate of mar­ried men. You know his fool­ish pre­pos­ses­sions in fa­vour of con­ven­tu­al edu­ca­tion, and his still more weak pre­ju­dices for wo­men of a fair com­plex­ion: and I really be­lieve, not­with­stand­ing Volanges’ sixty thou­sand livres a year, he nev­er would have thought of this girl, had she not been black eyed, or not edu­cated in a con­vent.

			Let us con­vince him, he is a most egre­gious fool, as one day or oth­er he must be: but that’s not the busi­ness; the jest will be, should he act upon so ab­surd an opin­ion. How we should be di­ver­ted the next day with his boasts! for boast he will: and if once you prop­erly form this little girl, it will be as­ton­ish­ing if Ger­court does not be­come, like so many oth­ers, the stand­ing ri­dicule of Par­is. The heroine of this new ro­mance mer­its all your at­ten­tion; she is really hand­some, just turned of fif­teen, and a per­fect rose­bud; awk­ward as you could wish, and totally un­pol­ished: but you men don’t mind such trifles; a cer­tain lan­guish­ing air, which prom­ises a great deal, ad­ded to my re­com­mend­a­tion of her, leaves only to you to thank me and obey. You will re­ceive this let­ter to­mor­row morn­ing: I re­quire to see you at sev­en in the even­ing. I shall not be vis­ible to any­one else till eight, not even to my che­va­lier, who hap­pens to be my reign­ing fa­vour­ite for the present; he has not a head for such great af­fairs. You see I am not blinded by love. I shall set you at liberty at eight, and you’ll re­turn to sup with the charm­ing girl at ten, for the moth­er and daugh­ter sup with me. Farewell! it is past noon. Now for oth­er ob­jects.

			
				Par­is, Aug. 4, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					3
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			I have yet no news for my dear friend. Mamma had a great deal of com­pany at sup­per last night. Not­with­stand­ing the strong in­clin­a­tion I had to make my ob­ser­va­tions, es­pe­cially among the men, I was far from be­ing en­ter­tained. The whole com­pany could not keep their eyes from me; they whispered; I could ob­serve plainly they were speak­ing of me, and that made me blush; I could not help it: I wish I could; for I ob­served when any­one looked at the oth­er ladies they did not blush, or the rouge they put on pre­ven­ted their blushes from be­ing seen. It must be very dif­fi­cult not to change coun­ten­ance when a man fixes his eyes on you.

			What gave me the most un­eas­i­ness was, not to know what they thought of me; how­ever, I think I heard the word pretty two or three times: but I’m sure I very dis­tinctly heard that of awk­ward; and that must be very true, for she that said so is a re­la­tion, and an in­tim­ate friend of Mamma’s. She seems even to have taken a sud­den lik­ing to me. She was the only per­son who took a little no­tice of me the whole even­ing. I also heard a man after sup­per, who I am sure was speak­ing of me, say to an­oth­er, “We must let it ripen, we shall see this winter.” Per­haps he is to be my hus­band; but if so, I have still to wait four months! I wish I knew how it is to be.

			Here’s Josephine, and she says she is in haste. I must, how­ever, tell you one of my awk­ward tricks—Oh, I be­lieve that lady was right.

			After sup­per, they all sat down to cards. I sat next Mamma. I don’t know how it happened, but I fell asleep im­me­di­ately. A loud laugh awoke me. I don’t know wheth­er I was the ob­ject of it; but I be­lieve I was. Mamma gave me leave to re­tire, which pleased me much. Only think, it was then past el­ev­en! Adieu, my dear Sophy! con­tin­ue to love thy Cecil­ia, I as­sure you the world is not so pleas­ing as we used to think it.

			
				Par­is, Aug. 4, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					4
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Your or­ders are en­chant­ing, and your man­ner of giv­ing them still more de­light­ful; you would even make one in love with des­pot­ism. It is not the first time, you know, that I re­gret I am no longer your slave; and yet, mon­ster as you style me, I re­call with rap­ture the time when you hon­oured me with softer names. I have of­ten even wished again to de­serve them, and to ter­min­ate, by giv­ing along with you an ex­ample of con­stancy to the world. But mat­ters of great­er mo­ment call us forth; con­quest is our des­tiny, and we must fol­low it: we may, per­haps, meet again at the end of our ca­reer; for per­mit me to say, without put­ting you out of tem­per, my beau­ti­ful Mar­chion­ess! you fol­low me with a pretty equal pace; and since, for the hap­pi­ness of the world, we have sep­ar­ated to preach the faith, I am in­clined to think, that in this mis­sion of love, you have made more pros­elytes than I. I am well con­vinced of your zeal and fer­vour; and if the God of Love judged us ac­cord­ing to our works, you would be the pat­ron saint of some great city, whilst your friend would be at most a com­mon vil­lage saint. This lan­guage no doubt will sur­prise you; but you must know, that for these eight days I hear and speak no oth­er; and to make my­self per­fect in it, I am ob­liged to dis­obey you.

			Don’t be angry, and hear me. As you are the de­pos­it­ory of all the secrets of my heart, I will en­trust you with the greatest pro­ject I ever formed. What do you pro­pose to me? To se­duce a young girl, who has seen noth­ing, knows noth­ing, and would in a man­ner give her­self up without mak­ing the least de­fence, in­tox­ic­ated with the first homage paid to her charms, and per­haps in­cited rather by curi­os­ity than love; there twenty oth­ers may be as suc­cess­ful as I. Not so with the en­ter­prise that en­grosses my mind; its suc­cess in­sures me as much glory as pleas­ure; and even almighty Love, who pre­pares my crown, hes­it­ates between the myrtle and laurel, or will rather unite them to hon­our my tri­umph. Even you your­self, my charm­ing friend, will be struck with a holy re­spect, and in a fit of en­thu­si­asm, will ex­claim, This is the man after my own heart!

			You know the Pres­id­ente Tourvel, her de­vout life, her con­jugal love, and the aus­ter­ity of her prin­ciples; that is the ob­ject I at­tack; that is the en­emy worthy of me; that is the point I in­tend to carry. I must tell you, the Pres­id­ent is in Bur­gundy, pro­sec­ut­ing a con­sid­er­able suit, (I hope to make him lose one of great­er im­port­ance,) his in­con­sol­able part­ner is to re­main here the whole time of this af­flict­ing wid­ow­hood. A mass each day, a few vis­its to the neigh­bour­ing poor, pray­ers morn­ing and even­ing, a few sol­it­ary walks, pi­ous con­fer­ences with my old aunt, and some­times a mel­an­choly game at whist, are her only amuse­ments: but I am pre­par­ing some of a more ef­fic­a­cious nature for her. My guard­i­an an­gel led me here for our mu­tu­al hap­pi­ness. Fool that I was! I used to re­gret the time that I sac­ri­ficed to the cus­tom­ary ce­re­mon­ies. How should I now be pun­ished, by be­ing ob­liged to re­turn to Par­is! For­tu­nately there must be four to make a whist party; and as there is no one here but the cur­ate of the place, my etern­al aunt has pressed me much to sac­ri­fice a few days to her; you may judge, I did not re­fuse her. You can’t con­ceive how much she caresses me ever since; and above all, how much she is edi­fied by see­ing me so reg­u­lar at mass and at pray­ers. But little does she ima­gine the di­vin­ity I ad­ore there.

			Thus, in the space of four days, have I giv­en my­self up to a vi­ol­ent pas­sion. You are no stranger to the im­petu­os­ity of my de­sires, and how read­ily all obstacles fly be­fore me: but I’ll tell you what you don’t know, that solitude adds im­mensely to the ar­dour of de­sire. I have but one idea; I cher­ish it by day, and dream on’t by night. I must pos­sess this wo­man, lest I should be so ri­dicu­lous as to be in love; for whith­er may we not be led by frus­trated de­sire? Oh, de­li­cious en­joy­ment! I im­plore thee for my hap­pi­ness, and, above all, for my re­pose. How happy it is for us, that the wo­men make so weak a de­fence! Were it oth­er­wise, we should be but their cow­ardly slaves. I feel my­self at this mo­ment pen­et­rated with grat­it­ude to­wards com­plais­ant ladies, which, nat­ur­ally leads me to you, at whose feet I pros­trate my­self to ob­tain my par­don, and fin­ish this already too long let­ter. Adieu, my charm­ing friend!

			
				Castle of ———, Aug. 3, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil, to the Vis­count Val­mont

			
			Do you know, Vis­count, your let­ter is won­der­fully in­solent, and has al­most made me angry? But it plainly proves that you have lost your reas­on; and that con­sid­er­a­tion alone sup­presses my in­dig­na­tion. Like a tender and gen­er­ous friend, I for­get my own in­jury, and am wholly taken up with your danger; and irk­some as it is to enter in­to ar­gu­ment, I yield to the ne­ces­sity of it at this time.

			You pos­sess the Pres­id­ente Tourvel! What a ri­dicu­lous ex­tra­vag­ance! I here plainly per­ceive your down­right folly, whose nature is to de­sire that you can­not ob­tain. But let’s ex­am­ine this wo­man. She has reg­u­lar fea­tures, it’s true, but a total want of ex­pres­sion; a tol­er­able shape, but without the least el­eg­ance; dresses most hor­ridly, with a bundle of ruffs about her neck, and her stays up to her chin. I tell you as a friend, two such wo­men would be quite suf­fi­cient to ru­in your repu­ta­tion. Do you re­mem­ber the day she col­lec­ted for the poor at St. Roch, when you thanked me so much for the view of so curi­ous an ex­hib­i­tion. I think I see her still giv­ing her hand to that great looby with the long hair, ready to fall at each step with her calash of four ells over every­one’s head, and blush­ing at every cour­tesy. Who then would have dared to tell you, you will sigh for this wo­man? For shame, Vis­count! Blush your­self, and re­turn to reas­on. I’ll prom­ise to keep this mat­ter secret.

			Let us now ex­am­ine the dis­agree­able con­sequences that await you. What rival have you to en­counter? A hus­band. Don’t you feel your­self hu­mi­li­ated at that name? What a shame if you fail! and if you suc­ceed, where is the glory?—I go farther: pleas­ure is out of the ques­tion; for who ever had any with a prude? I mean, with a sin­cere one: re­served in the very bos­om of pleas­ure, they give you but half en­joy­ments. The en­tirely de­vot­ing one’s self, that de­li­ri­um of vo­lup­tu­ous­ness, where pleas­ure is re­fined by ex­cess—all those gifts of love are strangers to them. I’ll pro­gnost­ic­ate for you: sup­pose your sum­mit of hap­pi­ness, you’ll find your Pres­id­ente will think she has done enough in treat­ing you as a hus­band; and, be as­sured, that in the most tender con­jugal tête-à-tête, the nu­mer­ic­al dis­tinc­tion two is al­ways ap­par­ent. But in this case it is much worse; your prude is a de­votee, and of that sort you are in a per­petu­al state of child­hood; per­haps you may get over this obstacle: but don’t flat­ter your­self that you’ll an­ni­hil­ate it. Should you con­quer the love of God, you’ll not be able to dis­pel the fear of the dev­il; and though in hold­ing your charm­er in your arms, you may feel her heart pal­pit­ate, it will be from fear, not love. You might, per­haps, had you known this wo­man soon­er, have made some­thing of her; but she is now two-and-twenty, and has been mar­ried al­most two years. Be­lieve me, Vis­count, when a wo­man is so far in­crus­ted, she must be left to her fate; she will nev­er be any­thing more than an un­dis­tin­guish­able in­di­vidu­al of a spe­cies.

			And for such a curi­ous ob­ject you re­fuse to obey me; you bury your­self in your aunt’s sep­ulchre; you aban­don a most de­li­cious ad­ven­ture that is marked out for the ad­vance­ment of your repu­ta­tion. By what fatal­ity is it, that Ger­court must al­ways have the ad­vant­age of you?

			I de­clare I am not out of tem­per: but at this in­stant I am in­clined to think you don’t de­serve the repu­ta­tion you pos­sess; and I con­sider your con­duct with such a de­gree of in­dig­na­tion, as tempts me to with­draw my con­fid­ence from you. No, I nev­er can bring my­self to make Ma­dame de Tourvel’s lov­er the con­fid­ant of my secret designs.

			I will tell you, how­ever, that the little Volanges has made a con­quest. Young Dan­ceny is dis­trac­ted for her. He has sung with her, and she really sings bet­ter than be­longs to a con­vent boarder. They have yet many du­os to re­hearse to­geth­er, and I am much mis­taken if she would not read­ily get in­to uni­son with him; it is true, Dan­ceny is but a boy yet, who will waste his time in mak­ing love, but nev­er will come to the point. Little Volanges is wild enough; but at all events, it will nev­er be so pleas­ing as you could have made it. I am out of tem­per with you, and shall most cer­tainly fall out with the Che­va­lier when he comes home. I would ad­vise him to be mild, for at this time I should feel no dif­fi­culty to break with him.

			I am cer­tain that if I had sense enough to break off with him now, he would be a prey to the most vi­ol­ent des­pair; yet noth­ing di­verts me more than an en­raged lov­er. He, per­haps, would call me per­fi­di­ous, and that word has ever pleased me; it is, after the epi­thet cruel, the sweetest to a wo­man’s ear, and the least pain­ful to de­serve. I will ser­i­ously ru­min­ate on this rup­ture. You are the cause of all this—I shall leave it on your con­science. Adieu! re­com­mend me to your Pres­id­ente in her pray­ers.

			
				Par­is, Aug. 7, 17—.
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				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			There is then no wo­man that does not ab­use the em­pire she has gained; and you, whom I have so of­ten called my in­dul­gent friend, are no longer so, you are not afraid to at­tack me even in the very ob­ject of my af­fec­tions. What a pic­ture have you drawn of Ma­dame de Tourvel! What man would not have for­feited his life by so dar­ing an act of in­solence? And what wo­man but you would not, at least, have de­term­ined me to blast her repu­ta­tion? For heav­en’s sake! nev­er put me to such rude tri­als again. I will not be an­swer­able for the con­sequence. In the name of friend­ship, have pa­tience till I have this wo­man, if you must slander her. Don’t you know, that the time for its caus­ing any im­pres­sion on me will be after I have en­joyed her? But where do I wander? Does Ma­dame de Tourvel, in or­der to in­spire a pas­sion, need any de­cep­tion? No; to be ad­or­able, ’tis enough she is her­self. You find fault with her dress: you are right; all or­na­ments are pre­ju­di­cial to her; everything that hides her lovely form is hurt­ful. It is in un­af­fected neg­li­gence she is truly rav­ish­ing. Thanks to the suf­foc­at­ing heat of the sea­son, a desha­bille of plain lawn ad­orns her charm­ing, easy shape. A thin muslin handker­chief cov­ers her bos­om; and my stolen, but pen­et­rat­ing glances, have already seized its en­chant­ing form. You say her fig­ure has no ex­pres­sion. What should it ex­press, when noth­ing speaks to her heart? No, in­dubit­ably, she has not, like our coquettes, those false looks, which some­times se­duce, but ever de­ceive. She knows not how to fill up a void of phrase by an af­fected smile; and though she has the finest teeth in the world, she only laughs at what pleases her. But she is par­tic­u­larly ad­mir­able in the most tri­fling amuse­ments, where she gives the pic­ture of the frankest and most nat­ur­al gaiety. In vis­it­ing a wretched be­ing that she hastens to re­lieve, her looks de­clare the un­sul­lied joy and com­pas­sion­ate bounty of her heart. At the most tri­fling ex­pres­sion of praise or flat­tery, the tender em­bar­rass­ment of un­af­fected mod­esty is suf­fused over her ce­les­ti­al fig­ure. She is a prude and de­votee, and thence you con­clude, she is cold and in­an­im­ate. I think quite oth­er­wise. What as­ton­ish­ing sens­ib­il­ity must she not have, to dif­fuse it as far as her hus­band, and to love a be­ing al­ways ab­sent! What stronger proof can you re­quire? I found out a meth­od, how­ever, to ob­tain an­oth­er; I dir­ec­ted our walk in such a man­ner that we had a ditch to leap over, and al­though very act­ive, she is still more tim­id—you may very well judge a prude dreads tak­ing a leap. She was ob­liged to trust her­self to me. I raised this mod­est wo­man in my arms. Our pre­par­a­tions, and the skip of my old aunt, made our sprightly de­votee laugh most im­mod­er­ately: but as soon as I seized on her, by a dex­ter­ous awk­ward­ness, our arms were mu­tu­ally en­twined in each oth­er; I pressed her bos­om against mine, and in this short in­ter­val I felt her heart pal­pit­ate more quickly; a lovely blush covered her face, and her mod­est em­bar­rass­ment in­formed me her heart beat with love and not with fear. My aunt was de­ceived as you had been, and said, “The child is frightened;” but the charm­ing cand­our of this child would not per­mit her to coun­ten­ance a lie, and she in­genu­ously answered, “Oh, no; but—” That word alone has cleared up my doubts. From this in­stant, sweet hope has ban­ished cruel in­quiet­ude. I will have this wo­man. I will take her from a hus­band who does not de­serve her. I’ll even snatch her from the god she ad­ores.

			How de­li­cious to be by turns the ob­ject and con­quer­or of her re­morse! Far be from me the idea of cur­ing her of her pre­ju­dices! they will add to my glory and hap­pi­ness. Let her rely on her vir­tue, and sac­ri­fice it. Let her crime ter­rify her, without be­ing able to res­ist its im­pulse; and, alarmed with a thou­sand ter­rors, let her neither be able to for­get or con­quer them but in my em­braces.

			Then I’ll con­sent to her say­ing, “I ad­ore thee.” She, of all your sex, will be the only one worthy to pro­nounce that word. Then shall I truly be the god of her id­ol­atry. Con­fess in­genu­ously to me, that in our ar­range­ments, as in­dif­fer­ent as they are free, what we style hap­pi­ness scarce de­serves the name of pleas­ure. I’ll freely ac­know­ledge, I ima­gined my heart withered, and in­cap­able only of sen­su­al grat­i­fic­a­tion; I began to de­plore my pre­ma­turely ad­vanced age; Ma­dame de Tourvel has re­stored me to the il­lus­ive charms of youth. With her, ac­tu­al en­joy­ment is not ne­ces­sary to my hap­pi­ness. The only thing that alarms me is the time this ad­ven­ture will take up; for I am re­solved to risk noth­ing. In vain do I bring to re­mem­brance my suc­cess­ful acts of temer­ity on many oc­ca­sions; I can’t think of at­tempt­ing them now. To crown my bliss, she must give her­self up, and that’s not an easy mat­ter to ac­com­plish.

			I am con­fid­ent even you must ap­prove my dis­cre­tion, for as yet I have not men­tioned the word love; but we are already got as far as those of friend­ship and con­fid­ence. In or­der to de­ceive her as little as pos­sible, and, above all, to guard against any­thing that may come to her know­ledge which might shock her, I have my­self re­lated to her, by way of self-ac­cus­a­tion, some of my most re­mark­able ad­ven­tures. You would be de­lighted to see how in­no­cently she cat­ech­ises me. She says she is de­term­ined to make a con­vert of me: but has not the least sus­pi­cion how much the pur­chase will cost her. She does not think, that her be­com­ing ad­voc­ate, to use her own words, for the many I have un­done, she is be­fore­hand plead­ing her own cause.

			This idea struck me yes­ter­day, in the midst of one of her little ser­mons, and I could not res­ist the pleas­ure of in­ter­rupt­ing her, to tell her that she spoke like a proph­et. Adieu, my lovely friend! you see I am not totally lost.

			
				P.S. But what’s be­come of our poor Che­va­lier? Has he des­troyed him­self in a fit of des­pair? In­deed you are a mil­lion of times worse than I; and if I was vain, you’d mor­ti­fy me to be so much out­done.

				From the Castle of ———,

				Aug. 9, 17—.
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				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay.4

			
			If I have not said any­thing to you as yet of my mar­riage, it is be­cause I am as ig­nor­ant of the mat­ter as the first day I came home. I be­gin to ac­cus­tom my­self not to think about it, and I am very happy as I am. I prac­tice my harp­si­chord and singing much; and I am fonder of them than when I had a mas­ter, or rather now I have got a bet­ter one. The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, the gen­tle­man I men­tioned to you be­fore, with whom I sang at Ma­dame Mer­teuil’s, is so ob­li­ging to come every day to sing with me for hours to­geth­er. He is ex­ceed­ingly agree­able. He sings like an an­gel, and sets the words of his own com­pos­i­tion to very pretty mu­sic. It is a great pity he is a Knight of Malta! I think, were he to em­bark in wed­lock, his wife would be very happy. He is the sweetest creature breath­ing. Without the af­fect­a­tion of com­plais­ance, everything he does is en­dear­ing. He al­ways chides me about mu­sic, or some oth­er trifle; but he blends with his cen­sures so much con­cern and good nature, that one can’t help be­ing pleased. His very looks seem to speak ob­li­ging things. And with all this, he is the most com­plais­ant man pos­sible: for in­stance; yes­ter­day he was asked to a private con­cert, but spent the even­ing at Mamma’s, which grat­i­fied me ex­ceed­ingly; for, when he is ab­sent, I have no one to speak to, and am quite stu­pid: but, when he is with us, we chat and sing to­geth­er, and he al­ways has some­thing to say to me. Ma­dame de Mer­teuil and he are the only two ami­able per­sons I yet know. Adieu, my dear friend! I prom­ised to be per­fect today in a little air, with a very dif­fi­cult ac­com­pani­ment, and I must keep my word. I must set about prac­tising it against his re­turn.

			
				From ———, Aug. 7, 17—.
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				Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			Per­mit me, Madam, to as­sure you, no one can be more sens­ible of the con­fid­ence you re­pose in me, nor have more at heart the happy es­tab­lish­ment of Ma­demois­elle de Volanges than I have. With my whole soul I wish her that fe­li­city which I am con­fid­ent she mer­its, and which I have no doubt she will ob­tain through your prudence. I have not the hon­our of know­ing Count Ger­court, but con­ceive the most fa­vour­able opin­ion of him, as he is your choice. I lim­it my good wishes to the hope that this match may be as happy as mine, which was also one of your mak­ing, and which grat­it­ude daily calls to my re­mem­brance. May the hap­pi­ness of Ma­demois­elle de Volanges be the re­ward of that I en­joy, and may the best of friends be also the hap­pi­est of moth­ers!

			I am really mor­ti­fied that I am not at present able, per­son­ally, to as­sure you of the grate­ful sen­ti­ments of my heart, and to ac­com­plish what I wish for much, an ac­quaint­ance with Ma­demois­elle de Volanges.

			After hav­ing ex­per­i­enced your ma­ter­nal fond­ness, I think I am en­titled to the tender friend­ship of a sis­ter from her. I en­treat you, Madam, to claim it for me, un­til I have it in my power to de­serve it. I pro­pose resid­ing in the coun­try dur­ing Mr. de Tourvel’s ab­sence. I now en­joy and im­prove in the re­spect­able com­pany of Ma­dame Rose­monde. This lady is ever de­light­ful; her great age has not the least im­paired her gaiety or memory; her body may be eighty-four, but her un­der­stand­ing is only twenty. Our re­tire­ment is en­livened by the Vis­count Val­mont, her neph­ew, who has con­des­cen­ded to spend a few days with us. I only knew him by char­ac­ter, which gave me an un­fa­vour­able opin­ion of him, that now I don’t think he de­serves. Here, where the bustle of the world does not af­fect him, he is very agree­able, and owns his fail­ings with great cand­our. He con­verses with me very con­fid­en­tially, and I some­times ser­mon­ize him with as­per­ity; you, who know him well, will, I dare say, think such a con­ver­sion worth at­tempt­ing: but I am afraid, not­with­stand­ing all his prom­ises, eight days in Par­is will des­troy all my la­bours; how­ever, his res­id­ence here will be so much gained from his gen­er­al course of life, and I am clear, that the best thing he can do will be to re­main in in­activ­ity. He knows that I am now writ­ing to you, and begs leave to present his most re­spect­ful com­pli­ments. I beg you’ll also ac­cept mine with that con­des­cen­sion you have ever had for me, and be as­sured of the sin­cer­ity of the sen­ti­ments with which I have the hon­our to be, etc.

			
				From the Castle of ———,

				Aug. 9, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					9
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			I nev­er yet doubted, my young and charm­ing friend, of your friend­ship for me, nor of the in­terest you take in all my con­cerns. It is not to clear up this point, on which I hope we are forever agreed, that I reply to your an­swer; but I think my­self ob­liged to say a word or two re­l­at­ive to Vis­count Val­mont.

			I must own, I did not ex­pect to meet such a name in a let­ter from you. How is it pos­sible there can be any com­mu­nic­a­tion between you and him? You do not know that man. Where did you find the idea you have im­bibed of the heart of a lib­ertine? You tell me of his un­com­mon cand­our; yes, truly, Val­mont’s cand­our is very un­com­mon. He is yet more false and dan­ger­ous than he is lovely and se­du­cing: nev­er since his earli­est youth, has he taken a step, or spoke a word, without a design; and nev­er formed a design that was not crim­in­al or im­prop­er. My dear friend, you know me; you know that of all the vir­tues I en­deav­our to ac­quire, in­dul­gence is the one I cher­ish most; and if Val­mont had been hur­ried away by the im­petu­os­ity of his pas­sions, or if, like a thou­sand more at his time of life, he had been se­duced by the er­rors of youth, I would have com­pas­sion­ated his per­son, blamed his con­duct, and have pa­tiently waited un­til time, the happy ma­turer of green years, should have made him fit for the so­ci­ety and es­teem of worthy people: but that’s not Val­mont’s case; his con­duct is the res­ult of prin­ciple; he cal­cu­lates how far a man can pro­ceed in vil­lainy without risk­ing repu­ta­tion, and has chosen wo­men for his vic­tims, that his sac­ri­fices may be wicked and cruel without danger. I shall not dwell on the num­bers he has se­duced; but how many has he not ut­terly un­done? Those scan­dal­ous an­ec­dotes nev­er come with­in the sphere of your re­tired and reg­u­lar course of life. I could, how­ever, re­late you some that would make you shud­der; but your mind, pure as your soul, would be de­filed with such de­scrip­tions: con­vinced, as I am, that Val­mont will nev­er be an ob­ject of danger to you, such ar­mour is un­ne­ces­sary to guard you. I can’t, how­ever, re­frain telling you, that suc­cess­ful or not, no wo­man he ever yet dangled after, but had reas­on to re­pent her folly. The only ex­cep­tion to this gen­er­al rule is the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil; she alone has been cap­able not only of res­ist­ing, but of com­pletely de­feat­ing his wicked­ness.

			I must ac­know­ledge, this trait in her char­ac­ter strikes me the most for­cibly; and has amply jus­ti­fied her to the world for some tri­fling in­dis­cre­tions in the out­set of her wid­ow­hood.5 How­ever, my charm­ing friend, au­thor­ised as I am, by age, ex­per­i­ence, and much more by friend­ship, I am ob­liged to in­form you, the world take no­tice of Val­mont’s ab­sence; and that if they come to know that he has for any time formed a trio with you and his aunt, your repu­ta­tion will be at his mercy, which is the greatest mis­for­tune that can hap­pen to a wo­man. I there­fore ad­vise you to pre­vail on his aunt not to de­tain him longer; and if he should still de­term­ine to re­main, I think you should not hes­it­ate a mo­ment on quit­ting the place. But why should he re­main? How does he em­ploy him­self in the coun­try? I am cer­tain, if his mo­tions were watched, you would dis­cov­er that he has only taken up his res­id­ence in that com­mo­di­ous re­treat for the ac­com­plish­ment of some act of vil­lainy he med­it­ates in the neigh­bour­hood.

			When it is not in our power to pre­vent an evil, let us at least take care to pre­serve ourselves from its con­sequences. Adieu! my lovely friend. An ac­ci­dent re­tards my daugh­ter’s mar­riage for some little time. Count Ger­court, whom we daily ex­pec­ted, in­forms me his re­gi­ment is ordered for Cor­sica; and as the mil­it­ary op­er­a­tions are not yet over, it will be im­possible for him to re­turn be­fore winter: this dis­con­certs me; how­ever, it gives me hope we shall have your com­pany at the wed­ding; and I was vexed it should take place without you. Adieu! I am as free from com­pli­ment as re­serve, en­tirely yours.

			
				P.S. Bring me back to the re­col­lec­tion of Ma­dame de Rose­monde, whom I shall al­ways love for her great mer­it.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					10
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil, to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			Are you out of tem­per with me, Vis­count, or are you dead, or, which is pretty much the same, do you live no longer but for your Pres­id­ente? This wo­man, who has re­stored you to the il­lus­ive charms of youth, will also soon re­store you to its ri­dicu­lous fol­lies. You are already a tim­id slave; you may as well be in love at once. You re­nounce your happy acts of temer­ity on many oc­ca­sions; and thus, without any prin­ciple to dir­ect you, give your­self up to caprice, or rather chance. Do you know, that love is like phys­ic, only the art of as­sist­ing nature? You see I fight you on your own ground, but it shall not ex­cite any van­ity in me; for there is no great hon­our in en­ga­ging a van­quished en­emy. She must give her­self up, you tell me; without doubt she must, and will, as oth­ers, but with this dif­fer­ence, that she’ll do it awk­wardly. But that it may ter­min­ate in her giv­ing her­self up, the true meth­od is to be­gin by tak­ing her. What a ri­dicu­lous dis­tinc­tion, what non­sense in a love mat­ter; I say love; for you really are in love. To speak oth­er­wise would be de­ceiv­ing you, would be con­ceal­ing your dis­order from you. Tell me, then, my dear sigh­ing swain, of the dif­fer­ent wo­men you have had, do you think you gained any of them by force? Whatever in­clin­a­tion we may have to yield, how­ever we feel our com­pli­ance un­avoid­able, still must there be a pre­tence; and can there be a more com­mo­di­ous one for us, than that which gives us the ap­pear­ance of be­ing over­come by force? For my part, I own noth­ing charms me to much as a brisk lively at­tack, where everything is car­ried on with reg­u­lar­ity, but with rapid­ity; which nev­er puts us to the pain­ful di­lemma of be­ing ourselves con­strained to rem­edy an awk­ward­ness which, on the con­trary, we should con­vert to our ad­vant­age; and which keeps up the ap­pear­ance of vi­ol­ence, even when we yield, and dex­ter­ously flat­ters our two fa­vour­ite pas­sions, the glory of a de­fence, and the pleas­ure of a de­feat. I must own that this tal­ent, which is more un­com­mon than one would ima­gine, al­ways pleased me, even when it did not guide me, and that it has some­times happened that I have only sur­rendered from grat­it­ude: thus, in our tour­na­ments of old, beauty gave the prize to valour and ad­dress.

			But you, you who are no longer your­self, you pro­ceed as if you dreaded suc­cess. And pray how long is it since you have fallen in­to the meth­od of trav­el­ling so gently, and in such bye-roads? Be­lieve me, when one has a mind to ar­rive, post-horses and the high road is the only meth­od.

			But let us drop this sub­ject; it the more puts me out of tem­per, as it de­prives me of the pleas­ure of see­ing you. At least, write me of­ten­er than you do, and ac­quaint me with your pro­gress. You seem to for­get that this ri­dicu­lous piece of busi­ness has already taken up a fort­night of your time, and that you neg­lect every­body.

			Now I men­tion neg­lect, you re­semble those who send reg­u­larly to in­quire of the state of health of their sick friends, and who nev­er con­cern them­selves about the an­swer. You fin­ish your last let­ter by ask­ing wheth­er the Che­va­lier is dead. I make no reply, and you are no farther con­cerned about the mat­ter; have you for­got my lov­er is your sworn friend? But com­fort your­self; he is not dead; or if he was, it would be from ex­cess of pleas­ure. This poor Che­va­lier, how tender! How formed for love! How sens­ibly he af­fects one! He dis­tracts me. Ser­i­ously, then, his hap­pi­ness in be­ing loved by me, in­spires me with a true af­fec­tion for him.

			The very day I wrote you that I was taken up in con­triv­ing our rup­ture, how happy did I not make him! And yet I was in earn­est en­gaged how I should make him des­per­ate when he ap­peared. Wheth­er whim or in­clin­a­tion, he nev­er ap­peared to so much ad­vant­age. How­ever, I re­ceived him coolly; he ex­pec­ted to spend a couple of hours with me be­fore my time of see­ing com­pany. I told him I was go­ing abroad, he begged to know where; I re­fused to tell him. He in­sisted to know; where you will not be, I replied with some tart­ness. Hap­pily for him he was pet­ri­fied at my an­swer; for had he pro­nounced a syl­lable, a scene would have en­sued which would in­fal­libly have brought on the in­ten­ded rup­ture. As­ton­ished at his si­lence, I cast a look at him, with no oth­er design, I swear, but to ob­serve his coun­ten­ance; I was in­stantly struck with the deep and tender sad­ness that covered this charm­ing fig­ure, which you have owned it is so dif­fi­cult to res­ist. The same cause pro­duced the same ef­fect; I was a second time over­come; from that in­stant I en­deav­oured to pre­vent his hav­ing any reas­on to com­plain. I am go­ing out on busi­ness, said I, in a milder tone, and the busi­ness relates to you; ask no more ques­tions. I shall sup at home; at your re­turn you’ll know all: he then re­covered his speech; but I would not suf­fer him to go on. I’m in great haste, con­tin­ued I. Leave me un­til night. He kissed my hand and de­par­ted. In or­der to make him, or per­haps my­self, amends, I im­me­di­ately re­solved to show him my villa, of which he had not the least sus­pi­cion; I called my faith­ful maid, Vic­toire. I am seized with my dizzi­ness, said I; let all my ser­vants know I am gone to bed; when alone, I de­sired her to put on a foot­man’s dress, and meta­morph­osed my­self in­to a cham­ber­maid.

			She ordered a hack­ney-coach to my garden-door, and we in­stantly set out; Be­ing ar­rived at this temple ded­ic­ated to love, I put on my gen­tee­lest desha­bille; a most de­li­cious one, and of my own in­ven­tion: it leaves noth­ing ex­posed, but everything for fancy to ima­gine. I prom­ise you the pat­tern for your Pres­id­ente, when you shall have rendered her worthy of wear­ing it.

			After those pre­par­a­tions, whilst Vic­toire was taken up with oth­er mat­ters, I read a chapter of the Sopha, a let­ter of the New Eloisa, and two of La Fon­taine’s Tales, to re­hearse the dif­fer­ent char­ac­ters I in­ten­ded to as­sume. In the mean­time, my Che­va­lier came to my house, with his usu­al eager­ness. My port­er re­fused him ad­mit­tance, and in­form­ing him I was in­dis­posed, de­livered him a note from me, but not of my writ­ing; ac­cord­ing to my usu­al dis­cre­tion. He opens, and finds in Vic­toire’s writ­ing;—“At nine pre­cisely, at the Boulevard, op­pos­ite the cof­fee­houses.”

			Thith­er he pro­ceeds, and a little foot­man whom he does not know, or at least thinks he does not know, for it was Vic­toire, tells him he must send back his car­riage and fol­low him. All this ro­mantic pro­ceed­ing heated his ima­gin­a­tion, and on such oc­ca­sions a heated ima­gin­a­tion is use­ful. At last he ar­rives, and love and as­ton­ish­ment pro­duced in him the ef­fect of a real en­chant­ment. In or­der to give him time to re­cov­er from his sur­prise, we walked a while in the grove; I then brought him back to the house. The first thing which presen­ted it­self to his view, was a table with two cov­ers, and a bed pre­pared. From thence we went in­to the cab­in­et, which was most el­eg­antly dec­or­ated. There, in sus­pense, between re­flec­tion and sen­ti­ment, I flung my arms around him, and let­ting my­self fall at his knees—“Alas! my dear friend,” said I, “what re­proaches do I not de­serve, for hav­ing, for a mo­ment, giv­en you un­eas­i­ness by an af­fected ill-hu­mour, in or­der to en­hance the pleas­ure and sur­prise of this mo­ment, for hav­ing con­cealed my heart from your ten­der­ness! For­give me; I will ex­pi­ate my crime with the most ar­dent love.” You may guess what was the ef­fect of this sen­ti­ment­al de­clar­a­tion. The happy Che­va­lier raised me, and my par­don was sealed on the same sofa where you and I, in a sim­il­ar way, so cheer­fully sealed our etern­al rup­ture.

			As we had six hours to pass to­geth­er, and that I was de­term­ined the whole time should be de­voted to de­light him, I mod­er­ated his trans­ports, and called lovely coquetry to the aid of ten­der­ness. I don’t know I ever took so much pains to please, or ever, in my own opin­ion, suc­ceeded so well. After sup­per, by turns, child­ish and ra­tion­al, wan­ton and tender, some­times even lib­ertine. I took pleas­ure in con­sid­er­ing him as a Sul­tan, in the midst of his Seraglio, to whom I al­tern­ately sup­plied the places of dif­fer­ent fa­vour­ites; and in­deed, his re­it­er­ated of­fer­ings, though al­ways re­ceived by the same wo­man, were re­ceived as by a new mis­tress.

			At length, when day ap­peared, it was ne­ces­sary to part; and not­with­stand­ing all he said, and even what he did, to prove the con­trary, there was, on his part, as much ne­ces­sity for it, as want of in­clin­a­tion. At the in­stant of part­ing, for a last adieu, I de­livered him the key of this happy man­sion: I had it for you alone, said I, and it is fit you should be the mas­ter of it; it is but right the high priest should dis­pose of the temple. By this ar­ti­fice, I an­ti­cip­ated any re­flec­tions which might arise in his mind re­l­at­ive to the pro­pri­ety of a villa, which is ever mat­ter of sus­pi­cion. I know him so well, that I’m cer­tain he will nev­er make use on’t but for me; and if I should have a fancy to go there without him, I have an­oth­er key. He by all means would make an ap­point­ment for an­oth­er day; but I as yet love him too much, to wear him out soon; the true max­im is, not give in­to ex­cess, but with those one wishes to be rid of. This he is a stranger to; but, hap­pily for him, I know it for us both.

			I per­ceive it is now three in the morn­ing, and that I have wrote a volume, though I in­ten­ded but a short let­ter. Such are the charms of con­fid­en­tial friend­ship; it is that con­fid­en­tial friend­ship that renders you the ob­ject I love most; but in­deed the Che­va­lier is the ob­ject that pleases me most.

			
				From ———, Aug. 12, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					11
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame Volanges

			
			The sever­ity of your let­ter would have ter­ri­fied me strangely, dear madam, if I had not here stronger reas­ons to think my­self per­fectly safe, than those you give me for ap­pre­hen­sion. The for­mid­able Mr. de Val­mont, the ter­ror of our sex, seems to have laid aside his mur­der­ous arms, be­fore he entered this castle. Far from hav­ing formed any design, he did not even ap­pear to have brought any claims; and the ac­com­plish­ments of an ami­able man, which his en­emies even give to him, al­most van­ish to give place to the char­ac­ter of good-natured creature. Prob­ably it is the coun­try air has wrought this mir­acle; one thing I can as­sure you, though in­cess­antly with me, even seem­ingly pleased with my com­pany, not a word that has the least tend­ency to love has es­caped him, not even one of those phrases that most men as­sume, without hav­ing, like him, any­thing to plead in their jus­ti­fic­a­tion. Nev­er does he put one un­der the ne­ces­sity of fly­ing for shel­ter to that re­served­ness to which a wo­man, who will main­tain her dig­nity, is ob­liged to have re­course nowadays, to keep the men with­in bounds. He does not ab­use the gaiety he in­spires. Per­haps he flat­ters a little too much; but it is with so much del­ic­acy, that he would re­con­cile even mod­esty to praise. To con­clude, had I a broth­er, I would wish him to be what Mr. de Val­mont is here. There are many wo­men, per­haps, would wish him to have a more poin­ted gal­lantry; and I own I am greatly ob­liged to him for the good opin­ion he en­ter­tains, by not con­found­ing me with them.

			This de­scrip­tion un­doubtedly dif­fers very much from that you have giv­en me; and yet they may both carry a re­semb­lance, if we as­cer­tain our times. He him­self agrees he has done many wrong things, and, per­haps, the world has im­puted many more to him. But I have sel­dom met with men who spoke more re­spect­fully of wo­men of char­ac­ter, al­most to en­thu­si­asm.

			In this point, at least, you in­form me he is not a de­ceiv­er. I rest the proof on his con­duct to Ma­dame de Mer­teuil. He of­ten speaks of her; and al­ways so much in her praise, and with the ap­pear­ance of so much af­fec­tion, that I ima­gined, un­til I re­ceived your let­ter, that what he had called friend­ship was really love. I con­demn my­self for my rash opin­ion, in which I am the more blame­able, as he him­self has fre­quently spoke in her jus­ti­fic­a­tion; and I own his hon­est sin­cer­ity I looked on as ar­ti­fice. I don’t know, but it ap­pears to me, that the man who is cap­able of so con­stant a friend­ship for a de­serving wo­man, can­not be an aban­doned lib­ertine; but wheth­er we are to at­trib­ute his prudent con­duct here to any scheme in this neigh­bour­hood, as you sup­pose, is a ques­tion. There are some few agree­able wo­men around us; how­ever, he sel­dom goes abroad ex­cept in the morn­ing, and then he says he goes a shoot­ing; he sel­dom brings home any game, it is true, but he tells us he is a bad shot. How­ever, what he does out of doors, con­cerns me but little; and if I wished to be in­formed, it would be only to have one more reas­on to come in­to your opin­ion, or to bring you over to mine.

			As to what you pro­pose, that I should en­deav­our to shorten the time of Mr. de Val­mont’s res­id­ence here, it ap­pears to me a mat­ter of some dif­fi­culty, to de­sire an aunt not to have her neph­ew with her; and a neph­ew for whom she has the greatest af­fec­tion. How­ever, I prom­ise you, through de­fer­ence only, and not that I see any ne­ces­sity for it, to take the first op­por­tun­ity to make this re­quest either to him or her. As to my­self, Mr. de Tourvel is ac­quain­ted with my in­ten­tion of re­main­ing here un­til his re­turn, and he would, with reas­on, be as­ton­ished at my lev­ity. Thus, Madam, I have giv­en you a long ex­plan­a­tion; but I thought a jus­ti­fic­a­tion of Mr. de Val­mont to you, where it ap­pears very ne­ces­sary, a debt to truth. I am not the less sens­ible of the friend­ship which sug­ges­ted your ad­vice. I am also in­debted to it for the ob­li­ging man­ner in which you ac­quaint me of the delay of Ma­dame de Volanges’ nup­tials, for which ac­cept my most sin­cere thanks; but whatever pleas­ure I might ex­pect on that oc­ca­sion in your com­pany, would be will­ingly sac­ri­ficed to the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing M. de Volanges’ hap­pi­ness soon­er com­pleted, if, after all, she can be more so than with a moth­er, every way de­serving her re­spect and ten­der­ness. I par­take with her those sen­ti­ments which at­tach me to you, and beg you’ll re­ceive this as­sur­ance of them with your usu­al good­ness.

			
				I have the hon­our to be, etc.

				From ———, Aug. 13, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					12
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Madam,

			My Mamma is in­dis­posed; she will not go out today, and I must keep her com­pany: thus I am de­prived the hon­our of at­tend­ing you to the op­era. I as­sure you I re­gret more the loss of your com­pany than the per­form­ance. I hope you are per­suaded of this, for I have a great af­fec­tion for you. Be so good to tell the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, I have not yet got the col­lec­tion which he men­tioned, and that if he can bring it him­self to­mor­row, I shall be ob­liged to him. If he comes today, he will be told we are not at home; but the reas­on is, Mamma sees no com­pany. I hope she will be bet­ter to­mor­row.

			
				I have the hon­our, etc.

				From ———, Aug. 13, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					13
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			I am much con­cerned, my charm­ing girl, to be de­prived of the pleas­ure of see­ing you, as well as for the cause; I hope we shall find an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity. I per­formed your com­mis­sion with the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, who will cer­tainly be very sorry to hear of your Mamma’s in­dis­pos­i­tion; if she’ll ad­mit me to­mor­row, I’ll wait on her. She and I will at­tack the Che­va­lier de Belleroche at pi­quet;6 and in win­ning his money, we shall have the double pleas­ure of hear­ing you sing with your ami­able mas­ter, to whom I shall pro­pose it. If it be agree­able to your Mamma and you, I will an­swer for my two Knights and my­self. Adieu, my lovely girl! My com­pli­ments to Ma­dame de Volanges. I em­brace you most af­fec­tion­ately.

			
				From ———, Aug. 13, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					14
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			I did not write to you yes­ter­day, my dear Sophy; but I as­sure you it was not pleas­ure that pre­ven­ted me. My Mamma was in­dis­posed, and I did not quit her the whole day. At night, when I re­tired, I had not spir­its to do any­thing; and I went to bed very early, in or­der to ter­min­ate the day: nev­er did I pass so long a one. It is not but I love Mamma very much; but I don’t know how it was. I was to have gone to the op­era with Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny was to have been there. You know they are the two I love most. When the hour of the op­era ar­rived, my heart was op­pressed in spite of me; everything dis­pleased me, and I wept in­vol­un­tar­ily. For­tu­nately Mamma was in bed, and could not see me. I am sure Che­va­lier Dan­ceny must have been chag­rined as well as I; but the com­pany and per­form­ance must have amused him: I am very dif­fer­ently situ­ated. But Mamma is bet­ter today, and Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, and an­oth­er gen­tle­man, will be with us. Ma­dame de Mer­teuil comes late, and it’s very tire­some to be so long alone. It is only el­ev­en, yet I must prac­tise my harp­si­chord, it is true; and then my toi­let will take me up some time, for I will have my head well dressed today. I really be­lieve our moth­er Ab­bess was right, that one be­comes a coquet on en­ter­ing in­to life. I nev­er had so strong a de­sire to be hand­some, as for some days past, and I think I am not so hand­some as I thought; in wo­men’s com­pany that paint, one looks much worse; for ex­ample, all the men think Ma­dame de Mer­teuil hand­somer than me; that does not vex me much, be­cause she loves me: and then she as­sures me the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny thinks me hand­somer than her. It is very good natured of her to tell me so; she even seemed to be glad of it. Now I don’t con­ceive how that can be. It is be­cause she loves me so much! And he too! Oh that gives me in­fin­ite pleas­ure! I really think, barely look­ing at him makes me ap­pear hand­some. I would al­ways be look­ing at him, if I was not afraid of meet­ing his eyes: for as of­ten as that hap­pens, it dis­con­certs me, and gives me un­eas­i­ness; but that sig­ni­fies noth­ing. Adieu, my dear Sophy! I am go­ing to dress.

			
				Par­is, Aug. 14, 17—.
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				Vis­count Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			In­deed you are very kind not to aban­don me to my mel­an­choly fate: the life I lead here is really fa­tiguing, from ex­cess of re­pose and in­sip­id uni­form­ity. Read­ing your let­ter with the par­tic­u­lars of your de­light­ful ex­cur­sion, I was temp­ted twenty times to pre­tend busi­ness, fly to your feet, and beg of you to com­mit, in my fa­vour, an in­fi­del­ity to your Che­va­lier, who really does not de­serve his bliss. Do you know you have roused my jeal­ousy? Why tell me of an etern­al rup­ture? I re­cant an oath taken in a fit of frenzy. We should not have been en­titled to so sol­emn a priv­ilege, had we ser­i­ously in­ten­ded to keep it. Ah, may I be one day re­venged in your em­braces, for the vex­a­tion the Che­va­lier’s hap­pi­ness gives me! I am all in­dig­na­tion I own, to think that a man who has scarce com­mon sense, without tak­ing the least trouble, and only simply fol­low­ing the in­stinct of his heart, should find a hap­pi­ness I can’t at­tain. Oh, I will dis­turb him: prom­ise me I shall dis­turb him! But have you not hu­mi­li­ated your­self? You take the trouble to de­ceive him, and he is hap­pi­er than you. You think you have him in your toils, but you are in his. He sleeps quietly, whilst you wake for his pleas­ures. What could his slaves do more?

			Hark ye, my lovely friend, while you di­vide your­self among many, I am not in the least jeal­ous; I then look down on your lov­ers as on Al­ex­an­der’s suc­cessors; in­cap­able of pre­serving among them that em­pire where I reigned sole mon­arch; but that you should give your­self up en­tirely to one of them, that an­oth­er should ex­ist as happy as me, I will not suf­fer; don’t ex­pect I’ll bear it! Either take me again, or take an­oth­er; and do not, by any ex­clus­ive caprice, be­tray the in­vi­ol­able friend­ship we have sworn to each oth­er.

			Is it not curi­ous, that I should have reas­on to com­plain of love? You see I give in­to your ideas, and con­fess my er­rors. If not to be able to ex­ist without the pos­ses­sion of what we de­sire, if to sac­ri­fice time, pleas­ure, and life for it, then am I really in love; and I have made no pro­gress. I should not even have a word to say to you on the sub­ject, but for an ac­ci­dent that racks my ima­gin­a­tion, and leaves me in sus­pense between hope and fear.

			You know my hunts­man; a treas­ure of in­trigue, and a true valet as ever dra­mat­ic pen drew. You may con­ceive he had it in his in­struc­tions to be in love with the wait­ing-maid, and make the ser­vants drunk.

			The ras­cal is hap­pi­er than his mas­ter; he has already suc­ceeded; and has just dis­covered that Ma­dame de Tourvel has ap­poin­ted one of her people to ob­serve me, and even to fol­low me in my morn­ing ex­cur­sions, as much as pos­sible, without be­ing per­ceived.

			What does this wo­man mean? Thus, then, the most vir­tu­ous of them will ven­ture to do things, that one of us would not dare think on! Well, I swear—but be­fore I think of be­ing re­venged for this fe­male ar­ti­fice, I will en­deav­our to con­vert it to my ad­vant­age. Hitherto those sus­pec­ted ex­cur­sions had no view; I must give them one. This de­serves my ut­most at­ten­tion, and I quit you to re­flect on it. Adieu, my charm­ing friend!

			
				Al­ways from the Castle of ———,

				Aug. 15, 17—.
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				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			Ah, Sophia, I have a deal of news! But may be I should not tell you: I must tell it, how­ever, to some­body, I can’t keep it. Che­va­lier Dan­ceny—I’m in such trouble, I can’t write; I don’t know where to be­gin. Since the agree­able even­ing that I re­lated to you I spent at Mamma’s,7 with him and Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, I said no more of him: that was be­cause I re­solved not to say any more of him to any­one; but I was al­ways think­ing of him not­with­stand­ing. Since that, he is be­come so mel­an­choly, that it makes me un­easy; and when I asked him the reas­on, he answered me he was not so, but I could plainly see he was. He was yes­ter­day more so than usu­al; that did not, how­ever, pre­vent him from singing with his usu­al com­plais­ance; but every time he looked at me, my heart was ready to break. After we had done singing, he locked up my harp­si­chord; and bring­ing me the key, begged I would play again in the even­ing when I was alone. I had no sus­pi­cion of any­thing; I even re­fused him: but he in­sisted so much, that I prom­ised I would. He had his reas­ons for it. When I re­tired to my room, and my maid was gone, I went to my harp­si­chord. I found hid among the strings an un­sealed let­ter from him. Ah, if you did but know all he writes! Since I read his let­ter, I am in such rap­tures I can think of noth­ing else. I read it over four times run­ning, and then locked it in my desk. I got it by heart; and when I laid down I re­peated it so of­ten, I could not think of sleep­ing; as soon as I shut my eyes, I thought I saw him, telling me everything I had just read. I did not sleep till very late; and, as soon as I awoke, (though it was very early,) I got up for the let­ter, to read it at my leis­ure; I took it in­to bed, and began to kiss it; as if—but may be I did wrong to kiss a let­ter thus, but I could not help it.

			Now, my dear friend, if I am very well pleased, I am also very much troubled; for cer­tainly I must not an­swer it. I know that must not be, and yet he urges it; and if I don’t an­swer it, I am cer­tain he will be again mel­an­choly. It is a great pity; what would you ad­vise me to? But you know no more than I. I have a great mind to tell Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, who has a great af­fec­tion for me. I wish I could con­sole him; but I would not do any­thing wrong. We are taught good-nature, and yet we are for­bid to fol­low its dic­tates, when a man is in ques­tion. That I can’t un­der­stand. Is not a man our neigh­bour as well as a wo­man, and still more so? For have we not a fath­er as well as a moth­er, a broth­er as well as a sis­ter, and there is the hus­band be­sides? Yet if I was to do any­thing that was not right, per­haps Mr. Dan­ceny him­self would no longer have a good opin­ion of me! Oh, then I would rather he should be mel­an­choly! And I shall still be time enough; though he wrote yes­ter­day, I am not ob­liged to write today; and I shall see Ma­dame de Mer­teuil this even­ing, and if I can have so much res­ol­u­tion, I will tell her all. Fol­low­ing her ad­vice, I shall have noth­ing to re­proach my­self; and may be she may tell me I may give him a few words of an­swer, that he may not be mel­an­choly. I’m in great un­eas­i­ness! Adieu! Be sure tell me what you think I ought to do.

			
				
					Aug. 13, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					17
				

				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			Be­fore I give way, Miss, wheth­er shall I call it, to the pleas­ure or ne­ces­sity of writ­ing to you, I be­gin by en­treat­ing you to hear me: I am sens­ible I stand in need of your in­dul­gence, in dar­ing to de­clare my sen­ti­ments for you; if they wanted only vin­dic­a­tion, in­dul­gence would be use­less. Yet, after all, what am I about to do, but ex­hib­it your own pro­duc­tions? I have noth­ing to say that my looks, my con­fu­sion, my con­duct, and even my si­lence, have not already told you! Why should you be dis­pleased with sen­ti­ments to which you have giv­en birth? Pro­ceed­ing from you, they cer­tainly should be offered you; if they are as in­flamed as my heart, they are as chaste as your own. Where is the crime to have dis­covered how to set a prop­er value on your charms, your be­witch­ing qual­i­fic­a­tions, your en­chant­ing graces, and that af­fect­ing in­genu­ous­ness which so much en­hances such valu­able ac­com­plish­ments? No; un­doubtedly there is not: but one may be un­happy, without be­ing guilty, which must be my fate, should you re­fuse to ac­cept a homage, the first my heart ever made. Were it not for you, I should still have been, if not happy, yet un­dis­turbed. I saw you, and tran­quil­lity fled my soul, and left my hap­pi­ness un­cer­tain!

			And yet you seem to won­der at my grief, and de­mand the cause; I have even some­times thought it gave you un­eas­i­ness. Ah, speak but the word, and my fe­li­city will be com­plete! But be­fore you pro­nounce it, re­mem­ber it may also over­whelm me in misery. Be the ar­bit­ress of my fate, you can make me happy or miser­able forever; in­to what dear­er hands can I com­mit such a trust? I shall fin­ish as I began, by im­plor­ing your in­dul­gence; I have en­treated you to hear me; I shall farther pre­sume to beg an an­swer. If re­fused, I shall think you are of­fen­ded; though my heart is wit­ness, my re­spect equals my love.

			
				P.S. If you in­dulge me with an an­swer, you can con­vey it in the same way through which man­ner you re­ceive this: it is both safe and com­mo­di­ous.

				
					Aug. 18, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					18
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			What, my Sophia, you blame be­fore­hand the step I in­tend to take! I had un­eas­i­ness enough already, but you add con­sid­er­ably to it. You say, I cer­tainly ought not to an­swer his let­ter; you are quite, at your ease, and can give ad­vice; but you know not how I am cir­cum­stanced, and are not able, not be­ing on the spot, to give an opin­ion. Sure I am, were you so situ­ated, you would act as I do. Cer­tainly, ac­cord­ing to etiquette, I should not an­swer his let­ter; and by my let­ter of yes­ter­day, you may per­ceive my in­ten­tion was not to reply; but I don’t think any­one was ever so cir­cum­stanced as I am.

			And, then, to be left to my own dis­cre­tion! For Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, whom I de­pended on see­ing in the even­ing, did not come. Everything is against me; she is the cause of my know­ing him. In her com­pany, it has al­most al­ways been, that I have seen and spoke to him. It is not that I have any ill-will to­wards her for it—but I’m left to my­self when I want her ad­vice most. Well, I’m greatly to be pit­ied! Only think, yes­ter­day he came as usu­al. I was so con­fused I could not look at him; he could not speak to me, for Mamma was with us. I knew he would be vexed when he found I had not wrote to him; I did not know how to ap­pear. He im­me­di­ately asked me if I had a mind he should bring my harp­si­chord. My heart beat so I could scarcely say yes. When he re­turned it was much worse. I just glanced at him. He did not see me, but looked as if he was ill; that made me very un­happy. He tuned my harp­si­chord, and said, with a sigh, Ah, Miss! He spoke but those two words; and in such a tone as threw me in­to the greatest con­fu­sion. I struck a few chords without know­ing what I did: Mamma asked him to sing; he ex­cused him­self, say­ing, he was not well; but I had no ex­cuse, and was forced to sing. I then wished I had no voice; and chose, on pur­pose, a song that I did not know; for I was cer­tain I could not sing any one, and some no­tice would have been taken.

			For­tu­nately a vis­it­or came; and as soon as I heard a coach com­ing, I stopped, and begged he would put up my harp­si­chord. I was much afraid he would then go away, but he re­turned. Whilst Mamma and the lady, who came, were chat­ting to­geth­er, I wished to look at him for a mo­ment; I met his eyes, and I could not turn mine from him. That in­stant I saw his tears flow, and he was ob­liged to turn his head aside to hide them. I found I could not with­stand it; and that I was also ready to weep. I re­tired, and in­stantly wrote with a pen­cil on a slip of pa­per, “I beg you’ll not be so de­jec­ted; I prom­ise to an­swer your let­ter.”—Surely you can’t say there was any harm in this; I could not help it. I put my note in the strings of my harp­si­chord, as his was, and re­turned to the sa­loon. I found my­self much easi­er, and was im­pa­tient un­til the lady went away. She was on her vis­its, and soon re­tired. As soon as she was gone, I said I would again play on my harp­si­chord, and begged he would bring it. I saw by his looks he sus­pec­ted noth­ing; but when he re­turned, oh, he was so pleased! In lay­ing the in­stru­ment be­fore me, he placed him­self in such a man­ner that Mamma could not see, and squeezed my hand—but it was but for a mo­ment: I can’t ex­press the pleas­ure I re­ceived; I drew it away how­ever; so that I have noth­ing to re­proach my­self with.

			Now, my dear friend, you see I can’t avoid writ­ing to him, since I have prom­ised; and I will not chag­rin him any more I am de­term­ined; for I suf­fer more than he does. Cer­tainly, as to any­thing bad, I would not be guilty of it, but what harm can there be in writ­ing, when it is to pre­vent one from be­ing un­happy? What puzzles me is, that I shall not know what to say; but that sig­ni­fies noth­ing; and I am cer­tain its com­ing from me will be quite suf­fi­cient.

			Adieu, my dear friend! If you think me wrong, tell me; but I don’t be­lieve I am. As the time draws near to write to him, my heart beats strangely; how­ever, it must be so, as I have prom­ised it.

			
				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					19
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			You was so pens­ive, Sir, yes­ter­day, and it gave me so much un­eas­i­ness to see you so, that I could not avoid prom­ising to an­swer the let­ter you wrote me. I now think it un­be­com­ing; yet, as I prom­ised, I will not break my word, a proof of the friend­ship I have for you. Now I have made this ac­know­ledg­ment, I hope you will nev­er more ask me to write to you again, or ever let any­one know I have wrote to you; for I should most cer­tainly be blamed, and it might oc­ca­sion me a deal of un­eas­i­ness. But above all, I hope you will not have a bad opin­ion of me, which would give me the greatest con­cern; for I as­sure you, I could not have been in­duced to do this by any­one else. I wish much you would not be so mel­an­choly as you have been, lately, as it de­prives me of all the sat­is­fac­tion I have in your com­pany. You see, Sir, I speak very sin­cerely to you. I wish much that our friend­ship may be last­ing; but I beg you’ll write to me no more.

			
				I have the hon­our to be,

				Cecil­ia Volanges.

				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					20
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			So, knave, you be­gin to wheedle, lest I should laugh at you! Well, I for­give you. You say so many ri­dicu­lous things, that I must par­don you, the tram­mels you are kept in by your Pres­id­ente; how­ever, my Che­va­lier would be apt not to be so in­dul­gent, and not to ap­prove the re­new­al of our con­tract; neither would he find any­thing very en­ter­tain­ing in your fool­ish whim. I laughed, how­ever, ex­ceed­ingly at it, and was truly sorry I was ob­liged to laugh alone. Had you been here, I don’t know how far my good hu­mour might have led me; but re­flec­tion came to my aid, and I armed my­self with sever­ity. It is not that I have de­term­ined to break off forever; but I am re­solved to delay for some time, and I have my reas­ons. Per­haps some van­ity might arise in the case, and that once roused, one does not know whith­er it may lead. I should be in­clined to en­slave you again, and ob­lige you to give up your Pres­id­ente; but if a per­son of my un­wor­thi­ness should give you a dis­gust for vir­tue it­self, in a hu­man shape, what a scan­dal! To avoid this danger, these are my stip­u­la­tions.

			As soon as you have ob­tained your lovely de­votee, and that you can pro­duce your proofs, come, I am yours. But I sup­pose it un­ne­ces­sary to in­form you that, in im­port­ant mat­ters, none but writ­ten proofs are ad­mit­ted. By this ar­range­ment I shall, on the one hand, be­come a re­ward in­stead of a con­sol­a­tion, and this idea pleases me most: on the oth­er hand, your suc­cess will be more bril­liant, by be­com­ing in the same mo­ment the cause of an in­fi­del­ity. Come then, come speedily, and bring the pledge of your tri­umph; like our vali­ant knights of old, who de­pos­ited, at their ladies’ feet, the trophies of their vic­tor­ies. I am really curi­ous to know what a prude can say after such an ad­ven­ture; what cov­er­ing she can give her words after hav­ing un­covered her per­son. You are to judge wheth­er I rate my­self too high; but I must as­sure you be­fore­hand, I will abate noth­ing. Till then, my dear Vis­count, you must not be angry that I should be con­stant to my Che­va­lier; and that I should amuse my­self in mak­ing him happy, al­though it may give you a little un­eas­i­ness.

			If I was not so strict a mor­al­ist, I be­lieve at this in­stant he would have a most dan­ger­ous rival in the little Volanges. I am be­witched with this little girl: it is a real pas­sion. I am much mis­taken, or she will be one day or oth­er one of our most fash­ion­able wo­men. I can see her little heart ex­pand­ing; and it is a most rav­ish­ing sight!—She already loves her Dan­ceny to dis­trac­tion, yet knows noth­ing of it; and he, though deeply smit­ten, has that youth­ful timid­ity, that fright­ens him from de­clar­ing his pas­sion. They are both in a state of mu­tu­al ad­or­a­tion be­fore me: the girl has a great mind to dis­bur­den her heart, es­pe­cially for some days past; and I should have done her im­mense ser­vice in as­sist­ing her a little; but she is yet a child, and I must not com­mit my­self. Dan­ceny has spoke plain­er; but I will have noth­ing to do with him. As to the girl, I am of­ten temp­ted to make her my pu­pil; it is a piece of ser­vice I’m in­clined to do Ger­court. He gives me time enough, as he must re­main in Cor­sica un­til Oc­to­ber. I have in con­tem­pla­tion to em­ploy that time ef­fec­tu­ally, and to give him a well trained wife, in­stead of an in­no­cent con­vent pen­sion­er. The in­solent se­cur­ity of this man is sur­pris­ing, who dares sleep quietly whilst a wo­man he has used ill is un­re­venged! If the little thing was now here, I do not know what I might say to her.

			Adieu, Vis­count—good night, and good suc­cess; but, for God’s sake, dis­patch. Re­mem­ber, if you let this wo­man slip, the oth­ers will blush at hav­ing been un­con­nec­ted with you.

			
				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					21
				

				From Vis­count Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I have at length, my dear friend, made an ad­vance, and one of such im­port­ance, that though it has not led to the full com­ple­tion of my wishes, con­vinces me I am in the right road, and dis­pels my dread of hav­ing gone astray. I have at last made my de­clar­a­tion of love; and al­though the most ob­stin­ate si­lence was pre­served, I have ob­tained an an­swer of the most flat­ter­ing, un­equi­voc­al nature; yet, not to an­ti­cip­ate mat­ters, but to re­cur to their ori­gin: you may re­mem­ber a spy was ap­poin­ted over my pro­ceed­ings; well, I de­term­ined this shame­ful treat­ment should be con­ver­ted in­to the means of pub­lic edi­fic­a­tion; and I laid my plan thus: I ordered my con­fid­ent to look out for some dis­tressed per­son in the neigh­bour­hood, who wanted re­lief. This you know was not a very dif­fi­cult dis­cov­ery. Yes­ter­day even­ing he in­formed me that the ef­fects of a whole fam­ily were to be seized on as this morn­ing, for pay­ment of taxes. I first took care to be cer­tain that there was neither wo­man nor girl in the house, whose age or ap­pear­ance could raise any sus­pi­cion of my in­ten­ded scheme. When I was sat­is­fied of this, I men­tioned at sup­per that I in­ten­ded go­ing a shoot­ing next day. Here I must do my Pres­id­ente justice; she cer­tainly felt some re­morse for the or­ders she had giv­en; and not be­ing able to over­come her curi­os­ity, she de­term­ined to op­pose my design. It would be ex­ceed­ingly hot; I should prob­ably in­jure my health; I should kill noth­ing, and fa­tigue my­self in vain; and dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, her eyes, which spoke a plain­er lan­guage than she per­haps in­ten­ded, told me she wished those simple reas­ons should pass cur­rent. You may guess I did not as­sent to them, and even was proof against a smart in­vect­ive upon shoot­ing and sports­men; I held my ground even against a little cloud of dis­con­tent that covered her ce­les­ti­al face dur­ing the rest of the even­ing. I was at one time afraid she had re­voked her or­ders, and that her del­ic­acy would mar all. I did not re­flect suf­fi­ciently on the strength of wo­man’s curi­os­ity, and was mis­taken; my hunts­man cleared up my doubts how­ever that night, and I went to bed quite sat­is­fied.

			At day­light I rose, and set out. I was scarcely fifty yards from the castle, when I per­ceived my spy at my heels. I began to beat about, dir­ect­ing my course across the fields to­wards the vil­lage I had in view; my amuse­ment on the way was mak­ing the fel­low scamper; who, not dar­ing to quit the high road, was of­ten ob­liged to run over treble the ground I went. My ex­er­tions to give him ex­er­cise enough, put me in a vi­ol­ent heat, and I seated my­self at the foot of a tree. And would you be­lieve it, he had the in­solence to slide be­hind a thick­et not twenty yards from, me, and seat him­self also. I once had a great in­clin­a­tion to send him the con­tents of my piece, which, though only loaded with small shot, would have cured his curi­os­ity; but I re­col­lec­ted he was not only use­ful, but even ne­ces­sary to my designs, and that saved him. On my ar­rival at the vil­lage, all was bustle; I went on, and in­quired what was the mat­ter, which was im­me­di­ately re­lated to me. I ordered the col­lect­or to be sent for; and, giv­ing way to my gen­er­ous com­pas­sion, I nobly paid down fifty-six livres, for which five poor creatures were go­ing to be re­duced to straw and misery. On this tri­fling act, you can’t con­ceive the chor­us of bless­ings the bystand­ers joined in around me—what grate­ful tears flowed from the ven­er­able fath­er of the fam­ily, and em­bel­lished this pat­ri­arch­al fig­ure, which a mo­ment be­fore was hideously dis­figured with the wild stamp of des­pair! While con­tem­plat­ing this scene, a young­er man, lead­ing a wo­man with two chil­dren, ad­van­cing hast­ily to­wards me, said to them, “Let us fall on our knees be­fore this im­age of God;” and I was in­stantly sur­roun­ded by the whole fam­ily pros­trate at my feet.

			I must ac­know­ledge my weak­ness; my eyes were full, and I felt with­in me an in­vol­un­tary but ex­quis­ite emo­tion. I was amazed at the pleas­ure that is felt in do­ing a be­ne­vol­ent act; and I’m in­clined to think, those we call vir­tu­ous people, have not so much mer­it as is ascribed to them. Be that as it may, I thought it fit to pay those poor people for the heart­felt sat­is­fac­tion I had re­ceived. I had ten louis d’ors in my purse, which I gave them; here ac­know­ledg­ments were re­peated, but not equally pathet­ic: the re­lief of want had pro­duced the grand, the true ef­fect; the rest was the mere con­sequence of grat­it­ude and sur­prise for a su­per­flu­ous gift.

			In the midst of the un­mer­ited be­ne­dic­tions of this fam­ily, I had some re­semb­lance to the hero of a drama in the de­noue­ment of a play. Re­mark that the faith­ful spy was ob­serv­able in the crowd. My end was answered: I dis­en­gaged my­self from them, and re­turned to the castle.

			Everything con­sidered, I ap­plaud my­self for my in­ven­tion. This wo­man is well worth all my so­li­citude; and it will one day or oth­er prove to be my title to her: hav­ing, as I may say, thus paid for her be­fore­hand, I shall have a right to dis­pose of her at my will, without hav­ing any­thing to re­proach my­self with.

			I had al­most for­got to tell you, that, to make the most of everything, I begged the good people to pray for the suc­cess of my un­der­tak­ings. You shall now see wheth­er their pray­ers have not already been in some meas­ure ef­fic­a­cious. But I’m called to sup­per, and I should be too late for the post, if I did not now con­clude. I am sorry for it, as the se­quel is the best. Adieu, my lovely friend! You rob me a mo­ment of the pleas­ure of see­ing her.

			
				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					22
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			You will, I doubt not, Madam, be de­sirous to be in­formed of an in­cid­ent in the life of Mr. de Val­mont, which seems to me to form a strik­ing con­trast to all those that have been re­lated to you. Noth­ing can be more pain­ful than to think dis­ad­vant­age­ously of any­one, or so griev­ous as to find those who have every qual­i­fic­a­tion to in­spire the love of vir­tue, re­plete with vice; be­sides, you are so in­clined to the ex­er­cise of the vir­tue of in­dul­gence, that I think I can’t please you more, than in fur­nish­ing you motives for re­con­sid­er­ing any judg­ment you may have formed, that may be justly ac­cused of rigour. Mr. Val­mont now seems en­titled to this fa­vour, I may al­most say to this act of justice, for the fol­low­ing reas­on:

			This morn­ing he went on one of those ex­cur­sions, which might have giv­en room to ima­gine a scheme in the neigh­bour­hood; a sup­pos­i­tion which, I must own, I too hast­ily ad­op­ted.

			Hap­pily for him, and still more hap­pily for us, since it pre­serves us from an act of in­justice, one of my people had oc­ca­sion to go the same way;8 and thus my for­tu­nate, but cen­sur­able curi­os­ity was sat­is­fied. He ac­quain­ted us that Mr. de Val­mont, hav­ing found at the vil­lage of ———, an un­happy fam­ily whose ef­fects were on the point of be­ing sold for pay­ment of taxes, not only dis­charged the debt for the poor people, but even gave them a pretty con­sid­er­able sum be­sides. My ser­vant was wit­ness to this vir­tu­ous act; and in­forms me that the coun­try people, in con­ver­sa­tion, told him, that a ser­vant, whom they de­scribed, and who mine be­lieves to be­long to Mr. de Val­mont, had been yes­ter­day at the vil­lage to make in­quiry after ob­jects of char­ity. This was not a trans­it­ory fit of com­pas­sion; it must have pro­ceeded from de­term­ined be­ne­vol­ence, the noblest vir­tue of the noblest minds; but be it chance or design, you must al­low, it is a worthy and laud­able act; the bare re­cit­al of it melted me to tears! I will add also still farther, to do him justice, that when I men­tioned this trans­ac­tion, of which he had not giv­en the least hint, he be­gin by deny­ing it to be foun­ded; and even when he ac­qui­esced, seemed to lay so little stress on it, that his mod­esty re­doubled its mer­it. Now tell me, most ven­er­able friend, if M. de Val­mont is an ir­re­triev­able de­bauchee? If he is so, and be­haves thus, where are we to look for men of prin­ciple? Is it pos­sible that the wicked should par­ti­cip­ate with the good the ex­tat­ic pleas­ures of be­ne­vol­ence? Would the Almighty per­mit that a vir­tu­ous poor fam­ily should re­ceive aid from the hand of an aban­doned wretch, and re­turn thanks for it to his Di­vine Provid­ence? And is it pos­sible to ima­gine the Cre­at­or would think him­self hon­oured in hear­ing pure hearts pour­ing bless­ings on a rep­rob­ate? No; I am rather in­clined to think that er­rors, al­though they may have been of some dur­a­tion, are not etern­al; and I can­not bring my­self to think, that the man who acts well, is an en­emy to vir­tue. Mr. de Val­mont is only, per­haps, an­oth­er ex­ample of the dan­ger­ous ef­fects of con­nec­tions. I em­brace this idea, and it grat­i­fies me. If, on the one hand, it clears up his char­ac­ter in your mind, it will, on the oth­er, en­hance the value of the tender friend­ship that unites me to you for life.

			
				I am, etc.

				P.S. Ma­dame de Rose­monde and I are just go­ing to see the poor hon­est fam­ily, and add our as­sist­ance to Mr. de Val­mont’s. We take him with us, and shall give those good people the pleas­ure of again see­ing their be­ne­fact­or; which, I fancy, is all he has left us to do.

				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					23
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I broke off at our re­turn to the castle. Now to my nar­rat­ive: I had scarce time to dress and re­turn to the sa­loon, where my charm­er was mak­ing tapestry, whilst the cur­ate read the gaz­ette to my old aunt. I placed my­self near the frame. Softer looks than usu­al, al­most bor­der­ing on fond­ness, soon in­formed me the spy had made a re­port of his busi­ness; and, in fact, the lovely wo­man could no longer keep the secret; be­ing un­der no ap­pre­hen­sion of in­ter­rupt­ing the good pas­tor, whose ut­ter­ance was per­fectly in the pul­pit style. I have also some news to tell, said she, and im­me­di­ately re­lated my ad­ven­ture with an ex­actitude that did hon­our to her his­tor­i­an’s ac­cur­acy. You may guess how my mod­esty dis­played it­self; but who can stop a wo­man’s tongue, who un­con­sciously praises the man she loves? I de­term­ined to let her go on. One would have ima­gined she was preach­ing the pan­egyr­ic of some saint, whilst I, not without a de­gree of hope, at­tent­ively ob­served every cir­cum­stance that bore an ap­pear­ance pro­pi­tious to love: her an­im­ated look, free ac­tion, and above all, the tone of her voice, which, by a sens­ible al­ter­a­tion, be­trayed the emo­tion of her soul. She had scarcely fin­ished, when Ma­dame de Rose­monde said, “Come, my dear neph­ew, let me em­brace you.” I soon con­cluded the lovely pan­egyr­ist could not of­fer an ob­jec­tion to my sa­lut­ing her in turn. She at­temp­ted to fly; but I soon seized her in my arms; and far from be­ing able to res­ist, she had scarce power to sup­port her­self. The more I con­tem­plate this wo­man, the more ami­able she is. She hastened back to her frame, with every ap­pear­ance of re­sum­ing her work, but in such con­fu­sion, that her hand shook, and at length ob­liged her to throw it aside.

			After din­ner, the ladies would vis­it the ob­jects of my un­af­fected char­ity; I ac­com­pan­ied them; but I shall spare you the un­en­ter­tain­ing nar­rat­ive of this second scene of grat­it­ude. My anxious heart, pant­ing with the de­light­ful re­mem­brance of what had passed, made me hasten our re­turn to the Castle. On the road, my lovely Pres­id­ente, more pens­ive than usu­al, spoke not a word; and I, en­tirely ab­sorbed in the means of em­ploy­ing the events of the day to ad­vant­age, was also si­lent. Ma­dame de Rose­monde alone spoke, and could re­ceive but few and short an­swers. We must have tired her out, which was my design, and it suc­ceeded to my wish. When we alighted she re­tired to her apart­ment, and left my fair one and me tête-à-tête in a sa­loon, poorly lighted: gentle dark­ness, thou en­cour­ager of tim­id love!

			I had not much trouble to dir­ect our con­ver­sa­tion to my ob­ject. The fer­vour of my lovely preach­er was more use­ful than my own skill. “When the heart is so in­clined to good,” said she, glan­cing a most en­chant­ing look, “how is it pos­sible it should at the same time be prone to vice?” “I don’t de­serve,” replied I, “either this praise or cen­sure; and I can’t con­ceive how, with so much good sense as you pos­sess, you have not yet dis­covered my char­ac­ter. Were my cand­our even to hurt me in your opin­ion, you are still too de­serving to with­hold my con­fid­ence from you. You’ll find all my er­rors pro­ceed from an un­for­tu­nate eas­i­ness of dis­pos­i­tion. Sur­roun­ded by prof­lig­ates, I con­trac­ted their vices; I have, per­haps, even had a van­ity in ex­cel­ling them. Here too the sport of ex­ample, im­pelled by the mod­el of your vir­tues, and without hope of ever at­tain­ing them, I have how­ever en­deav­oured to fol­low you: and, per­haps, the act you value so highly today would lose its mer­it, if you knew the motive!” (You see, my charm­ing friend, how nearly I ap­proached to the truth.) “It is not to me those un­for­tu­nate people are ob­liged, for the re­lief they have ex­per­i­enced. Where you ima­gined you saw a laud­able act, I only sought the means to please. I was only, if I must so say, the feeble agent of the di­vin­ity I ad­ore!” (Here she would have in­ter­rup­ted me, but I did not give her time.) “Even at this in­stant,” ad­ded I, “it is weak­ness alone ex­tracts this secret from me. I had re­solved not to ac­quaint you of it; I had placed my hap­pi­ness in pay­ing to your vir­tues, as well as your charms, a pure and un­dis­cov­er­able homage. But, in­cap­able of de­ceit, with such an ex­ample of cand­our be­fore me, I will not have to re­proach my­self with any vile dis­sim­u­la­tion. Ima­gine not that I dare of­fend you by a crim­in­al pre­sump­tion. I know I shall be miser­able; but I shall cher­ish my suf­fer­ings: they are the proofs of the ar­dour of my love:—at your feet, in your bos­om, I will de­pos­it my griev­ances; there will I gath­er strength to bear up against new suf­fer­ings; there I shall meet com­pas­sion, mixed with good­ness and con­sol­a­tion; for I know you’ll pity me. O thou whom I ad­ore! hear me, pity me, help me.” All this time was I on my knees, squeez­ing her hands in mine; but she, dis­en­ga­ging them sud­denly, and cov­er­ing her eyes with them, ex­claimed, “What a miser­able wretch am I!” and burst in­to tears. Luck­ily I had worked my­self up to such a de­gree that I wept also; and tak­ing her hands again, I bathed them with my tears. This pre­cau­tion was very ne­ces­sary; for she was so much en­gaged with her own an­guish, that she would not have taken no­tice of mine, if I had not dis­covered this ex­pedi­ent to im­press her with it. This also gave me leis­ure to con­tem­plate her charm­ing form—her at­trac­tions re­ceived ad­di­tion­al em­bel­lish­ment from her tears. My ima­gin­a­tion began to be fired, and I was so over­powered, that I was temp­ted to seize the op­por­tun­ity!

			How weak we are, how much gov­erned by cir­cum­stances! since I my­self, for­get­ful of my ul­ti­mate design, risked los­ing, by an un­timely tri­umph, the charms of a long con­flict, and the pleas­ing struggles that pre­cede a dif­fi­cult de­feat; and hur­ried away by an im­petu­os­ity ex­cus­able only in a raw youth, was near re­du­cing Ma­dame de Tourvel’s con­quer­or to the paltry tri­umph of one wo­man more on his list. My pur­pose is, that she should yield, yet com­bat; that without hav­ing suf­fi­cient force to con­quer, she should have enough to make a res­ist­ance; let her feel her weak­ness, and be com­pelled to own her de­feat. The sorry poach­er takes aim at the game he has sur­prised—the true hunts­man runs it fairly down. Is not this an ex­al­ted idea? But per­haps by this time I should have only had the re­gret of not hav­ing fol­lowed it, if chance had not seconded my prudence.

			A noise of someone com­ing to­wards the sa­loon struck us. Ma­dame de Tourvel star­ted in a fright, took a candle, and went out. There was no op­pos­ing her. It was only a ser­vant. When I was cer­tain who it was, I fol­lowed her. I had gone but a few steps, when, wheth­er her fears or her dis­cov­er­ing me made her quick­en her pace, she flung her­self in­to, rather than entered, her apart­ment, and im­me­di­ately locked the door. See­ing the key in­side, I did not think prop­er to knock; that would have been giv­ing her an op­por­tun­ity of too easy res­ist­ance. The happy simple thought of look­ing through the key­hole struck me, and I be­held this ad­or­able wo­man bathed in tears, on her knees, pray­ing most fer­vently. What deity dared she in­voke? Is there one so power­ful as the god of love? In vain does she now seek for for­eign aid; I am hence­for­ward the ar­bit­er of her fate.

			Think­ing I had done enough for one day, I re­tired to my apart­ment, and sat down to write to you. I had hopes of see­ing her again at sup­per; but she sent word she was gone to bed in­dis­posed. Ma­dame de Rose­monde pro­posed to go to see her in her room; but the arch in­val­id pre­ten­ded a head­ache, that pre­ven­ted her from see­ing any­one. You may guess I did not sit up long after sup­per, and had my head­ache also. After I with­drew, I wrote her a long let­ter, com­plain­ing of her rigour, and went to bed, re­solved to de­liv­er it this morn­ing. I slept badly, as you per­ceive by the date of this let­ter. I rose and read my epistle over again, which does not please me: it ex­presses more ar­dour than love, and more chag­rin than grief. It must be altered when I re­turn to a suf­fi­cient de­gree of com­pos­ure.

			It is now dawn of day, and I hope the fresh­ness of the morn­ing will bring on a little sleep. I re­turn to bed; and whatever as­cend­ant this wo­man may have over me, I prom­ise you nev­er to be so much taken up with her, as not to ded­ic­ate much of my thoughts to you. Adieu, my lovely friend.

			
				
					Aug. 21, 17—, four o’clock in the morn­ing.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					24
				

				Vis­count Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			From mere com­pas­sion, Madam, vouch­safe to calm my per­turbed soul; deign to in­form me what I have to hope or fear. When placed between the ex­tremes of hap­pi­ness and misery, sus­pense is a most in­sup­port­able tor­ment. Alas! why did I ever speak to you? Why did I not en­deav­our to res­ist the domin­ion of your charms that have taken pos­ses­sion of my ima­gin­a­tion? Had I been con­tent with si­lently ad­or­ing you, I should at least have the pleas­ure that ever at­tends even secretly har­bour­ing that pas­sion; and this pure sen­ti­ment, which was then un­troubled by the poignant re­flec­tions that have aris­en from my know­ledge of your sor­row, was enough for my fe­li­city: but the source of my hap­pi­ness is be­come that of my des­pair, since I saw those pre­cious tears; since I heard that cruel ex­clam­a­tion, Ah! miser­able wretch that I am. Those words, Madam, will for a long time wring my heart. By what fatal­ity hap­pens it, that the soft­est pas­sion pro­duces only hor­ror to you! Whence pro­ceed these fears? Ah! they do not arise from an in­clin­a­tion of shar­ing in the pas­sion. Your heart I have much mis­taken; it is not made for love: mine, which you in­cess­antly slander, is yet the only one of sens­ib­il­ity; yours is even di­vested of pity—were it not, you could have af­forded a wretched be­ing, who only re­lated his suf­fer­ings, one word of con­sol­a­tion; you would not have de­prived him of your pres­ence, when his sole de­light is in see­ing you; you would not have made a cruel mock­ery of his dis­quiet­ude, by ac­quaint­ing him you were in­dis­posed, without giv­ing him liberty to make any in­quir­ies on the state of your health; you would have known, that a night that brought you twelve hours rest, was to him an age of tor­ment.

			Tell me, how have I de­served this af­flict­ing rigour? I am not afraid even to ap­peal to your­self: what have I done, but yiel­ded to an in­vol­un­tary sen­sa­tion, in­spired by beauty, and jus­ti­fied by vir­tue, al­ways kept with­in due lim­its by re­spect, the in­no­cent avow­al of which pro­ceeded from hope­less con­fid­ence? and will you be­tray that con­fid­ence that you seemed to coun­ten­ance, and to which I un­re­servedly gave way? No, I will not be­lieve it; that would be sup­pos­ing you cap­able of an in­justice, and I nev­er can en­ter­tain, even for a mo­ment, such an idea: I re­cant my re­proaches; I may have been led to write them, but nev­er ser­i­ously be­lieved them. Ah, let me be­lieve you all per­fec­tion; it is the only sat­is­fac­tion now left me! Con­vince me you are so, by ex­tend­ing your gen­er­ous care to me; of the many you have re­lieved, is there a wretch wants it so much as I do? Do not aban­don me to the dis­trac­tion you have plunged me in­to: as­sist me with your reas­on, since you have de­prived me of mine; and as you have re­formed me, com­plete your work by en­light­en­ing me.

			I will not de­ceive you; it will be im­possible for you to con­quer my love, but you may teach me how to reg­u­late it: by guid­ing my steps, by pre­scrib­ing to me my con­ver­sa­tion, you will, at least, pre­serve me from the most dread­ful of all mis­for­tunes, that of in­cur­ring your dis­pleas­ure. Dis­pel, at least, my des­pond­ing fears; tell me you pity and for­give me; prom­ise me your in­dul­gence; you nev­er will af­ford me that ex­tent of it I wish; but I call for so much of it as is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to me: will you re­fuse it?

			Adieu, Madam! Ac­cept, gra­ciously, the homage of my feel­ings, to which my re­spect is in­sep­ar­ably united.

			
				
					Aug. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					25
				

				Vis­count Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I now trans­mit to you the pro­ceed­ings of yes­ter­day: at el­ev­en I went to Ma­dame de Rose­monde’s, and un­der her aus­pices, was in­tro­duced to the fair pre­ten­ded in­val­id, who was still in bed. Her eyes seemed very heavy; I hope she slept as badly as I did. I seized an op­por­tun­ity, whilst Ma­dame de Rose­monde was at a dis­tance, to present my let­ter; it was re­fused, but I left it on the bed, and very po­litely ap­proached my old aunt’s easy chair, who would be near her dear child, to whom it now be­came ne­ces­sary to put up the let­ter to avoid scan­dal. She in­dis­creetly said, she be­lieved she had a little fever. Ma­dame de Rose­monde de­sired I would feel her pulse, prais­ing, at the same time, my skill in phys­ic: thus my en­chant­ress ex­per­i­enced a double mor­ti­fic­a­tion, to be ob­liged to give me her arm, and to find her little ar­ti­fice would be de­tec­ted. I took her by the hand, which I squeezed in one of mine, whilst, with the oth­er, I ran over her smooth del­ic­ate arm; the sly be­ing would not an­swer a single one of my in­quir­ies, which made me say, as I re­tired, “I could not feel even the slight­est emo­tion.” I sus­pec­ted her looks would be rather severe; in or­der to dis­ap­point her, I did not look at her: a little after she said she was de­sirous to rise, and we left her alone. She ap­peared at din­ner, which was rather gloomy, and in­formed us she would not go out to walk, which was telling me I should not have an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to her. It then be­came ne­ces­sary, and I felt this to be the fit place, to fetch a sigh and as­sume a mel­an­choly look; she un­doubtedly ex­pec­ted it, for it was the first time, that day, our eyes met. With all her dis­cre­tion, she has her little ar­ti­fices as well as oth­ers. I found an op­por­tun­ity to ask her if she had de­cided my fate? I was not a little as­ton­ished to hear her reply, Yes, Sir, I have wrote to you. I was very anxious to see this let­ter; but wheth­er it was design, awk­ward­ness, or timid­ity, she did not de­liv­er it un­til night, when she re­tired to her apart­ment. I send it you, as also the rough copy of mine; read and give your opin­ion; ob­serve with what egre­gious fals­ity she protests she is not in love, when I am cer­tain of the con­trary; and she’ll com­plain, if I de­ceive her af­ter­wards, and yet is not afraid to de­ceive me be­fore­hand!—My lovely friend, the most art­ful man is barely on a level with the most in­ex­per­i­enced wo­man. I must, how­ever, give in to all this non­sense, and fa­tigue my­self to death with des­pair, be­cause Madam is pleased to play a severe char­ac­ter.—How is it pos­sible not to re­solve to avenge such in­dig­nit­ies—but pa­tience! Adieu, I have still a great deal to write.

			Now I think on’t, send me back the in­hu­man wo­man’s let­ter; it is pos­sible that here­after she may ex­pect to find a great value set upon such wretched stuff, and one must be reg­u­lar.

			I say noth­ing of little Volanges, she shall be our sub­ject the first op­por­tun­ity.

			
				
					Aug. 22, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					26
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			You cer­tainly, Sir, would not re­ceive a let­ter from me, if my fool­ish con­duct, last night, did not put me un­der the ne­ces­sity of com­ing to an ex­plan­a­tion. I wept I own; and the words you cite may have es­caped me; tears, words, and everything you have care­fully noted; it is then ne­ces­sary to ex­plain all:

			Be­ing ac­cus­tomed to in­spire only be­com­ing sen­ti­ments, and ha­bitu­ated only to con­ver­sa­tions that I might at­tend to without a blush, and con­sequently to pos­sess a de­gree of con­fid­ence, which, I flat­ter my­self, I have a right to, I am a stranger to dis­sim­u­la­tion, and know not how to sup­press the sen­sa­tions which I ex­per­i­ence. The as­ton­ish­ment and con­fu­sion your be­ha­viour threw me in­to, an un­ac­count­able dread, from a situ­ation not at all suited to me, and per­haps the shock­ing thought of see­ing my­self con­foun­ded with the wo­men you des­pise, and treated with the same lev­ity; all these reas­ons united, pro­voked my tears, and may have made me, and I think with reas­on, say, I was miser­able.

			This ex­pres­sion, which you think so poin­ted, would be still cer­tainly too weak, if my tears and words had an­oth­er motive; if in­stead of dis­ap­prov­ing sen­ti­ments that ought to of­fend me, I had the slight­est ap­pre­hen­sion of par­ti­cip­at­ing them.

			No, Sir, I have no such ap­pre­hen­sions; if I had, I should fly a hun­dred leagues from you; I would fly to some desert, there to be­wail the mis­for­tune of hav­ing known you. Not­with­stand­ing my cer­tainty of not hav­ing, or ever hav­ing, an af­fec­tion for you, per­haps I should have ac­ted more prop­erly, in fol­low­ing the ad­vice of my friends, in nev­er per­mit­ting you to ap­proach me.

			I thought, and that is my only er­ror, that you would have had some re­spect for a wo­man of char­ac­ter, whose wish was to find you de­serve a sim­il­ar ap­pel­la­tion, and to do you justice, and who pleaded in your vin­dic­a­tion, whilst you were in­sult­ing her by your crim­in­al designs: no, Sir, you do not know me, or you would not thus pre­sume, upon your own in­justice, and be­cause you have dared to speak a lan­guage I should not have listened to, you would not have thought, your­self, to write me a let­ter I ought not to read; and you de­sire I should guide your steps, and pre­scribe your con­ver­sa­tion! Well, Sir, si­lence and ob­li­vi­on is the only ad­vice that is suit­able for me to give, and you to fol­low; then, only, will you have a title to par­don: you might even ob­tain some title to my grat­it­ude—but no, I shall make no re­quest to a man who has lost all re­spect for me; I will not re­pose con­fid­ence in one who has already ab­used it. You ob­lige me to fear, nay, per­haps, to hate you, which was not my wish; I hoped to see in you the neph­ew of my most re­spect­able friend; I op­posed the voice of friend­ship to that of the pub­lic that ac­cused you: you have des­troyed all; and I fore­see you will not be dis­posed to re­gain any­thing.

			I shall con­tent my­self with in­form­ing you, Sir, your sen­ti­ments of­fend me; that your de­clar­a­tion of them is an in­sult, and far from ever think­ing to par­take of them, you’ll ob­lige me nev­er to see you more, if you don’t ob­serve, on this sub­ject, a si­lence, which I think I have a right not only to ex­pect, but to re­quire. I en­close you the let­ter you wrote me, and I hope you will, in the same man­ner, re­turn me this: I should be ex­tremely mor­ti­fied that any traces should re­main, of an event which ought nev­er to have ex­is­ted.

			
				I have the hon­our,

				
					Aug. 21, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					27
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			How shall I thank you, dear Madam, for your good­ness: you judged well that it would be easi­er for me to write than speak; what I have to tell you is not an easy mat­ter; but you are my friend! Yes, you are my very good friend! And I’ll en­deav­our not to be afraid; and then I have so much oc­ca­sion for your ad­vice!—I am in great grief; I think every­one guesses my thoughts, es­pe­cially when he is present; I red­den up as soon as any­one looks at me. Yes­ter­day, when you saw me cry­ing, it was be­cause I wanted to speak to you, and I don’t know what hindered me; when you asked me what ailed me, the tears came in­to my eyes in spite of me. I could not have spoke a word. If it had not been for you, Mamma would have taken no­tice of it; and then what would have be­come of me? This is the way I spend my time for these four days: that day, Madam, I will out with it, on that day Che­va­lier Dan­ceny wrote to me; I as­sure you, when I re­ceived his let­ter, I did not know what it was; but to tell the truth, I read it with great pleas­ure. I would have suffered any­thing all my life­time, rather than he should not have wrote it to me; how­ever, I know very well I must not tell him so; and I can even as­sure you, that I told him I was very angry; but he says it gets the bet­ter of him, and I be­lieve him; for I had re­solved not to an­swer him, and yet I could not avoid it. I wrote him but once, it was partly even to tell him not to write to me any more; yet he is con­tinu­ally writ­ing; and as I don’t an­swer him, I see plainly he is very mel­an­choly, and that af­flicts me greatly: so that I do not know what to do, nor what will be­come of me: I am much to be pit­ied!

			I beg, Madam, you’ll tell me, would there be any great harm in writ­ing an an­swer to him now and then, only un­til he can pre­vail on him­self to write me no more, and to be as we used to be be­fore? For my­self, if it con­tin­ues this way, I don’t know what I shall do. I as­sure you, on read­ing his last let­ter, I could not for­bear cry­ing all the time; and I am very cer­tain, that if I do not an­swer him again, it will make us both very un­easy.

			I will en­close you his let­ter, or a copy of it, and you’ll see he does not ask any harm. How­ever, if you think it is not prop­er, I prom­ise you I will not give way to my in­clin­a­tion; but I be­lieve you’ll think as I do, that there’s no harm in it.

			And now that I am upon it, give me leave to put you a ques­tion: I have been of­ten told it was very wrong to be in love with any­body, but why so? What makes me ask you, is this; the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny in­sists there’s no harm at all in it, and that al­most every­body is; if that’s the case, I don’t know why I should be the only one should be hindered; or is it that it is only wrong for young ladies? For I heard Mamma her­self say, that Madam de D—— loved M. M——, and she did not speak as if it was so bad a thing; and yet I am sure she would be very angry with me, if she had the least sus­pi­cion of my af­fec­tion for M. Dan­ceny. She be­haves to me al­ways as if I was a child, and nev­er tells me any­thing at all. I thought, when she took me from the con­vent, I was to be mar­ried; but now I think not. It is not that I care much about it, I as­sure you; but you who are so in­tim­ate with her, you, per­haps, know some­thing about it; and if you do, I hope you will tell me.

			This is a very long let­ter, Madam; but since you was so good to give me leave to write to you, I made use of it to tell you everything, and I de­pend on your friend­ship.

			
				I have the hon­our, etc.

				
					Aug. 23, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					28
				

				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			You still, Miss, re­fuse to an­swer my let­ters. Will noth­ing move you? and must every day ban­ish the hopes it brings! What sort of friend­ship is it that you con­sent shall sub­sist between us? If it is not power­ful enough even to make you sens­ible of my an­guish; if you can coolly, and un­moved, look on me, while I suf­fer, the vic­tim of a flame which I can­not ex­tin­guish; if, in­stead of in­spir­ing you with a con­fid­ence in me, my suf­fer­ings can hardly move your com­pas­sion.—Heav­ens! your friend suf­fers, and you will do noth­ing to as­sist him. He re­quests only one word, and you re­fuse it him! And you de­sire him to be sat­is­fied with a sen­ti­ment so feeble, that you even dread to re­peat it. Yes­ter­day you said you would not be un­grate­ful. Be­lieve me, Miss, when a per­son re­pays love only with friend­ship, it arises not from a fear of be­ing un­grate­ful: the fear then is only for the ap­pear­ance of in­grat­it­ude. But I no longer dare con­verse with you on a sub­ject which must be trouble­some to you, as it does not in­terest you; I must, at all events, con­fine it with­in my­self, and en­deav­our to learn to con­quer it. I feel the dif­fi­culty of the task; I know I must call forth my ut­most ex­er­tions: there is one how­ever will wring my heart most, that is, of­ten to re­peat, yours is in­sens­ible.

			I will even en­deav­our to see you less fre­quently; and I am already busied in find­ing out a plaus­ible pre­tence. Must I then fore­go the pleas­ing cir­cum­stance of daily see­ing you; I will at least nev­er cease re­gret­ting it. Per­petu­al an­guish is to be the re­ward of the tenderest af­fec­tion; and by your de­sire, and your de­cree, I am con­scious I nev­er shall again find the hap­pi­ness I lose this day. You alone were formed for my heart. With what pleas­ure shall I not take the oath to live only for you! But you will not re­ceive it. Your si­lence suf­fi­ciently in­forms me that your heart sug­gests noth­ing to you in my fa­vour; that is at once the most cer­tain proof of your in­dif­fer­ence, and the most cruel man­ner of com­mu­nic­at­ing it. Farewell, Miss.

			I no longer dare flat­ter my­self with re­ceiv­ing an an­swer; love would have wrote it with eager­ness, friend­ship with pleas­ure, and even pity with com­pla­cency; but pity, friend­ship, and love, are equally strangers to your heart.

			
				Par­is, Aug. 23, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					29
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			It is cer­tain, Sophy, that I told you, one might in some cases write to an ad­mirer; and I as­sure you, I am very angry with my­self for hav­ing fol­lowed your ad­vice, which has been the cause of so much un­eas­i­ness to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny and me; and what proves I was right, is, that Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, who is a wo­man that ought to know those things per­fectly, has at length come to think as I do. I owned everything to her: at first she thought as you did; but when I had ex­plained everything to her, she was sens­ible it was a dif­fer­ent case: she re­quires only that I should show her all my let­ters, and those of Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, to be cer­tain I should say noth­ing but what I ought; so now I am pretty easy. Lord! how I do love Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; she is a good wo­man, and a very re­spect­able one; so that her ad­vice may be safely fol­lowed. Oh! how I shall write to M. Dan­ceny, and how well sat­is­fied he’ll be; he will be more so than he thinks; for, till now, I only men­tioned friend­ship to him, and he wanted me al­ways to call it love. I be­lieve it was pretty much the same; but I was afraid—that was the fact. I told Ma­dame de Mer­teuil of it; she told me I was in the right; and that an avow­al of love ought only to be made when one could no longer help it: now I’m sure I can­not help it much longer; after all, it is all one, and it will please him most.

			Ma­dame de Mer­teuil told me also, that she would lend me some books, which treat that sub­ject very fully, and would teach me how to con­duct my­self, and also to write bet­ter than I do: for she tells me all my faults, and that is a proof she loves me; she charged me only to say noth­ing to Mamma of those books, be­cause it would look as if she had neg­lected my edu­ca­tion, and that might dis­please her. I will en­gage I shall say noth­ing of it.

			It is, how­ever, very ex­traordin­ary, that a wo­man, who is but a very dis­tant re­la­tion, should take more care of me than my moth­er! I am very happy to be ac­quain­ted with her.

			She has asked my Mamma leave to take me to the op­era, to her own box, the day after to­mor­row; she told me we should be by ourselves, and would chat all the while, without danger of be­ing over­heard.—I like that a great deal bet­ter than the op­era. My mar­riage will be, in part, the sub­ject of our con­ver­sa­tion, I hope; for she told me it was very cer­tain I was to be mar­ried; but we had not an op­por­tun­ity to say any more. Is it not very strange Mamma says noth­ing at all to me about it.

			Adieu, my dear Sophy; I am go­ing to write to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny. I am quite happy.

			
				
					Aug. 24, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					30
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			At last, Sir, I con­sent to write to you, to as­sure you of my friend­ship, of my love even, since without that you must be un­happy. You say I have not a tender heart: I as­sure you you are much mis­taken; and I hope you now doubt it no longer. If you were un­easy be­cause I did not write to you, do you think it did not give me a great deal of con­cern too? The reas­on was, I would not, for all the world, do any­thing that was wrong; and I should not even have owned my af­fec­tion for you, if I could have helped it; but your grief gave me too much un­eas­i­ness. I hope now you will be so no longer, and that we shall be very happy.

			I ex­pect to have the pleas­ure of see­ing you this even­ing, and that you will come early; it will not be as much so as I wish. Mamma sups at home, and I be­lieve she will ask you to stay. I hope you will not be en­gaged, as you was the day be­fore yes­ter­day. Surely the com­pany you went to sup with must have been very pleas­ing, for you went very soon; but let us talk no more of that. Now that you know I love you, I hope you will be with me as of­ten as you can; for I am nev­er pleased but when with you; and I wish, with all my heart, you were the same.

			I am very sorry you should still be mel­an­choly; but it is not my fault. I shall de­sire to play on the harp­si­chord as soon as you come, that you may have my let­ter im­me­di­ately. I think that is the best thing I can do.

			Farewell, Sir; I love you with all my heart; the of­ten­er I tell you so, the more happy I feel. I hope you will be so too.

			
				
					Aug. 24, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					31
				

				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			Yes, cer­tainly, we shall be very happy. My hap­pi­ness is se­cure, since I am be­loved by you. Yours will nev­er end, if it lasts as long as my love. And do you love me, and no longer dread telling me so? The of­ten­er you tell me so, the more happy you feel. After hav­ing read the en­chant­ing I love you, wrote with your hand, I heard your lovely mouth re­peat the avow­al. I figured to me those charm­ing eyes, rendered still more so by the ex­pres­sion of ten­der­ness fixed on me. I have re­ceived your vows to live for me alone. Oh re­ceive mine, to de­vote my life to your hap­pi­ness, and be as­sured I nev­er will de­ceive you!

			What a happy day was yes­ter­day! Why has not Ma­dame de Mer­teuil al­ways secrets to im­part to your Mamma? Why must the idea of the re­straint that at­tends us, be mixed with the de­li­cious re­mem­brance that fills my soul? Why can’t I forever squeeze that lovely hand, that wrote I love you, im­print it with my kisses, and be thus re­venged for your re­fus­al of a great­er fa­vour?

			Tell me, then, my Cecil­ia, when your Mamma came back, when, by her pres­ence, we were con­strained to be­have with in­dif­fer­ence to each oth­er, when you could no longer con­sole me by as­sur­ances of love, for the re­fus­al of proof, did not you feel some sor­row? did not you say to your­self, one kiss would have made him com­pletely happy, and re­fused it? Prom­ise me, my lovely charm­er, that you’ll be not so rig­or­ous the first op­por­tun­ity. Such a prom­ise will en­able me to bear up against the dis­ap­point­ments that I fore­see are pre­par­ing for us, and the crosses I shall meet, will at least be softened by the cer­tainty that you share them.

			Adieu, my ad­or­able Cecil­ia! The hour is come that I am to be with you. It would be im­possible for me to leave off, if it was not to go to you. Adieu, once more, my dearest love!

			
				
					Aug. 25, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					32
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			You wish then, Madam, that I should form a good opin­ion of the vir­tue of Mon­sieur de Val­mont? I own I can­not bring my­self to it; and that I should have as much dif­fi­culty to think so from the simple fact you re­late, as to be­lieve a man of ac­know­ledged worth to be vi­cious for the com­mis­sion of one fault. Hu­man nature is not per­fect in any shape, neither in good nor evil. The prof­lig­ate wretch has his vir­tues as well as the vir­tu­ous man his weak­nesses. This truth is so much the more ne­ces­sary to be be­lieved, be­cause, from thence arises the ne­ces­sity of in­dul­gence for the wicked as well as the good; and that it pre­serves these from pride, and those from be­ing dis­cour­aged. You will, without doubt, think that I don’t now prac­tise the doc­trine I speak; but it ap­pears to me a most dan­ger­ous weak­ness, to put the man of vir­tue and the prof­lig­ate on an equal­ity.

			I will not take upon me to scru­tin­ize the motives of Mr. Val­mont’s ac­tion; I’ll even think it in it­self laud­able; but nev­er­the­less, has he not, all his life, been em­ployed in spread­ing trouble, dis­hon­our, and scan­dal in fam­il­ies? Listen, if you will, to the voice of the un­happy people he has re­lieved: but let not that pre­vent you from at­tend­ing to the cries of a hun­dred vic­tims that he has sac­ri­ficed. If, as you say, he was only one ex­ample of the danger of con­nec­tions, would he be the less a dan­ger­ous con­nec­tion? You sup­pose him cap­able of a happy re­form­a­tion: let us go farther, sup­pose this mir­acle com­pleted; would not the pub­lic opin­ion be still against him, and ought not that to be suf­fi­cient to reg­u­late your con­duct? God alone can ab­solve at the mo­ment of re­pent­ance; he is the search­er of hearts; but men can judge only by ac­tions; and no one, after hav­ing lost the es­teem of the world, has a right to com­plain of dif­fid­ence, which makes this loss so dif­fi­cult to be re­paired. I would have you think above all, my dear young friend, that to lose this es­teem, it is some­times enough to seem to set little value upon it, and do not tax this sever­ity with in­justice; for as the world has a right to think that no one re­nounces this pre­cious jew­el, who has good pre­ten­sions to it, who­ever is not re­strained by this con­sid­er­a­tion, is on the brink of danger. Such, how­ever, would be the as­pect, an in­tim­ate con­nec­tion with Mr. de Val­mont would carry with it, were it ever so in­no­cent.

			Alarmed with the warmth with which you de­fend him, I hasten to an­ti­cip­ate the ob­jec­tions I fore­see you’ll make. You’ll quote Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, whose con­nec­tion with him has es­caped cen­sure; you’ll per­haps ask me why I ad­mit him to my house? You will tell me, that far from be­ing re­jec­ted by the worthy part of so­ci­ety, he is ad­mit­ted, even sought for, by what is called good com­pany: I can, I be­lieve, an­swer to all.

			Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, who is really a very valu­able wo­man, has, per­haps, no oth­er de­fect but that of too much con­fid­ence in her own strength; she is a dex­ter­ous guide, who de­lights in driv­ing her chari­ot between rocks and pre­cip­ices, in which her suc­cess alone jus­ti­fies her: it is right to praise her, but it would be im­prudent to fol­low her; she her­self is con­vinced, and con­demns her­self for it, and as she grows in ex­per­i­ence, her con­duct is more re­served; and I can con­fid­ently as­sure you, we are both of the same opin­ion.

			As to what relates to my­self, I will not ex­cuse it more than in oth­ers; I ad­mit Mr. de Val­mont: without doubt he is re­ceived every­where; that is an in­con­sequence to be ad­ded to the many oth­ers that gov­ern so­ci­ety. You know as well as me, that we spend our lives in re­mark­ing, com­plain­ing, and giv­ing ourselves up to them. Mr. de Val­mont, with a pom­pous title, a great for­tune, many ami­able qual­it­ies, saw early, that to gain an as­cend­ant in so­ci­ety, it was suf­fi­cient to know how to man­age with equal ad­dress, praise, and ri­dicule. No one, like him, pos­sesses this double tal­ent; with the one he se­duces, with the oth­er he makes him­self dreaded: he is not es­teemed, but flattered. Such is his ex­ist­ence in the midst of a world, that, more prudent than bold, would rather keep on good terms with him than com­bat him.

			But neither Ma­dame de Mer­teuil nor any oth­er wo­man would ven­ture to shut her­self up in the coun­try, al­most tête-à-tête, with such a man. It was re­served for the most dis­creet, and the most vir­tu­ous among them, to set an ex­ample of such an in­con­sequence; par­don the ex­pres­sion, it slipped from me through friend­ship. My charm­ing friend, even your vir­tue be­trays you, by the se­cur­ity it in­spires you with. Think, then, on the one hand, that you will have for judges frivol­ous people, who will not be­lieve in a vir­tue, the mod­el of which they can­not find among them­selves; and on the oth­er, prof­lig­ates, who will feign not to be­lieve in it to pun­ish you. Con­sider you are now do­ing what many men would be afraid to risk; for among the young men of fash­ion, to whom Mr. de Val­mont is now be­come the or­acle, the most prudent seem to dread ap­pear­ing too in­tim­ately con­nec­ted with him; and you are un­der no ap­pre­hen­sions; ah, re­turn, I con­jure you! If my reas­ons are not suf­fi­cient to per­suade you, at least give way to my friend­ship; it is it that makes me re­new my in­stances, it is it must jus­ti­fy them. You will think it severe, and I wish it may be use­less; but I would much rather you should have reas­on to com­plain of its so­li­citude, than its neg­li­gence.

			
				
					Aug. 24, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					33
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Now that you dread suc­ceed­ing, my dear Vis­count, now that your scheme is to fur­nish arms against your­self, and that you wish more to fight than con­quer, I have noth­ing more to say. Your con­duct is cer­tainly a mas­ter­piece of prudence; in a con­trary sup­pos­i­tion, it would be the highest act of folly; and to tell you my sen­ti­ments freely, I fear your pro­ject is en­tirely chi­mer­ic­al.

			I do not re­proach you for hav­ing let slip the op­por­tun­ity; for I really can­not see that you had it in your power; and I know well, whatever oth­ers may say, that an op­por­tun­ity lost may be found again, and that a rash step is ir­re­cov­er­able.

			But I ad­mire your wis­dom in com­men­cing a cor­res­pond­ence, and I defy you to fore­see how it will end. You per­haps hope to prove to this wo­man, that she should give her­self up? And that seems to me a truth of opin­ion, more than of demon­stra­tion; and that to make it be rel­ished, you soften, and not ar­gue; but what pur­pose would it an­swer to soften by let­ter, since you would not be on the spot to be­ne­fit by it? If all your fine phrases should even pro­duce the in­tox­ic­a­tion of love, do you flat­ter your­self that it would be of so long a dur­a­tion that re­flec­tion would not come time enough to pre­vent its con­sequences? Think, then, how much it will take to write a let­ter, and how much be­fore it can be de­livered; and then con­sider if a wo­man, of the prin­ciples of your de­votee, can think so long on what she en­deav­ours nev­er at all to think of: this pro­ceed­ing may do very well with chil­dren, who while they write, I love you, do not know they say I give my­self up to you; but Ma­dame de Tourvel’s reas­on­ing vir­tue makes her know the value of the terms. This ap­pears very plain; for not­with­stand­ing the ad­vant­age you had over her in your con­ver­sa­tion, she foils you in her let­ter; and what will be the con­sequence? That by long de­bat­ing, you will not bring to com­pli­ance; that by dint of search­ing for good reas­ons, she will find them, will give them, and stick to them; not so much be­cause they are good in them­selves, as not to act in­con­sist­ently.

			Moreover, a re­mark I am as­ton­ished you have not made, is, that noth­ing is so dif­fi­cult in love, as to write what one does not feel. I mean to write with the ap­pear­ance of truth; it is not but the same phrases are used; they are not ar­ranged in the same man­ner; or rather, they are ar­ranged with too much per­spicu­ity, and that is worse.

			Read over your let­ter again; it dis­plays so much reg­u­lar­ity that you are dis­covered in every phrase. I am in­clined to think your Pres­id­ente is so un­fash­ion­able as not to per­ceive it; but what is that to the pur­pose? the con­sequence will be still the same; that is the de­fect of ro­mance; the au­thor racks his brain, heats his ima­gin­a­tion, and the read­er is un­moved. Heloise is the only ex­cep­tion I know; and not­with­stand­ing the great tal­ents of the au­thor, from this ob­ser­va­tion alone, I have ever been of opin­ion, that the work is groun­ded in truth; not so in speak­ing; the cus­tom of con­ver­sa­tion gives it an air of ten­der­ness, to which the fa­cil­ity of tears still greatly adds; ex­press­ive de­sires blend them­selves with the lan­guish­ing look, and, at last, in­co­her­ent speeches more read­ily bring on that tur­bu­lence of pas­sion, which is the true elo­quence of love; but above all, the pres­ence of the be­loved ob­ject ban­ishes re­flec­tion, and makes us wish to be over­come.

			Be­lieve me, my dear Vis­count, she does not de­sire you should write any more; re­trieve your er­ror, and wait for the op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to her. This wo­man has more forti­tude than I ex­pec­ted; her de­fence is good, and were it not for the length of her let­ter, and the pre­tence she gives you for a rep­lic­a­tion in her grate­ful phrase, she would not at all have be­trayed her­self.

			And what, I think, ought to as­cer­tain your suc­cess is, she ex­hausts all her strength at once; and I fore­see she will per­sist in it, for the de­fence of a word, and will have none left for the crisis.

			I send you back your two let­ters, and, if you are prudent, they should be the last till after the happy mo­ment. It is too late to say any­thing of the little Volanges, who comes on very well, and gives me great sat­is­fac­tion. I be­lieve I shall have done be­fore you, which ought to make you very happy. Farewell for today!

			
				
					Aug. 24, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					34
				

				Vis­count Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			You write en­chant­ingly, my charm­ing friend; but why take so much trouble to prove a po­s­i­tion which all the world knows, that to make a quick pro­gress in love mat­ters, it is bet­ter to speak than write? This, I be­lieve, is the full con­tents of your let­ter; and is it not the first ele­ments of the art of se­duc­tion? I will only re­mark, that you make but one ex­cep­tion to this prin­ciple, and that there are two: with chil­dren, who take this step through timid­ity, and give them­selves up through ig­nor­ance, you must add the wo­men of geni­us, who are dupes to self-love and van­ity, which leads them in­to the snare. For ex­ample; I am very cer­tain that the Count­ess de B——, who answered, without hes­it­at­ing, my first let­ter, had then no more af­fec­tion for me, than I had for her; and that in this con­nec­tion she had no oth­er view, than be­ing en­gaged with a per­son whom she ima­gined would do her hon­our.

			How­ever, a law­yer will tell you, that the max­im is not ap­plic­able to the ques­tion; for you sup­pose that it is at my op­tion to write or speak, which is not the case. Since the af­fair of the 20th, my cruel charm­er, who keeps on the de­fens­ive, has stu­di­ously avoided meet­ing me, a piece of ad­dress which totally dis­con­certs me: so that if it should con­tin­ue, she will ob­lige me to think ser­i­ously on the means of re­gain­ing this ad­vant­age; as I most as­suredly will not be baffled by her in this man­ner; even my let­ters are the oc­ca­sion of a little war­fare: not sat­is­fied with giv­ing no reply, she even re­fuses re­ceiv­ing them, and I am un­der the ne­ces­sity of a new stratagem for each, which does not al­ways suc­ceed.

			You may re­col­lect in what a simple man­ner I de­livered the first; the second was not more dif­fi­cult. She re­quired I should re­turn her let­ter; I gave her mine in­stead of it, without her hav­ing the least sus­pi­cion. But wheth­er from vex­a­tion to have been duped, wheth­er through ca­pri­cious­ness or vir­tue, for she will ob­lige me to be­lieve she is vir­tu­ous, she has ob­stin­ately re­fused the third. I ex­pect, how­ever, from the em­bar­rass­ment that this re­fus­al had like to put her in, she will in fu­ture be more cau­tious.

			How­ever, I was not much as­ton­ished that she would not re­ceive that let­ter, which I offered her in a very plain man­ner—that would have been grant­ing some­thing—and I ex­pect a longer de­fence. After this ef­fort, which was only an es­say by way of tri­al, I put a cov­er over my let­ter, and tak­ing the op­por­tun­ity when she was at her toi­lette, when Ma­dame de Rose­monde and her wait­ing-maid were present, I sent it her by my hunts­man, or­der­ing him to tell her that it was the pa­per she asked me for. I rightly judged that she would dread a scan­dal­ous ex­plan­a­tion, which a re­fus­al would ne­ces­sar­ily have brought on; and in­deed she took the let­ter. My am­bas­sad­or, who had or­ders to ob­serve her coun­ten­ance di­li­gently, and who is a shrewd fel­low, per­ceived only a slight blush, with more em­bar­rass­ment than an­ger.

			I ap­plauded my­self, be­ing very cer­tain that she would either keep this let­ter, or, if she meant to re­turn it, she must take an op­por­tun­ity when we were alone, and then could not avoid a con­fer­ence. About an hour after, one of her people came in­to my room, from his mis­tress, and de­livered me a pack­et, fol­ded in an­oth­er form than my own, on the cov­er of which I im­me­di­ately per­ceived the long-wished-for char­ac­ters. I broke the seal with rap­ture—Be­hold! it was my own let­ter, un­sealed, and doubled down.—I sus­pect she dreaded I was not so scru­pu­lous as she, on the score of scan­dal, which made her in­vent this diabol­ic­al stratagem. You know me well—I have no oc­ca­sion to de­scribe the rage this put me in­to. How­ever, I was ob­liged to be calm, and to think of oth­er means—and this is the only one I could think of:—

			Every morn­ing there is a man sent for the let­ters from this to the post of­fice, which is about three quar­ters of a league; for this pur­pose a small box, in the shape of a trunk, is made use of; the mas­ter of the post of­fice keeps one key, and Ma­dame de Rose­monde the oth­er. Every­one puts in their let­ters when they think prop­er, and they are car­ried at night to the post of­fice: in the morn­ing the mes­sen­ger goes back for those that ar­rive. All the ser­vants, strangers and oth­ers, take it in turn. It was not my ser­vant’s turn; but he offered to go, on pre­tence that he had busi­ness there.

			I wrote my let­ter. I dis­guised the su­per­scrip­tion in a feigned hand, and coun­ter­feited tol­er­ably, on the cov­er, the post mark of Di­jon. I chose this town in a gay hu­mour, as I wished for the same rites as the hus­band; I also wrote from the same place; and like­wise be­cause my fair one had been all day ex­press­ing her wish to re­ceive let­ters from Di­jon, I thought it but right to give her that sat­is­fac­tion.

			Those pre­cau­tions taken, it was a mat­ter of no dif­fi­culty to mix this let­ter with the oth­ers; and I still had it in view to be wit­ness to its re­cep­tion; for the cus­tom is to as­semble to­geth­er at break­fast, and wait the ar­rival of the let­ters be­fore we sep­ar­ate. At length they ar­rived.

			Ma­dame de Rose­monde opened the box. “From Di­jon,” said she, giv­ing the let­ter to Ma­dame de Tourvel. “It is not my hus­band’s writ­ing,” replied the oth­er, in some con­fu­sion, break­ing open the seal im­me­di­ately. The first glance in­formed her who it came from, and made such a change in her coun­ten­ance, that Ma­dame de Rose­monde took no­tice of it, and said, “What ails you?” I im­me­di­ately drew near, say­ing, “This let­ter must be very dread­ful in­deed!” The timor­ous de­votee did not lift up her eyes, nor speak a syl­lable; and to con­ceal her em­bar­rass­ment, feigned to run over the let­ter, which she was scarce able to read. I en­joyed her un­eas­i­ness; and wish­ing to push it a little farther.—“Your easy air,” replied I, “makes me hope that this let­ter has been the oc­ca­sion of more as­ton­ish­ment than grief.” Her an­ger then over­powered her prudence. “It con­tains,” replied she, “things that of­fend me much; and that I am as­ton­ished any­one would dare write to me.” And “who then can it be?” replied Ma­dame de Rose­monde. “It is not signed,” replied the angry fair; “but the let­ter and its au­thor I equally des­pise: and I shall take it as a fa­vour to say no more about it.” So say­ing, she tore the au­da­cious epistle, put the scraps in her pock­et, rose, and went out.

			Not­with­stand­ing all this an­ger, she nev­er­the­less has my let­ter; and I de­pend upon her curi­os­ity that she will read it.

			The cir­cum­stances of this day would lead me too far. I en­close you the rough draft of my two let­ters, which will ac­quaint you with everything. If you wish to know the course of this cor­res­pond­ence, you must ac­cus­tom your­self to decypher my minutes; for I would not for the world take the trouble of copy­ing them. Adieu, my lovely friend!

			
				
					Aug. 25, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					35
				

				Vis­count Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			You must be obeyed, Madam; and I must con­vince you, that, not­with­stand­ing all the faults you are pleased to think me guilty of, I have yet at least so much del­ic­acy as not to suf­fer a single re­proach to es­cape my lips, and suf­fi­cient res­ol­u­tion to im­pose on my­self the most pain­ful sac­ri­fice. You com­mand me to be si­lent, and to for­get you. Well, I shall con­strain my love to be si­lent, and, if pos­sible, I shall for­get the cruel man­ner in which it has been re­ceived. Un­doubtedly my wish to please gave me no right to it; and I must farther ac­know­ledge, that the ne­ces­sity I was un­der of hav­ing your in­dul­gence, was not a suf­fi­cient title to ob­tain it: but you con­sider my love as an at­ro­cious af­front; you for­get that if it is a fault, you are at once both the cause and the apo­logy for it. You for­get also, that ac­cus­tomed as I was to lay open my soul to you, even when that con­fid­ence might be det­ri­ment­al to me, it was no longer pos­sible for me to hide the sen­ti­ments with which I was af­fected; and what is the res­ult of sin­cer­ity, you look upon as the ef­fect of ar­rog­ance; and in re­com­pence of the most tender, the most re­spect­ful, and the most sin­cere love, you drive me far from you. You even threaten me with your hatred. Where is the man who would not com­plain to be so treated? But I sub­mit, and suf­fer all without mur­mur­ing. You strike, and I ad­ore! The in­con­ceiv­able as­cend­ant you have ob­tained over me, has rendered you sole mis­tress of my sen­ti­ments; and if my love alone dis­obeys, if you can­not des­troy it, it is be­cause it is your own work, not mine.

			I ask no re­turn; that I nev­er flattered my­self with: I don’t even im­plore that pity which the con­cern you seem to take for me flattered me with the hope of; but I be­lieve, I own, I have a right to claim your justice.

			You in­form me, Madam, that some per­sons have en­deav­oured to pre­ju­dice me in your es­teem. If you had giv­en cred­it to the ad­vice of your friends, you would not have even suffered me to ap­proach you. Those are your terms; who then are those of­fi­cious friends? Cer­tainly those people of such severe mor­als, and such ri­gid vir­tue, will have no ob­jec­tion to give up their names; they cer­tainly would not take shel­ter be­hind the same screen with the vilest of slan­der­ers; and I shall then be no longer ig­nor­ant of their name and their charge. Con­sider, Madam, I have a right to know both one and the oth­er, since you judge me from their re­port. A crim­in­al is nev­er con­demned without be­ing told his crime, and nam­ing his ac­cusers. I ask no oth­er fa­vour; and I, be­fore­hand, en­gage to make good my jus­ti­fic­a­tion, and to com­pel them to re­tract.

			If I have, per­haps, too much des­pised the empty clam­ours of the pub­lic, which I set little value on, it is not so with your es­teem; and when I con­sec­rate my whole life to mer­it it, it shall not be rav­ished from me with im­pun­ity. It be­comes so much the more pre­cious to me, as I shall, without doubt, owe to it the re­quest you fear to make me, and which, you say, would give me a right to your grat­it­ude. Ah! far from re­quir­ing any, I shall think my­self highly in­debted to you, if you can as­sist me with an op­por­tun­ity of be­ing agree­able to you.

			Be­gin then by do­ing me more justice, and let me be no longer ig­nor­ant of what you wish me to do; if I could guess at it, I would save you the trouble of telling it me. To the pleas­ure of see­ing you, add the hap­pi­ness of serving you, and I shall ex­tol your in­dul­gence. What then can pre­vent you; it is not, I hope, the dread of a re­fus­al? That, I feel, I should nev­er be able to par­don you. It is not one not to re­turn you your let­ter. I wish more than you that it may no longer be ne­ces­sary to me; but ac­cus­tomed as I am to be­lieve you so soft a dis­pos­i­tion, it is in this let­ter only that I can find you such as you wish to ap­pear. When I form the vow of en­deav­our­ing to make you sens­ible to my flame, I feel that you would fly a hun­dred leagues from me, rather than con­sent; when your ac­com­plish­ments jus­ti­fy and aug­ment my pas­sion, it still tells me that it in­sults you; and when in your pres­ence this pas­sion is my su­preme good, I feel that it is my greatest tor­ment. You may now con­ceive that my greatest hap­pi­ness would be to re­turn you this fatal let­ter: to ask it again would give me a kind of au­thor­ity to be­lieve its con­tents. After this, I hope you will not doubt of my read­i­ness to re­turn it.

			
				
					Aug. 21, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						36
					

					Vis­count Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

				
				(Post­mark from Di­jon.)

			
			Your sever­ity, Madam, in­creases daily; and per­mit me to say, you seem to dread more be­ing in­dul­gent than un­just. After passing judg­ment on me without giv­ing me a hear­ing, you must cer­tainly be sens­ible it was less dif­fi­cult not to read my reas­ons than to an­swer them. You ob­stin­ately re­fuse to re­ceive my let­ters; you re­turn them con­temp­tu­ously; and you force me to use ar­ti­fice at the very in­stant that my sole ob­ject is to con­vince you of my in­teg­rity. The ob­lig­a­tion you lay me un­der of de­fend­ing my­self, will, I hope, apo­lo­gize for the means I am con­strained to use. Moreover, as I am con­vinced, that to be jus­ti­fied in your mind, it will be suf­fi­cient that the sin­cer­ity of my sen­ti­ments should be laid open to you, I thought this in­no­cent stratagem might be for­giv­en. I will, then, dare hope that you will for­give it; and that you will not be much sur­prised that love is more in­dus­tri­ous to show it­self than in­dif­fer­ence is to ban­ish it.

			Per­mit me then, Madam, to lay my heart en­tirely open to you. It is yours, and it is but right you should know it.

			When I ar­rived at Ma­dame de Rose­monde’s, I little ima­gined the fate that awaited me. I knew not you was here; and I must add with the sin­cer­ity that char­ac­ter­ises me, had I known it, my re­pose would not have been dis­turbed: not but that I should have rendered that homage to your beauty it so justly re­quires; but be­ing long ac­cus­tomed to ex­per­i­ence only de­sires, to sur­render only to those where my hopes flattered suc­cess, I knew noth­ing of the tor­ments of love. You was wit­ness to the press­ing in­stances of Ma­dame de Rose­monde, to de­tain me some time. I had already spent one day with you: at length I ac­qui­esced, or rather thought I ac­qui­esced, to the pleas­ure so nat­ur­al and reas­on­able, of pay­ing a prop­er re­gard to so re­spect­able a re­la­tion.

			The man­ner of liv­ing here un­doubtedly differed widely from that I had been ac­cus­tomed to; yet I per­ceived no dif­fi­culty in con­form­ing to it, and without ever think­ing of diving in­to the cause of so sud­den a change, I at­trib­uted it solely to that eas­i­ness of tem­per, which, I be­lieve, I have already men­tioned to you.

			Un­for­tu­nately (but why must it be a mis­for­tune?) know­ing you more, I soon dis­covered that that en­chant­ing form, which alone had raised my ad­mir­a­tion, was the smal­lest of your at­trac­tions; your ce­les­ti­al soul as­ton­ished and se­duced mine; I ad­mired your beauty, but ad­ored your vir­tue. Without a thought of ob­tain­ing you, I was re­solved to de­serve you; see­ing your in­dul­gence for my past fol­lies, I was am­bi­tious to mer­it your ap­prob­a­tion for the fu­ture.

			I sought it in your con­ver­sa­tion, I watched for it in your looks; in those looks which dif­fused a pois­on so much more dan­ger­ous, as it spread without design, and was re­ceived without dif­fid­ence.

			Then I knew what was love; but far from com­plain­ing, re­solved to bury it in etern­al si­lence. I gave way without dread or re­serve to this most de­li­cious sen­ti­ment. Each day aug­men­ted its power; and soon the pleas­ure of see­ing you be­came a ne­ces­sity. Were you ab­sent a mo­ment, my heart was op­pressed; at the noise of your ap­proach it fluttered with joy. I no longer ex­is­ted but by you and for you; and yet I call on your­self to wit­ness, if ever in the gaiety of rur­al amuse­ments, or in the more ser­i­ous con­ver­sa­tions, a word ever es­caped from me that could be­tray the secret of my heart.

			At length the day ar­rived which gave birth to my mis­for­tune; and by an in­con­ceiv­able fatal­ity, a worthy ac­tion gave the sig­nal. Yes, Madam, it was in the midst of the poor wretches I had de­livered, that giv­ing way to that pre­cious sens­ib­il­ity that em­bel­lishes beauty it­self, and en­hances vir­tue, you led a heart astray which was already too much in­tox­ic­ated by love.

			You may, per­haps, re­col­lect, what a gloom spread over me at my re­turn. Alas, I was totally em­ployed in com­bat­ing a pas­sion which I found was over­power­ing me!

			It was after hav­ing ex­hausted all my strength and reas­on in this un­equal com­bat, that an ac­ci­dent I could not have fore­seen, left us alone; then I own I was over­come. My full heart could neither com­mand my words or tears; but is it then a crime? And if it be one, is it not suf­fi­ciently pun­ished by the rack­ing tor­ments to which I am de­voted?

			Con­sumed by a hope­less love, I im­plore your pity, and you re­turn me hate: no oth­er hap­pi­ness in view but that of gaz­ing on you, my un­con­scious eyes seek you, and I tremble to meet your looks. In the de­plor­able state to which you have re­duced me, I pass my days in con­ceal­ing my sor­rows, and my nights in cher­ish­ing them; whilst you, tran­quil and peace­ful, only know them by hav­ing been the cause, and en­joy­ing it; and yet it is you that com­plain, and I ex­cuse my­self.

			This is, not­with­stand­ing, a true re­cit­al of what you call in­jur­ies, which rather de­serve to be called mis­for­tunes. A pure and sin­cere love, a pro­found re­spect, and an en­tire sub­mis­sion, are the sen­ti­ments with which you have in­spired me. I should not dread to present such homage even to the Di­vin­ity. Oh thou, who art one of his most beau­ti­ful works, im­it­ate his mercy, think on my cruel tor­ments; above all, think that as you have put me between the su­premest fe­li­city and des­pair, the first word you pro­nounce will forever de­cide my fate!

			
				
					Aug. 23, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					37
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			I sub­mit, Madam, to the sym­path­et­ic voice of friend­ship. Long ac­cus­tomed to have a de­fer­ence to your ad­vice, I am led to be­lieve it al­ways foun­ded in reas­on. I will even ac­know­ledge that Mr. de Val­mont must be ex­ceed­ingly dan­ger­ous in­deed, if he can as­sume the char­ac­ter he puts on here, and be the man you rep­res­ent him. How­ever, since you re­quire it, I will do all in my power to re­move him hence if pos­sible; for it of­ten hap­pens that things, very simple in them­selves, be­come ex­tremely em­bar­rass­ing through forms.

			It ap­pears, how­ever, totally im­prac­tic­able to make this re­quis­i­tion to his aunt; it would be equally re­volt­ing to both. I would not, without great re­luct­ance, even de­term­ine to quit this place; for be­sides the reas­ons I already wrote you re­l­at­ive to Mr. de Tourvel, if my de­par­ture should be con­trary to Mr. de Val­mont’s wishes, as is not im­possible, could he not read­ily fol­low me to Par­is? And his re­turn, of which I should be, or, at least, ap­pear to be, the ob­ject, would it not seem much more ex­traordin­ary than an ac­ci­dent­al meet­ing in the coun­try, at a lady’s who is known to be his re­la­tion, and my par­tic­u­lar friend?

			I have, then, no oth­er re­source left but to pre­vail on him to leave this place. I am aware of the dif­fi­culties I have to en­counter in such a pro­pos­al; yet as he seems to make it a point to con­vince me, that he is not the un­prin­cipled char­ac­ter he has been rep­res­en­ted to me, I hope to suc­ceed. I shall even be glad of an op­por­tun­ity to be sat­is­fied wheth­er (to use his own words) the truly vir­tu­ous fe­males ever had, or ever will have oc­ca­sion to com­plain of his con­duct. If he goes, as I hope he will, it will cer­tainly be in de­fer­ence to my re­quest; for I have no man­ner of doubt of his in­ten­tion to spend a great part of the au­tumn here; but if, on the con­trary, he should ob­stin­ately re­fuse me, it will be time enough for me to de­part, which I prom­ise you I will do.

			This I be­lieve, Madam, is all your friend­ship re­quires of me: I shall eagerly grat­i­fy it, and con­vince you, that not­with­stand­ing the warmth with which I have de­fen­ded Mr. de Val­mont, I am nev­er­the­less dis­posed not only to hear, but also to fol­low the ad­vice of my friends.

			
				From ———, Aug. 25, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					38
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			My dear Vis­count, I this mo­ment re­ceived your enorm­ous pack­et. If the date is right, I should have had it twenty-four hours soon­er; how­ever, was I to take the time to read it, I should not have any to an­swer it; there­fore, I prefer own­ing its re­ceipt, and let us chat on oth­er mat­ters. It is not that I have any­thing to say re­l­at­ive to my­self; for the au­tumn has left noth­ing in Par­is scarce that bears the hu­man form, and for this month past, my prudence and dis­cre­tion are truly amaz­ing; any oth­er than my Che­va­lier would be tired out with my con­stancy. Hav­ing no oth­er amuse­ment, I di­vert my­self with the little Volanges, who shall be the sub­ject of this epistle.

			Do you know you have lost more than you can ima­gine, in not tak­ing this child un­der your tu­ition? She is really de­light­ful; she has neither dis­pos­i­tion or motive; you may then guess her con­ver­sa­tion is mild and easy. I do not think she will ever shine in the sen­ti­ment­al line; but everything an­nounces the most lively sen­sa­tions. Without wit or ar­ti­fice, she has, not­with­stand­ing, a cer­tain kind of nat­ur­al du­pli­city, if one may speak so, which some­times as­ton­ishes me, and will be much more suc­cess­ful, as her fig­ure ex­hib­its the pic­ture of cand­our and open­ness. She is nat­ur­ally very caress­ing, and she some­times en­ter­tains me: her ima­gin­a­tion is sur­pris­ingly lively; and she is the more agree­able, as she is totally ig­nor­ant, and longs to know everything. Some­times she takes fits of im­pa­tience that are truly com­ic; she laughs, she frets, she cries, and then begs of me to in­struct her, with a most se­du­cing in­no­cence. I am al­most jeal­ous of who­ever that pleas­ure is re­served for.

			I do not know wheth­er I wrote you, that for four or five days past I had the hon­our to be her con­fid­ent. You may guess at first I af­fected an ap­pear­ance of sever­ity; but when I ob­serve that she ima­gined I was con­vinced with her bad reas­ons, I let them pass cur­rent; and she is fully per­suaded it is en­tirely ow­ing to her elo­quence: this pre­cau­tion was ne­ces­sary, lest I should be ex­posed. I gave her leave to write and say, I love; and the same day, without her hav­ing any sus­pi­cion, I con­trived a tête-à-tête for her with her Dan­ceny. But only think, he is such a fool, he has not yet ob­tained a single kiss from her. How­ever, the boy makes pretty verses. Lord, what stu­pid creatures those wits are! He is so much so, that he makes me un­easy; for I am re­solved not to have any­thing to do with him.

			Now is the time you might be very use­ful to me. You are enough ac­quain­ted with Dan­ceny to gain his con­fid­ence; and if he once gave it you, we should go on at a great rate. Make haste with your Pres­id­ente, for I am de­term­ined Ger­court shall not es­cape. I spoke to the little thing yes­ter­day about him, and painted him in such col­ours, that she could not hate him more were she mar­ried to him for ten years. How­ever, I gave her a long les­son on con­jugal fi­del­ity; noth­ing is equal to my sever­ity on this point. By this means I es­tab­lish my repu­ta­tion for vir­tue, which too great a con­des­cen­sion might des­troy; and in­crease the hatred with which I mean to grat­i­fy her hus­band. And, lastly, I hope, by mak­ing her think it is not law­ful to in­dulge in a love mat­ter only dur­ing the short time she is un­mar­ried, she will come to a de­cision more ex­ped­i­tiously to lose no time.

			Adieu, Vis­count! I shall read your volume at my toi­lette.

			
				
					Aug. 27, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					39
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			My dear Sophia, I am very mel­an­choly and un­easy. I have wept al­most the whole night. Not but that at present I am very happy; but I fore­see it will not last long.

			I was at the op­era last night with Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; we chat­ted a good deal of my match; I am not much pleased with the hus­band she an­nounces to me. She tells me I am to be mar­ried next Oc­to­ber, to the Count de Ger­court: he is of a noble fam­ily, rich, and col­on­el of the re­gi­ment of ———; that is all very well. But, on the oth­er hand, he is old—he is al­most six and thirty. Ma­dame de Mer­teuil says he is mor­ose and ill-tempered; and she dreads much I shall not be happy with him. I even per­ceived plainly she spoke as if she was cer­tain of it, though she would not speak out, for fear of giv­ing me un­eas­i­ness. She dwelt al­most the whole even­ing on the du­ties of wives to their hus­bands: she ac­know­ledges Mr. de Ger­court is not at all ami­able, and yet, she says, I must love him. She has even told me that when I am mar­ried, I must not love Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, as if that was in my power! I as­sure you I shall ever love him; or rather would nev­er be mar­ried at all. Let Mr. de Ger­court take the con­sequence—he is not the man of my choice. He is now in Cor­sica—a great dis­tance. I wish with all my heart he may stay there these ten years. If I was not afraid of be­ing sent back to the con­vent, I would tell mamma that he is not agree­able to me; but to do that might be still worse. I don’t know how to act. I nev­er loved Mr. de Dan­ceny as much as I do now; and when I think I have only one month more to be as I am, the tears burst in­to my eyes im­me­di­ately. I have no con­sol­a­tion but in Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s friend­ship; she is so tender hearted, she unites with me in all my sor­rows; and then she is so ami­able, that when I am in her com­pany, I think no more of them; be­sides, she is very use­ful to me, for she has taught me what little I know; and she is so good natured, I can tell her everything I think of, without be­ing at all ashamed. When she thinks it not right, she some­times chides me, but al­ways very gently: whenev­er that hap­pens I spare no en­deav­ours to ap­pease her. She, at least, I may love as much as I will, and there is no harm in that; which gives me great pleas­ure. How­ever, we have agreed that I must not ap­pear so fond of her be­fore every­one, and es­pe­cially be­fore mamma, lest she should en­ter­tain any sus­pi­cion on the score of the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny. I as­sure you, if I could al­ways live as I now do, I should think my­self very happy. Noth­ing tor­ments me but this hor­rid Ger­court! But I shall say no more of him: I find if I did, I should be mel­an­choly. I will go write to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, and will only talk to him of my love, and will not touch any sub­ject that may dis­tress him.

			Adieu, my dear friend. You now find you are wrong in com­plain­ing of my si­lence; and that not­with­stand­ing the busy life I lead, as you call it, I have still time to love and write to you.9

			
				
					Aug. 27, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					40
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			My in­hu­man mis­tress not con­tent with de­clin­ing an an­swer to my let­ters, and even re­fus­ing to re­ceive them, she en­deav­ours to de­prive me of the pleas­ure of see­ing her, and in­sists I should quit this place. What will sur­prise you more is, that I have ac­qui­esced in everything. You will, no doubt, blame me. Yet I thought I should not let slip the op­por­tun­ity of re­ceiv­ing her com­mands; be­ing, on the one hand, con­vinced, that who­so­ever com­mands is re­spons­ible, and on the oth­er, that the ima­gin­ary air of au­thor­ity we give the wo­men, is the most dif­fi­cult snare for them to es­cape: be­sides, the pre­cau­tions she has taken not to be with me alone, put me in a very dan­ger­ous situ­ation, which I thought it prudent to be ex­tric­ated from at all events: for be­ing in­cess­antly with her, without be­ing able to dir­ect her at­ten­tion to the sub­ject of love, it was the more to be dreaded she would be­come ac­cus­tomed to see me with in­dif­fer­ence—a dis­pos­i­tion of mind which you very well know is sel­dom over­come.

			You may judge I did not ac­qui­esce without mak­ing con­di­tions. I even took care to stip­u­late for one im­possible to be per­formed; not only that I may be at liberty to keep or break my word, but en­gage in a dis­cus­sion, either verbally or in writ­ing, whenev­er my fair one might be more sat­is­fied with me, or feel the ne­ces­sity of re­lax­ing. I should have ill man­aged in­deed, if I did not ob­tain an equi­val­ent for giv­ing up my pre­ten­sions, though they are not of a jus­ti­fi­able nature.

			Hav­ing laid be­fore you my reas­ons in this long ex­or­di­um, I be­gin the his­tory of the two last days. I shall an­nex, as proofs, my fair one’s let­ter with my an­swer. You will agree with me few his­tor­i­ans are more ex­act than I am.

			You may re­col­lect the ef­fect my let­ter from Di­jon had the day be­fore yes­ter­day. The re­mainder of that day was rather tem­pes­tu­ous. The pretty prude did not make her ap­pear­ance un­til din­ner was on the table, and in­formed us she had got a bad head­ache; a pre­tence for con­ceal­ing the most vi­ol­ent ill hu­mour that ever pos­sessed wo­man. Her coun­ten­ance was totally altered; the en­chant­ing soft­ness of her tone was changed to a mor­ose­ness that ad­ded new beauty to her. I shall make a good use of this dis­cov­ery in fu­ture; and con­vert the tender mis­tress in­to the pas­sion­ate one.

			I foresaw the even­ing would be dull; to avoid which, I pre­ten­ded to have let­ters to write, and re­tired to my apart­ment. I re­turned about six to the Sa­loon; Ma­dame de Rose­monde pro­posed an air­ing, which was agreed to. But the in­stant the car­riage was ready, the pre­ten­ded sick lady, by an act of in­fernal malice, pre­ten­ded, in her turn, or, per­haps to be re­venged of me for my ab­sence, feigned her head­ache much worse, and forced me to un­der­go a tête-à-tête with my old aunt. I don’t know wheth­er my im­prec­a­tions against this fe­male de­mon had their ef­fect; but she was in bed at our re­turn.

			Next morn­ing, at break­fast, she was no more the same wo­man: her nat­ur­al sweet­ness had re­turned, and I had reas­on to think my par­don sealed. Break­fast be­ing over, the lovely wo­man arose with an easy air, and walked to­wards the park; I soon fol­lowed her, as you may ima­gine. “Whence arises this in­clin­a­tion for a walk?” said I, ac­cost­ing her. “I have wrote a great deal this morn­ing,” she replied, “and my head is a little fa­tigued.”—“I am not so happy,” replied I, “as to have to re­proach my­self with be­ing the cause of that fa­tigue.”—“I have wrote you,” said she, “but I hes­it­ate to de­liv­er my let­ter:—it con­tains a re­quest, and I fear I must not flat­ter my­self with suc­cess.”—“I swear if it be pos­sible.”—“Noth­ing more easy,” replied she; “and though per­haps you ought to grant it from a motive of justice, I will con­sent even to ob­tain­ing it as a fa­vour.” She then de­livered me her let­ter, which I took, as also her hand, which she drew back, without an­ger, and more con­fu­sion than vi­va­city. “The heat is more in­tense than I ima­gined,” said she; “I must re­turn.” In vain did I strive to per­suade her to con­tin­ue our walk;—she re­turned to the Castle;—and were it not for the dread of be­ing seen, I would have used oth­er means as well as my elo­quence. She re­turned without ut­ter­ing a syl­lable; and I plainly saw this pre­ten­ded walk had no oth­er ob­ject than to de­liv­er me her let­ter. She re­tired to her apart­ment, and I to mine, to read her epistle. I beg you will read that, and my an­swer, be­fore you go farther.

		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					41
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			Your be­ha­viour to­wards me, Sir, has the ap­pear­ance of your seek­ing op­por­tun­it­ies to give me more reas­on to com­plain of your con­duct than I hitherto have had. Your ob­stin­acy in teas­ing me in­cess­antly with a sub­ject that I neither will or ought to at­tend to; the ill use you have made of my cand­our, or timid­ity, to con­vey your let­ters to me; but, above all, the in­del­ic­ate man­ner you ima­gined to hand me the last, without hav­ing paid the least at­ten­tion to the con­sequences of a sur­prise which might have ex­posed me, would au­thor­ise me to re­proach you in terms as severe as mer­ited. But I am in­clined, in­stead of re­new­ing my com­plaint, to bury all in ob­li­vi­on, provided you agree to a re­quest as simple as it is just.

			You your­self have told me, Sir, I ought not to ap­pre­hend a deni­al; al­though, from an in­con­sist­ency which is pe­cu­li­ar to you, this phrase was even fol­lowed by the only re­fus­al you had in your power to give,10 I am still dis­posed to think you will, on this oc­ca­sion, keep a prom­ise you so form­ally and so lately made.

			I re­quire, there­fore, you would re­tire from hence, and leave me, as your res­id­ence here any longer will ex­pose me to the cen­sure of the pub­lic, which is ever ready to paint things in the worst col­ours, and a pub­lic whom you have long ha­bitu­ated to watch­ing such wo­men as have ad­mit­ted you in­to their so­ci­ety.

			Though my friends have for some time giv­en me no­tice of this danger, I did not pay prop­er at­ten­tion to it; I even com­bated their ad­vice whilst your be­ha­viour to me gave me reas­on to think you did not con­found me with the crowd of wo­men who have reas­on to lament their ac­quaint­ance with you. Now that you treat me in the same man­ner, and that I can no longer mis­take, it is a duty I owe to the pub­lic, my friends, and my­self, to take the ne­ces­sary res­ol­u­tion. I might also add, that a deni­al would avail little, as I am de­term­ined, in case of a re­fus­al, to leave this place im­me­di­ately.

			I do not seek to lessen the ob­lig­a­tion your com­plais­ance will lay me un­der; and will not con­ceal from you, that if you lay me un­der the ne­ces­sity of leav­ing this, you will put me to in­con­veni­ence. Con­vince me then, Sir, as you have of­ten told me, that a wo­man of vir­tue will nev­er have reas­on to com­plain of you: show me, at least, that if you have ill treated such a wo­man, you are dis­posed to atone for the in­jury you have done her.

			Did I think my re­quest re­quired any jus­ti­fic­a­tion in your sight, it would be enough, I think, to tell you the whole con­duct of your life makes it ne­ces­sary; it is not my fault a re­form­a­tion has not taken place. But I will not re­call events that I wish to for­get, and which would lead me to pass a severe sen­tence on you at the time I am of­fer­ing you an op­por­tun­ity of de­serving my ut­most grat­it­ude. Farewell, Sir. Your de­term­in­a­tion will tell me in what light I am to be­hold you for life.

			
				Your most humble, etc.

				
					Aug. 25, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					42
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			Though the con­di­tions you im­pose on me, Madam, are severe in­deed, I shall not re­fuse to com­ply; for I per­ceive it is im­possible for me to op­pose any of your wishes. As we are agreed on this point, I dare flat­ter my­self that, in re­turn, you will per­mit me to make some re­quests, much easi­er to be gran­ted than yours, and which, not­with­stand­ing, I don’t wish to ob­tain but through a per­fect resig­na­tion to your will.

			The one, which I hope your justice will sug­gest, is, to name my ac­cusers; I think the in­jury they have done me au­thor­ises me to de­mand who they are: the oth­er re­quest, for which I crave your in­dul­gence, is, to per­mit me some­times to re­new the homage of a pas­sion, which now, more than ever, will de­serve your pity.

			Re­flect, Madam, that I am earn­est to obey you, even at the ex­pense of my hap­pi­ness; I will go farther, not­with­stand­ing my con­vic­tion, that you only wish my ab­sence to rid you of the pain­ful sight of the vic­tim of your in­justice.

			Be in­genu­ous, Madam; you dread less the pub­lic cen­sure, too long used to rev­er­ence you, to dare to har­bour a dis­ad­vant­age­ous opin­ion of you, than to be made un­easy by the pres­ence of a man, whom it is easi­er to pun­ish than to blame. You ban­ish me on the same prin­ciple that people turn their eyes from the miser­able wretches they do not choose to re­lieve.

			And then ab­sence will re­double my tor­ments; to whom but you can I re­late my griev­ances? From what oth­er per­son am I to ex­pect that con­sol­a­tion, which will be­come so ne­ces­sary in my af­flic­tion? Will you, who are the cause, re­fuse me that con­sol­a­tion?

			Be not sur­prised, neither that be­fore my de­par­ture, I should en­deav­our to jus­ti­fy my sen­ti­ments for you, nor that I shall not have the res­ol­u­tion to set out, un­til I re­ceive the or­der from your own mouth.

			Those reas­ons ob­lige me to re­quest a mo­ment’s in­ter­view. It would be in vain to think that a cor­res­pond­ence by let­ter would an­swer the end. Volumes of­ten can­not ex­plain what a quarter of an hour’s con­ver­sa­tion will do. You will read­ily find time to grant me this fa­vour; for, not­with­stand­ing my eager­ness to obey you, as Ma­dame de Rose­monde is well ap­prised of my design to spend a part of the au­tumn with her, I must, at all events, wait the re­turn of the post, to pre­tend a let­ter of busi­ness ob­li­ging me to re­turn.

			Farewell, Madam; nev­er till now did I ex­per­i­ence the force of this ex­pres­sion, which re­calls to me the idea of my sep­ar­a­tion from you. If you could con­ceive how dis­tress­ingly it af­fects me, my obed­i­ence would find me some fa­vour in your sight. Re­ceive, how­ever, with more in­dul­gence, the homage of the most tender and re­spect­ful pas­sion.

			
				
					Aug. 26, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Sequel to the Fortieth Letter

				From the Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Now, my lovely friend, let us dis­cuss this af­fair a little. You read­ily con­ceive, that the vir­tu­ous, the scru­pu­lous Ma­dame de Tourvel, can­not grant the first of my re­quests—that of in­form­ing me who my ac­cusers are, without a breach of friend­ship: thus, by prom­ising everything on that con­di­tion, I am not at all com­mit­ted; and you must be very sens­ible, that the neg­at­ive she must give me, will give me a title to all my oth­er ob­jects; so that, by leav­ing this place, I shall ob­tain the ad­vant­age of a reg­u­lar cor­res­pond­ence, with her own con­sent; for I don’t set great value upon the in­ter­view that I ask, by which I mean no more than to ac­cus­tom her be­fore­hand not to re­fuse oth­er per­son­al ap­plic­a­tions to her, when I shall have real oc­ca­sion for them.

			The only thing that re­mains to be done be­fore my de­par­ture is, to know who are those that take the trouble to pre­ju­dice me in her opin­ion.

			I pre­sume it is that pedant­ic scoun­drel her hus­band; I wish it may; for, as a con­jugal pro­hib­i­tion is a spur to de­sire, I should be cer­tain that from the mo­ment of gain­ing her con­sent to write to me, I should have noth­ing more to fear from the hus­band, be­cause she would then find her­self un­der the ne­ces­sity of de­ceiv­ing him.

			And if she has a con­fid­en­tial friend, and that friend should be against me, I think it will be ne­ces­sary to raise a cause of mis­un­der­stand­ing between them, in which I hope to suc­ceed: but, in the first place, I must see my way clear.

			I ima­gined yes­ter­day I had at­tained that ne­ces­sary pre­lim­in­ary; but this wo­man does not act like any oth­er. We were in her apart­ment when din­ner was an­nounced. She had just time to fin­ish her toi­let; and from her hurry, and mak­ing apo­lo­gies, I ob­served her leave the key in her bur­eau; and she al­ways leaves the key in her cham­ber door. My mind was full of this dur­ing din­ner. When I heard her wait­ing-maid com­ing down­stairs, I in­stantly feigned a bleed­ing at the nose, and went out. I flew to the bur­eau, found all the draw­ers open, but not a single pa­per; yet there is no oc­ca­sion to burn them, situ­ated as she is. What can she do with the let­ters she re­ceives? and she re­ceives a great many. I left noth­ing un­ex­amined; all was open, and I searched every­where; so that I am con­vinced this pre­cious de­pos­it is con­fided only to her pock­et.

			How they are to be got at, my mind has been fruit­lessly em­ployed ever since yes­ter­day in con­triv­ing means: I can­not con­quer my in­clin­a­tion to gain pos­ses­sion of them. I of­ten re­gret that I have not the tal­ent of a pick­pock­et. Don’t you think it ought to be made a part of the edu­ca­tion of a man of in­trigue? Would it not be hu­mor­ous enough to steal a let­ter or a por­trait of a rival, or to ex­tract from the pock­et of a prude, ma­ter­i­als to un­mask her? But our fore­fath­ers had no ideas: it is in vain for me to rack my brains; for it only con­vinces me of my own in­ab­il­ity, without fur­nish­ing me any rem­edy.

			I re­turned to din­ner very dis­sat­is­fied: my fair one how­ever brought me in­to good hu­mour, by her anxious en­quir­ies on my feigned in­dis­pos­i­tion: I did not fail to as­sure her that I had for some short time, vi­ol­ent agit­a­tions, which im­paired my health. As she is per­suaded the cause pro­ceeded from her, ought she not in con­science en­deav­our to calm them? Al­though a de­votee, she has very little char­ity; she re­fuses any com­pli­ance to sup­plic­a­tions of love; and this re­fus­al ap­pears to me suf­fi­cient to au­thor­ise any theft to ob­tain the ob­ject. But adieu; for al­though I am writ­ing to you, my mind is taken up with those cursed let­ters.

			
				
					Aug. 27, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					43
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Why, Sir, do you en­deav­our at a di­minu­tion of my grat­it­ude to you? Why obey me only by halves, and in some meas­ure make a bar­gain of a simple, gen­teel act? It is not, then, suf­fi­cient that I am sens­ible of its value! You not only ask a great deal of me, but you de­mand what it is im­possible to grant. If my friends have talked of you to me, they could only do so from re­gard for me: should they even be mis­taken, their in­ten­tion was not the less good; and yet you re­quire that I should re­pay this proof of their es­teem, by giv­ing you up their names. I must own I have been very wrong in ac­quaint­ing you of it; and I now feel it in a very sens­ible man­ner. What would have been only cand­our with any­one else, be­comes im­prudence with you, and would be a crime was I to at­tend to your re­quest. I ap­peal to your­self, to your hon­our; how could you think me cap­able of such a pro­ceed­ing? Ought you even to have made me such a pro­pos­i­tion? No, cer­tainly; and I am sure, when you re­flect, you will de­sist from this re­quest.

			The oth­er you make of writ­ing to me is little easi­er to grant; and if you will think a mo­ment, you can­not in justice blame me. I do not mean to of­fend you; but after the char­ac­ter you have re­quired, and which you your­self con­fess to have partly mer­ited, what wo­man can avow hold­ing a cor­res­pond­ence with you? And what vir­tu­ous wo­man could re­solve to do that which she would be ob­liged to con­ceal?

			If I was even cer­tain that your let­ters would be such as would give me no cause of dis­con­tent, and that I could al­ways be con­scious I was suf­fi­ciently jus­ti­fied in re­ceiv­ing them, then, per­haps, the de­sire of prov­ing to you that reas­on, not hatred, guided me, would make me sur­mount those power­ful con­sid­er­a­tions, and cause me to do what I ought not, in giv­ing you some­times per­mis­sion to write to me; and if, in­deed, you wish it as much as you ex­press, you will read­ily sub­mit to the only con­di­tion that can pos­sibly make me con­sent to it: and if you have any grat­it­ude for this con­des­cen­sion, you will not delay your de­par­ture a mo­ment.

			Give me leave to make one ob­ser­va­tion on this oc­ca­sion: you re­ceived a let­ter this morn­ing, and you did not make use of that op­por­tun­ity to ac­quaint Ma­dame de Rose­monde of your in­ten­ded de­par­ture as you prom­ised me; I now hope that noth­ing will pre­vent you from keep­ing your word. I hope much that you will not wait for the in­ter­view you ask, which I ab­so­lutely will not agree to; and that, in­stead of the or­der that you pre­tend to be so ne­ces­sary, you will be sat­is­fied with my re­quest, which I again re­new to you. Farewell, Sir!

			
				
					Aug. 27, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					44
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Share in my joy, my charm­ing friend; I am loved; I have at length tri­umphed over that re­bel­li­ous heart. In vain does she still dis­semble; my happy ad­dress has dis­covered the secret. Thanks to my un­re­mit­ting ef­forts, I know all that in­terests me: since last night, that pro­pi­tious night, I am again my­self; I have dis­covered a double mys­tery of love and iniquity; I shall en­joy the one, and be re­venged of the oth­er; I shall fly from pleas­ure to pleas­ure. The bare idea of it trans­ports me al­most bey­ond the bounds of prudence; and yet I shall have oc­ca­sion for some of it, to en­able me to put any prop­er or­der in my nar­rat­ive; but let us try:

			Yes­ter­day, after I had wrote my let­ter, I re­ceived one from the ce­les­ti­al de­votee; I send it en­closed; you will ob­serve she with less awk­ward­ness than might be ex­pec­ted, gives me leave to write to her; yet presses my de­par­ture, which I well knew I could not de­fer without pre­ju­dice to my­self. How­ever, temp­ted by a curi­os­ity to know who had wrote against me, I was still un­deter­mined how to act. I at­temp­ted to bribe her cham­ber­maid, to in­duce her to give me her mis­tress’s pock­ets, which she could eas­ily do at night, and re­place them the next morn­ing, without giv­ing the least sus­pi­cion. I offered ten louis d’ors for this tri­fling ser­vice; but I found her a hes­it­at­ing, scru­pu­lous, or tim­id creature, whom neither my elo­quence nor money could bring over. I was us­ing farther so­li­cit­a­tions, when the bell rung for sup­per. I was then ob­liged to break off; and thought my­self very happy in ob­tain­ing from her a prom­ise to keep my secret, on which, how­ever, you may be­lieve I placed little de­pend­ence.

			I nev­er was more out of hu­mour. I found I had com­mit­ted my­self, and re­proached my­self much for the im­prudent step I had taken.

			After I re­tired in great anxi­ety, I spoke to my hunts­man, who was en­titled, as a suc­cess­ful lov­er, to some share of cred­it. I de­sired he would pre­vail on this girl to do what I re­quired, or at least to in­sure secrecy: he, who in gen­er­al makes no doubt of suc­cess in any­thing he un­der­takes, ap­peared du­bi­ous of this ne­go­ti­ation, and made a re­flec­tion, the depth of which as­ton­ished me: “You cer­tainly know bet­ter than I can tell you, Sir,” said he, “that to kiss a girl is noth­ing more than to in­dulge her in a fancy of her own, and that, there is a wide dif­fer­ence of­ten between that and mak­ing her act ac­cord­ing to our wishes; and I have so much less de­pend­ence on her, as I have much reas­on to think she has an­oth­er swain, and that I only owe my good for­tune to her want of oc­cu­pa­tion in the coun­try; and had it not been for my zeal for your ser­vice, Sir, I should not have sought it more than once (this lad is a treas­ure). As to the secret,” ad­ded he, “what pur­pose will it an­swer to make her prom­ise, since she will risk noth­ing in de­ceiv­ing us? To speak of it again, would only make her think it of great­er im­port­ance, and make her more anxious to in­sinu­ate her­self in­to her mis­tress’s fa­vour, by di­vul­ging it.” The just­ness of these re­flec­tions ad­ded to my em­bar­rass­ment. For­tu­nately the fel­low was in a talk­ing mood; and as I had oc­ca­sion for him, I let him go on: while re­lat­ing his ad­ven­tures with this girl, he in­formed me the room she slept in was only sep­ar­ated from the apart­ment of her mis­tress by a single par­ti­tion, and as the least noise would be heard, they met every night in his room. I in­stantly formed my plan, which I com­mu­nic­ated to him, and we ex­ecuted it suc­cess­fully.

			I awaited un­til the clock struck two, and then, as was agreed, went to the ren­dez­vous, with a lighted candle in my hand, and un­der pre­tence of hav­ing sev­er­al times in vain rung the bell. My con­fid­ant, who plays his part to ad­mir­a­tion, per­formed a little scene of sur­prise, des­pair, and con­fu­sion, which I put a stop to, by send­ing him to warm me some wa­ter, which I pre­ten­ded to have oc­ca­sion for; the scru­pu­lous wait­ing-maid was the more dis­con­cer­ted, as the fel­low, who had im­proved on my scheme, had made her make a toi­let very suit­able to the heat of the sea­son, but which it by no means apo­lo­gised for.

			Be­ing sens­ible the more this girl was humbled, the less trouble I should have to bring her to my designs, I did not suf­fer her to change either her situ­ation or dress; and hav­ing ordered my ser­vant to wait for me in my room, I sat by her bed­side, which was in much dis­order, and began a con­ver­sa­tion. It was ne­ces­sary to keep the as­cend­ant I had ob­tained, and I there­fore pre­served a sang­froid that would have done hon­our to the con­tin­ence of Sci­pio; and without tak­ing the smal­lest liberty with her, which her ruddy coun­ten­ance, and the op­por­tun­ity, per­haps, gave her a right to hope; I talked to her of busi­ness with as much in­dif­fer­ence, as I would have done with an at­tor­ney.

			My con­di­tions were, that I would ob­serve the strict­est secrecy, provided the day fol­low­ing, at the same hour, she put me in pos­ses­sion of her mis­tress’s pock­ets, and my of­fer of ten louis d’ors. I now con­firm I will not take any ad­vant­age of your situ­ation. Everything was gran­ted, as you may be­lieve; I then re­tired, and left the happy couple to re­pair their lost time.

			I em­ployed mine in sleep: and in the morn­ing, want­ing a pre­tence not to an­swer my fair one’s let­ter be­fore I had ex­amined her pa­pers, which could not be till the night fol­low­ing, I re­solved to go a-hunt­ing, which took up the greatest part of the day.

			At my re­turn I was re­ceived very coolly. I have reas­on to be­lieve she was a little piqued at my want of eager­ness to make good use of the time that re­mained, es­pe­cially after the softer let­ter which she wrote me. I formed this con­jec­ture, be­cause, on Ma­dame de Rose­monde’s hav­ing re­proached me on my long ab­sence, the fair one replied with some ac­ri­mony, “Oh, let us not re­proach Mr. de Val­mont for his at­tach­ment to the only pleas­ure he can find here.” I com­plained that they did not do me justice, and took the op­por­tun­ity to as­sure them I was so well pleased with their com­pany, that I sac­ri­ficed to it a very in­ter­est­ing let­ter that I had to write; adding, that not hav­ing been able to sleep sev­er­al nights, I en­deav­oured to try if fa­tigue would not bring me my usu­al rest; my looks suf­fi­ciently ex­plained the sub­ject of my let­ter, and the cause of my want of rest. I took care to af­fect, dur­ing the whole even­ing, a mel­an­choly soft­ness, which suc­ceeded tol­er­ably well, and un­der which I dis­guised my im­pa­tience for the hour which was to give me up the secret she so ob­stin­ately per­sisted in con­ceal­ing. At length we re­tired; and soon after the faith­ful wait­ing-maid brought me the stip­u­lated price of my dis­cre­tion: when in pos­ses­sion of this treas­ure, I pro­ceeded with my usu­al prudence to ar­ran­ging them; for it was of the ut­most im­port­ance to re­place everything in or­der.

			I first hit upon two let­ters from the hus­band, in­di­ges­ted stuff, a mix­ture of un­in­ter­est­ing de­tails of law­suits, and un­mean­ing prot­est­a­tions of con­jugal love, which I had the pa­tience to read through; but not a syl­lable in either con­cern­ing me. I put them in their place with some dis­gust; but that van­ished on find­ing, in my hand­writ­ing, the scraps of my fam­ous let­ter from Di­jon, care­fully col­lec­ted. For­tu­nately it came in­to my head to run them over. You may guess the ex­cess of my rap­tures, when I dis­tinctly per­ceived the traces of my ad­or­able de­votee’s tears. I must own I gave way to a pu­erile emo­tion, and kissed this let­ter with a trans­port that I did not think my­self sus­cept­ible of. I con­tin­ued the happy search; I found all my let­ters in or­der ac­cord­ing to their dates; and what still sur­prised me more agree­ably was, to find the first of them, that which I thought had been re­turned to me by my un­grate­ful fair one, faith­fully copied in her own hand­writ­ing, but in an altered and trem­bling man­ner, which suf­fi­ciently test­i­fied the soft agit­a­tion of her heart dur­ing the time she was em­ployed at it.

			So far I was en­tirely oc­cu­pied with love; but soon gave way to the greatest rage. Who think you it is that wants to des­troy me, with this wo­man I ad­ore? What fury do you sup­pose wicked enough to form so diabol­ic­al a plan! You know her: it’s your friend, your re­la­tion; it is Ma­dame de Volanges. You can­not con­ceive what a string of hor­rible stor­ies the in­fernal Megera has wrote against me. It is she, and she alone, has dis­turbed the peace of this an­gel­ic wo­man; it is by her coun­sels, by her per­ni­cious ad­vice, that I find my­self ob­liged to re­tire; I am sac­ri­ficed to her! Cer­tainly her daugh­ter shall be se­duced; but that is not suf­fi­cient, she shall be ruined; and since the age of this ac­cursed wo­man shel­ters her from my blows, I must strike at her in the ob­ject of her af­fec­tions.

			She will then force me to re­turn to Par­is; she ob­liges me to it! Be it so; I will re­turn; but she shall have reas­on to lament my re­turn. I am sorry Dan­ceny is to be the hero of this ad­ven­ture; he has a fund of hon­our that will be a re­straint upon us; but he is in love, and we are of­ten to­geth­er: I may turn him to ac­count. My an­ger over­comes me, and I for­get that I am to give you the re­cit­al of what has passed today.

			This morn­ing I saw my lovely prude; she nev­er ap­peared so charm­ing; that was of course; it is the most power­ful mo­ment with a wo­man, that shall pro­duce an in­tox­ic­a­tion of soul, which is so of­ten spoke of, and so rarely felt, when, though cer­tain of their af­fec­tions, we have not yet pos­sessed their fa­vours; which is pre­cisely my case. Per­haps the idea, also, of be­ing de­prived of the pleas­ure of see­ing her, served to em­bel­lish her. At length the post ar­rived, and brought me your let­ter of the 27th; and whilst I was read­ing it, I hes­it­ated wheth­er I should keep my word or not; but I met my fair one’s eyes, and I found it im­possible to re­fuse her any­thing.

			I there­fore an­nounced my de­par­ture im­me­di­ately after Ma­dame de Rose­monde left us: I was four paces dis­tant from the aus­tere lovely one, when she star­ted with a frightened air, “leave me, leave me, Sir,” said she; “for the love of God, leave me!” This fer­vent pray­er, which dis­covered her emo­tion, an­im­ated me the more; I was now close to her, and took hold of her hands, which she had joined to­geth­er with the most mov­ing, af­fect­ing ex­press­ive­ness. I then began my tender com­plaints, when some evil geni­us brought back Ma­dame de Rose­monde. The tim­id de­votee, who has in real­ity some reas­on to be ap­pre­hens­ive, seized the op­por­tun­ity, and re­tired.

			I not­with­stand­ing offered her my hand, which she ac­cep­ted; and judging fa­vour­ably of this kind­ness, which she had not shown for so long a time, and again re­new­ing my com­plaints, I en­deav­oured to squeeze hers. She at first en­deav­oured to draw it back; but upon a more press­ing in­stance, she gave it up with a good grace, al­though without either an­swer­ing this emo­tion or my dis­course. Be­ing come to the door of her apart­ment, I wanted to kiss that hand be­fore I left her: she struggled, but an ah! think I am go­ing to part, pro­nounced with great ten­der­ness, made her awk­ward and de­fence­less; the kiss was scarcely giv­en, when the hand re­covered its strength to es­cape, and the fair one entered her apart­ment where the wait­ing-maid was: here ends my tale.

			As I pre­sume you will be to­mor­row at the Lady Mare­chale’s de ———, where, cer­tainly, I shall not go to look for you; and as at our first in­ter­view we shall have a great many things to talk over, es­pe­cially that of the little Volanges, which I do not lose sight of; I have de­term­ined to send this let­ter be­fore me; and al­though it is so long, I will not close it un­til the mo­ment I am go­ing to send it to the post; for I am so cir­cum­stanced, that a great deal may de­pend on an op­por­tun­ity; and I leave you to watch for it.

			
				
					P.S. Eight o’clock at night.

					Noth­ing new; not the least mo­ment of liberty; even the greatest care em­ployed to avoid it. Yet as much grief as de­cency would per­mit, for the least an­oth­er event, which may not be a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence, as Ma­dame de Rose­monde has com­manded me to give an in­vit­a­tion to Ma­dame de Volanges, to come and spend a few days in the coun­try.

					Adieu, my lovely friend, un­til to­mor­row, or the day after at farthest!

				

				
					Aug. 28, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					45
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			Mr. de Val­mont is gone this morn­ing, Madam: you seemed so anxiously to wish for this event, that I have thought it my duty to im­part it to you. Ma­dame de Rose­monde is in­con­sol­able for the loss of her neph­ew, whose com­pany was really very pleas­ing: she spent the whole morn­ing in talk­ing to me of him with her usu­al sens­ib­il­ity; she was in­ex­haust­ible in his praise. I thought my­self bound to at­tend to it without in­ter­rup­tion; and in­deed I must own she was right on many heads; be­sides, I was sens­ible I was the cause of this sep­ar­a­tion, and have no pro­spect of mak­ing her amends for the pleas­ure of which I have de­prived her. You know I am not nat­ur­ally in­clined to gaiety, and our man­ner of life here will not con­trib­ute much to in­crease it.

			Had I not been fol­low­ing your ad­vice, I should have been in­clined to think I had ac­ted too pre­cip­it­ately; for I was really hurt at the grief I had caused my re­spect­able friend; I was so much moved, that I could have mingled my tears with hers.

			We now live on the hope that you will ac­cept the in­vit­a­tion that Mr. de Val­mont will give you from Ma­dame de Rose­monde, to come and pass a little time with her. I hope you have no doubt of the great sat­is­fac­tion your com­pli­ance will give me; and in­deed you should make us amends. I shall be happy in this op­por­tun­ity of hav­ing the pleas­ure of be­ing soon­er ac­quain­ted with Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, and to be near you, to as­sure you more and more of the re­spect­ful sen­ti­ments with which I am, etc.

			
				
					Aug. 29, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					46
				

				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			What then has happened to you, my ad­or­able Cecil­ia! What can have caused so sud­den, so cruel a change in you? What are be­come of your vows of etern­al con­stancy? Even yes­ter­day you re­newed them with so much pleas­ure: what! can today make you for­get them? In vain do I ex­am­ine—I can’t find any reas­on giv­en by my­self; and it af­flicts me much to have to seek the cause in you. Ah, no! you are neither fickle or de­ceit­ful; and even in this mo­ment of des­pair, no un­worthy sus­pi­cion shall dis­grace my heart; and yet, from what fatal­ity are you no longer the same? No, cruel creature, you are not! The tender Cecil­ia, the Cecil­ia I ad­ore! whose con­stancy is pledged to me, would not have shunned my tender looks; would not have thwarted the happy ac­ci­dent that placed me near her; or, if any reas­on that I can’t con­ceive, had forced her treat to me with so much rigour, she would at least have con­des­cen­ded to have in­formed me of it.

			Ah! you don’t know, you nev­er can know, what you have made me suf­fer at this day, what I shall suf­fer at this in­stant! Do you then think I can live without your love? Yet, when I begged but a word, a single word, to dis­pel my fears, in­stead of mak­ing a reply, you feigned a dread of be­ing over­heard; and this obstacle, which then had no ex­ist­ence, you gave birth to by the place yon fixed on in the circle. When forced to leave you, and I asked what hour I should see you to­mor­row, you feigned not to know; and to Ma­dame de Volanges was I ob­liged for telling me. Thus the mo­ment hitherto so much panted for, of be­ing with you to­mor­row, will bring me only dis­tress and grief; and the pleas­ure of see­ing you, as yet the greatest my heart could ex­per­i­ence, must now give way to the dread of be­ing trouble­some.

			I already feel this: my fears pre­vent me from talk­ing to you of my pas­sion. Though I love you, that en­chant­ing sound, which I so much de­lighted in re­peat­ing, when I could hear it, in my turn; that sweet word which suf­ficed for my fe­li­city, no longer of­fers me, if you are altered, but etern­al des­pair. I can­not how­ever think that this talis­man of love has lost all its ef­fect, and I still strive to make use of it. Yes, my Cecil­ia, I love you.11 Re­peat then this happy ex­pres­sion with me. Re­mem­ber you have ac­cus­tomed me to it; and now to de­prive me of it, would be to con­demn me to tor­ments, which, like my love, will only end with my life.

			
				
					Aug. 29, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					47
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I shall not see you today, my charm­ing friend; and I will give you my reas­ons, which I hope you will ac­cept with your usu­al good nature.

			In­stead of re­turn­ing dir­ectly to town yes­ter­day, I stopped at the Count­ess de ———’s, whose coun­try seat was al­most in my road; where I dined, and did not ar­rive in Par­is till near sev­en o’clock, and alighted at the op­era, where I thought you might be.

			When the op­era was over, I went in­to the green­room to see my old ac­quaint­ances; there I found my old friend Emily in the midst of a nu­mer­ous circle, male and fe­male, who were en­gaged to sup with her that night at P——. I no soon­er came among them, but, by the un­an­im­ous voice, I was en­treated to be of the party. One, a short, thick fig­ure, who stammered out his in­vit­a­tion in Dutch French, I im­me­di­ately re­cog­nised to be the mas­ter of the feast. I yiel­ded.

			I learned, on our way there, that the house we were go­ing to was the price agreed on for Emily’s con­des­cen­sion to this grot­esque fig­ure, and that this sup­per was in fact a wed­ding feast. The little man could not con­tain him­self for joy, in ex­pect­a­tion of the hap­pi­ness that awaited him; and I saw him so en­rap­tured with it, that I felt a strong in­clin­a­tion to dis­turb it; which I ef­fected.

			The only dif­fi­culty was to bring Emily to con­sent, in whom the bur­go­mas­ter’s riches had raised some scruples: how­ever, after some so­li­cit­a­tion, I brought her at length to con­sent to my scheme, which was, to fill this little beer hogshead with wine, and thus get rid of him.

			The sub­lime idea we en­ter­tained of a drunk­en Dutch­man, made us ex­ert ourselves. We suc­ceeded so well, that by the time the dessert was brought on the table, he was not able to hold his glass, whilst the tender Emily and I plied him in­cess­antly, till, at length, he fell un­der the table so drunk, that it must have las­ted at least eight days. We then de­term­ined to send him back to Par­is; and as he had not kept his car­riage, I ordered him to be packed in­to mine, and I re­mained in his room. I then re­ceived the com­pli­ments of the com­pany, who re­tired soon after, and left me mas­ter of the field of battle. This frol­ic, and per­haps my long re­tire­ment, made Emily so de­sir­able, that I prom­ised to re­main with her un­til the re­sur­rec­tion of the Dutch­man.

			This con­des­cen­sion is a re­turn for that she has just had for me, in sub­mit­ting to serve me as a desk to write to my lovely de­votee, to whom it struck me as a pleas­ant thought, to write in bed with, and al­most in the arms of, a girl, where I was in­ter­rup­ted by a com­plete in­fi­del­ity. In this let­ter I give her an ex­act ac­count of my con­duct and situ­ation. Emily, who read the epistle, laughed im­mod­er­ately, and I ex­pect it will make you laugh also.

			As my let­ter must be marked at the Par­is post of­fice, I leave it open for you, en­closed. Read it, seal it, and send it there. But, pray, do not use your own seal, nor even any amor­ous em­blem—an an­tique head only. Adieu, my lovely friend!

			
				
					P.S. I open my let­ter to ac­quaint you, I have de­term­ined Emily to go to the Itali­an op­era; and will take that op­por­tun­ity to vis­it you. I shall be with you at six the latest; and if agree­able to you, I will ac­com­pany you to Ma­dame de Volanges’ at sev­en. It would not be de­cent to de­fer longer ac­quaint­ing her with Ma­dame de Rose­monde’s in­vit­a­tion; be­sides, I shall be glad to see the little Volanges.

					Adieu, fair lady! I hope so much pleas­ure will at­tend my em­bra­cing you, that the Che­va­lier may be jeal­ous of it.

				

				From P——, Aug. 30, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						48
					

					The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

				
				(Post­mark, Par­is.)

			
			It is after a very stormy night, dur­ing which I have not closed my eyes; it is after hav­ing been in in­cess­ant agit­a­tions, both from un­com­mon ar­dour, and en­tire an­ni­hil­a­tion of all the fac­ulties of my soul, I come to you, madam, to seek the calm I so much stand in need of, and which I can­not yet hope to en­joy; for the situ­ation I now write of, con­vinces me more than ever of the ir­res­ist­ible power of love: I can hardly pre­serve com­mand over my­self, to ar­range my ideas in any or­der; and I already fore­see that I shall not be able to fin­ish this let­ter, without be­ing ob­liged to break off. What! can­not I then hope that you will one day ex­per­i­ence the emo­tions I do at this mo­ment! I may ven­ture, how­ever, to as­sert, that if you thor­oughly ex­per­i­enced such emo­tions, you could not be totally in­sens­ible to them. Be­lieve me, Madam, settled tran­quil­lity, the sleep of the soul, that im­age of death, does not lead to hap­pi­ness; the act­ive pas­sions alone lead the way; and not­with­stand­ing the tor­ments you make me suf­fer, I may, I think, as­sure my­self, that I am this mo­ment hap­pi­er than you. In vain do you over­whelm me with your af­flict­ing sever­it­ies; they do not pre­vent me from giv­ing a loose to my love, and for­get­ting, in the de­li­ri­um it causes me, the des­pair to which you aban­don me: thus I re­venge my­self of the ex­ile to which you have con­demned me. Nev­er did I be­fore ex­per­i­ence so much pleas­ure in writ­ing to you. Nev­er did I feel in this pleas­ing em­ploy­ment so sweet, so lively an emo­tion! Everything con­spires to raise my trans­ports! The very air I breathe wafts me lux­uri­ous pleas­ure; even the table I write on, now, for the first time, con­sec­rated by me to that use, be­comes to me a sac­red al­tar of love; how much more lustre will it not hence de­rive in my eyes! I will have en­graven on it my oath ever to love you! For­give, I be­seech you, my dis­ordered senses. I ought, per­haps, to mod­er­ate trans­ports you do not share in. I must leave you a mo­ment to dis­sip­ate a frenzy which I find grow­ing upon me: I find it too strong for me.

			I re­turn to you, Madam, and cer­tainly re­turn al­ways with the same eager­ness; but the sen­ti­ment of hap­pi­ness has fled from me, and gives place to the most cruel state of priva­tion. What does it avail me to talk to you of my sen­ti­ments, if it is only in vain that I seek means of con­vin­cing you? After so many re­peated ef­forts, my con­fid­ence and my strength both aban­don me at once. If I re­call to my mind the pleas­ures of love, that only pro­duces a more lively sense of re­gret at be­ing de­prived of them. I see no re­source but in your in­dul­gence, and I too well ex­per­i­ence at this mo­ment how much I want it, to hope to ob­tain it. Yet my pas­sion was nev­er more re­spect­ful, or ought to give you less of­fence: it is such, I can ven­ture to say, as the strict­est vir­tue would have no reas­on to dread; but I am afraid any longer to take up your time with the pains I ex­per­i­ence, cer­tain as I am that the ob­ject who causes them, does not share them. I must not, at least, pre­sume too far on good­ness, which I should do by dwell­ing on this mel­an­choly pic­ture; I shall only im­plore you to give me a reply, and nev­er to doubt the vera­city of my sen­ti­ments.

			
				Wrote from P——, dated at Par­is,

				Aug. 30, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					49
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			Without be­ing either fickle or de­ceit­ful, it is suf­fi­cient, Sir, to ac­count for my con­duct, to know there is a ne­ces­sity for an al­ter­a­tion in it: I have prom­ised my­self a sac­ri­fice to God, un­til I can of­fer him also the sac­ri­fice of my sen­ti­ments for you, which the re­li­gious state you are in renders doubly crim­in­al.—I well know it will give me a great deal of un­eas­i­ness, and I will not con­ceal from you that, since the day be­fore yes­ter­day, I have con­tinu­ally wept when I thought on you; but I hope God will grant me the ne­ces­sary strength to for­get you, which I con­stantly beg of him night and morn­ing. I even ex­pect, from your friend­ship and good breed­ing, that you will not en­deav­our to in­ter­fere with me in the good res­ol­u­tions that I have been in­spired with; and which I en­deav­our to cher­ish. I there­fore re­quest that you will not write to me any more, as I as­sure you I shall give no an­swer; and it would ob­lige me to ac­quaint my mamma of everything that hap­pens, which would en­tirely de­prive me the pleas­ure of see­ing you.

			I shall, not­with­stand­ing, have all the at­tach­ment for you, that one can have, con­sist­ently with in­no­cence; and from my soul I wish you all man­ner of hap­pi­ness. I know very well you will love me no longer, and, per­haps, you will soon love an­oth­er bet­ter than me; but this will be an ad­di­tion­al pen­ance for the fault I com­mit­ted in giv­ing you my heart, which I ought to have re­served for God and my hus­band, when I shall have one. I hope the di­vine mercy will pity my weak­ness, and not af­flict me with mis­for­tunes that I shall not be able to bear.

			Farewell, Sir! I can as­sure you, that if it was law­ful for me to love any­one, I should nev­er love any but you; but that is all I can say, and per­haps more than I ought.

			
				
					Aug. 31, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					50
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Is it thus, then, Sir, you ful­fil the con­di­tions on which I con­sen­ted to re­ceive your let­ters some­times? And have I not reas­on to com­plain, when you men­tion a sen­ti­ment which I should dread to har­bour, even were it not in­con­sist­ent with every idea of my duty.

			If there was a ne­ces­sity of fresh ar­gu­ments to pre­serve this salut­ary fear, I think I may find suf­fi­cient in your last let­ter; for really, at the time you think to apo­lo­gise for your pas­sion, you, on the con­trary, con­vince me of its mul­ti­plied hor­rors, for who would wish to pur­chase pleas­ure at the ex­pense of reas­on? Pleas­ures so trans­it­ory, and that are al­ways fol­lowed by re­gret, and of­ten by re­morse.

			Even your­self, in whom the habitude of this dan­ger­ous de­li­ri­um ought to di­min­ish the ef­fect, are not­with­stand­ing ob­liged to agree, that it of­ten be­comes too strong for you, and you are the first to com­plain of the in­vol­un­tary dis­turb­ance it causes in you. What hor­rible rav­ages would it not then make in an un­ex­per­i­enced and sens­ible heart, which would aug­ment its force by the great­ness of the sac­ri­fices it would be ob­liged to make?

			You be­lieve, or feign to be­lieve, Sir, that love leads to hap­pi­ness; but I am fully per­suaded that it would make me so totally miser­able, that I wish nev­er to hear the word men­tioned. I think that even speak­ing of it hurts tran­quil­lity; and it is as much from in­clin­a­tion as duty, that I be­seech you to be here­after si­lent on that sub­ject: this re­quis­i­tion you may very eas­ily grant at this time. You are now re­turned to Par­is, where you will find op­por­tun­it­ies enough to for­get a sen­ti­ment which prob­ably owed its birth to the habit you have of mak­ing this your whole em­ploy­ment; and the strength of your present pas­sion, is prob­ably to be ascribed to your want of oth­er ob­jects in the coun­try. Are you not now in that place where you of­ten saw me with in­dif­fer­ence? Can you take a step there without meet­ing an ex­ample of your mut­ab­il­ity? Are you not there sur­roun­ded by wo­men, who, all more ami­able than me, have a great­er right to your homage? I have not the van­ity with which my sex is re­proached; I have still less of that false mod­esty, which is noth­ing less than a re­fine­ment of pride; and it is with sin­cer­ity I as­sure you, that I am not con­scious of pos­sess­ing at­trac­tions: had I the greatest, I should not think them suf­fi­cient to fix you. To re­quest of you, then, to think no more of me is only to beg of you to do now what you did be­fore, and what you cer­tainly would do in a very short time, were I even to make a con­trary re­quest.

			This truth, which I do not lose sight of, would be alone a suf­fi­cient reas­on to listen to you no longer. I have a thou­sand oth­er reas­ons; but without en­ter­ing in­to long dis­cus­sion, I shall once more en­treat, as I have already done, that you will not write to me more upon a sen­ti­ment to which I ought not to listen, much less make any re­turn.

			
				
					Sept. 1, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					51
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count Val­mont

			
			Upon my word, Vis­count, you are in­tol­er­able; you treat me with as little ce­re­mony as if I was your mis­tress. Do you know you will make me angry, and that I am this in­stant in a most hor­rible pas­sion? so you are to meet Dan­ceny to­mor­row morn­ing? you know how im­port­ant it is I should see you be­fore that in­ter­view; yet, without giv­ing your­self any farther trouble, you make me wait the whole day, while you run about I know not where. You are the cause of my hav­ing been in­de­cently late at Ma­dame de Volanges’, which all the old wo­men thought ex­ceed­ingly strange; I was un­der the ne­ces­sity of amus­ing them the rest of the even­ing, to keep them in tem­per; for one must be on good terms with old wo­men; they de­cide on the repu­ta­tion of the young ones.

			Now it is one o’clock; and in­stead of go­ing to bed as I ought, I must sit up to write you a long let­ter, which will add to my drowsi­ness by its dis­agree­able sub­ject. You are very lucky that I have not time to scold you. Do not ima­gine, how­ever, I for­give you: you have only to thank my hurry. Hear me, then: with a little ad­dress, you may, to­mor­row, ob­tain Dan­ceny’s con­fid­ence. The op­por­tun­ity is fa­vour­able: it is that of dis­tress. The little girl has been at con­fes­sion, has told all like a child, and has been since so ter­ri­fied with the fear of hell, that she is ab­so­lutely de­term­ined on a rup­ture. She re­lated to me all her little scruples in a man­ner that I am con­fid­ent her head is turned. She showed me that let­ter, de­clar­ing her break­ing off, which is in the true style of fan­at­ic­al ab­surdity. She prattled for an hour to me without a word of com­mon sense, and yet she em­bar­rassed me; for you will con­ceive I could not risk to open my mind to such an idi­ot.

			I ob­serve, how­ever, amidst all this non­sense, that she is not the less in love with her Dan­ceny; I even took no­tice of one of those re­sources which love al­ways sup­plies, and to which the girl is curi­ously enough a dupe. Tor­men­ted with the thoughts of her lov­er, and the fear of be­ing damned for those thoughts, she has taken it in­to her head to pray to God to make her for­get him; and as she re­news this pray­er every hour in the day, she is thus in­cess­antly think­ing of him.

			To any­one more formed than Dan­ceny, this little cir­cum­stance would be more fa­vour­able than im­pro­pi­tious; but the youth is such a Ce­ladon, that un­less we as­sist him, it will take him so much time to con­quer the slight­est obstacles, that we shall not have time enough to carry our pro­ject in­to ef­fect.

			You are quite right, it is a pity, and I am as sorry as you that he should be the hero of this ad­ven­ture; but what can be done? What is past is not to be re­called, and it’s all your fault. I de­sired to see his an­swer; it was wretched stuff. He gives her num­ber­less reas­ons to prove that an in­vol­un­tary pas­sion is not crim­in­al; as if it be­came in­vol­un­tary in the mo­ment of de­sir­ing to res­ist it. This idea is so simple, that it even struck the girl her­self. He la­ments his mis­for­tune in a man­ner some­what pathet­ic; but his grief is so cold, and yet bears the ap­pear­ance of be­ing so fixed and sin­cere, I think it im­possible that a wo­man, who has an op­por­tun­ity of driv­ing a man to des­pair with so small a risk, should not grat­i­fy the whim. He in­forms her he is not a monk, as the little one ima­gined; and that is cer­tainly the best part of his let­ter: for, were a wo­man ab­surd enough to be seized with a propensity to mon­ast­ic love, the gen­tle­men who are Knights of Malta would not de­serve the pref­er­ence.

			How­ever, in­stead of throw­ing away time in ar­gu­ments which would have com­mit­ted me, and per­haps without per­sua­sion, I ap­proved the scheme of break­ing off; but told her in such cases it was more gen­teel to de­clare the reas­ons in con­ver­sa­tion, than write them; that it was also usu­al to re­turn the let­ters and oth­er trifles that might have been re­ceived; and thus seem­ing to enter in­to her views, I de­term­ined her to give Dan­ceny a meet­ing. We im­me­di­ately con­cluded the meth­od of bring­ing it about; and I un­der­took to pre­vail upon her moth­er to go on a vis­it without her; and to­mor­row even­ing is the de­cis­ive hour of our meet­ing. Dan­ceny is ap­prised of it. For God’s sake, if you pos­sibly can, pre­vail on this lovely swain to be less lan­guid; and tell him, since he must be told everything, that the true meth­od of over­com­ing scruples, is to leave noth­ing to lose, to those who are sub­ject to scruples: that this ri­dicu­lous scene may not be re­newed, I did not omit rais­ing doubts in her mind, on the dis­cre­tion of con­fess­ors; and I as­sure you she re­pays me the fright she put me in­to, by her present ap­pre­hen­sions, lest her con­fess­or should tell her moth­er all. I hope, after I have had one or two more con­fer­ences with her on this sub­ject, she will not be so ri­dicu­lous to tell her fool­ish non­sense to the first comer.12

			Adieu, Vis­count! Seize on Dan­ceny, give him his les­son; it would be shame­ful we should not do as we pleased with two chil­dren. If we meet more dif­fi­culty than we first ima­gined in this busi­ness, let us re­flect to an­im­ate our zeal; you, that your ob­ject is Ma­dame de Volanges’ daugh­ter; and I, that she is in­ten­ded to be Ger­court’s bride. Adieu!

			
				
					Sept. 2, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					52
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			You for­bid me, Madam, to talk to you of my love: but where shall I find cour­age to obey you? En­tirely en­grossed by a pas­sion, which ought to be of an agree­able nature, and which your ob­dur­acy renders so tor­ment­ing; lan­guish­ing in the ex­ile to which you have con­demned me; ex­ist­ing only in a state of priva­tion and sor­row, a prey to the most cruel re­flec­tions, which in­cess­antly re­call to my mind your in­dif­fer­ence; must I then lose my only re­main­ing con­sol­a­tion? Can I have any oth­er, than some­times to bare to you a heart over­whelmed by you with an­guish and bit­ter­ness? Will you turn aside, not to see the tears you cause to flow? Will you re­fuse even the ac­know­ledg­ment of the sac­ri­fices you re­quire? Would it not then be more con­son­ant to your soft tender dis­pos­i­tion, to pity a wretch you have made miser­able, than to ag­grav­ate his sor­rows by a pro­hib­i­tion equally un­just and rig­or­ous?

			You af­fect to fear the pas­sion of love, and yet you will not see that you alone cause the evils you re­proach to it. Most in­dubit­ably it must be a pain­ful sen­sa­tion when the ob­ject that in­spires it does not par­ti­cip­ate in it: but where is hap­pi­ness to be found, if re­cip­roc­al love does not pro­duce it? A tender friend­ship, a sweet con­fid­ence, that con­fid­ence which is the only un­tinc­tured with re­serve, care softened, pleas­ure aug­men­ted, en­chant­ing hopes, de­li­cious re­flec­tions; where are they to be found but in love? You ca­lum­ni­ate it, who to share all its bless­ings have only to cher­ish it; and I, for­get­ful of the tor­ments it causes, am only anxious to de­fend it. You ob­lige me also to de­fend my­self: for whilst I de­vote my life to ad­ore you, yours is em­ployed in search­ing out new faults in me. Already do you sup­pose me volat­ile and de­ceit­ful; and tak­ing ad­vant­age of a few trivi­al er­rors which I in­genu­ously con­fessed, you are pleased to con­found what I then was, with what I now am. Not sat­is­fied with hav­ing de­livered me up to the tor­ments of liv­ing at a dis­tance from you, you add to it a cruel mock­ery of pleas­ures to which you have made me too sens­ible. You neither cred­it my prom­ises nor oaths. Well! there is one pledge yet left me to of­fer, of which you can have no doubt; I mean your­self. I only beg of you to ask your­self with sin­cer­ity, if you don’t be­lieve I love you sin­cerely? Wheth­er you have the least doubt of your em­pire over my heart? Wheth­er you are not even cer­tain of hav­ing fixed this, as yet, I most own, too in­con­stant heart? I will con­sent to suf­fer for this er­ror. I shall lament, but shall not ap­peal. If, on the oth­er hand, and just to us both, you should be ob­liged to ac­know­ledge, that you now have not, nor ever will have, a rival, do not ob­lige me to com­bat chi­mer­as. Leave me, at least, the con­sol­a­tion to be­lieve, you no longer doubt a sen­ti­ment which nev­er will, nev­er can end but with my life. Per­mit me, Madam, to be­seech you to an­swer pos­it­ively this part of my let­ter.

			Should I even give up that epoch of my life, which, it seems, has hurt me so much in your opin­ion, it is not that I want reas­ons to de­fend it: for, after all, what is my crime? Why, not to be able to res­ist the tor­rent in which I was plunged, launched in­to the world young and in­ex­per­i­enced. Ban­died, as it were, from one to an­oth­er, by a num­ber of wo­men, who all hastened, by their fa­cil­ity, to pre­vent a re­flec­tion that they knew would be un­fa­vour­able to them, was it for me to set the ex­ample of a res­ist­ance that was not op­posed to me? Or should I have pun­ished my­self for a mo­ment­ary er­ror by an use­less con­stancy, which would only have ex­posed me to ri­dicule? And what oth­er meth­od but a speedy rup­ture can jus­ti­fy a shame­ful choice?

			But I can truly say, that this in­tox­ic­a­tion of the senses, or, per­haps, this de­li­ri­um of van­ity, nev­er reached my heart. Born, as it were, for love, in­trigue could only dis­tract it; but was not suf­fi­cient to take pos­ses­sion of it. Sur­roun­ded by se­du­cing, but despic­able ob­jects, none went to my soul. Pleas­ures offered, but I sought vir­tues; and I even thought my­self in­con­stant, be­cause I was del­ic­ate, and had feel­ings.

			When I saw you, I began to be en­lightened. I soon per­ceived that the charms of love were at­tached to the qual­it­ies of the soul; that they alone could pro­duce an ex­cess and jus­ti­fic­a­tion of love. I in­stantly felt, that it would be as im­possible not to love you, as it would be to love any oth­er but you.

			Such, Madam, is the heart which you dread to yield to, and whose fate you are to de­term­ine: but be it as it will, you will nev­er be able to al­ter the sen­ti­ments that at­tached it to you; they are as un­al­ter­able as the vir­tues which gave them birth.

			
				
					Sept. 3, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					53
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I saw Dan­ceny, and only ob­tained a half-con­fid­ence from him; he is ten­a­cious in con­ceal­ing the name of the little Volanges, and spoke of her as of a very dis­creet per­son, and some­thing in­clined to de­vo­tion. As to the rest, he re­lated his ad­ven­ture with tol­er­able pro­pri­ety, es­pe­cially the last event. I heated his ima­gin­a­tion as much as I could, and ri­diculed his scru­pu­lous del­ic­acy; but he is still the same, and I can­not de­pend upon him: I shall be able to tell you more of him after to­mor­row. We go to­mor­row to Ver­sailles, and shall en­deav­our to dive in­to him by the way.

			The in­ter­view that was to take place today gives me some hopes: per­haps everything suc­ceeded to our wishes; and per­haps noth­ing now re­mains but to ex­tract the con­fes­sion, and gath­er the proofs. This busi­ness will be easi­er for you to per­form than me, for the little thing is more open, or, which is the same thing, more silly then her dis­creet lov­er; not­with­stand­ing, I’ll do my best.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! I have a great deal of em­ploy­ment on my hands. I will neither see you this night nor to­mor­row: but if you come to the know­ledge of any­thing, let me have a line at my re­turn. I shall cer­tainly sleep in Par­is.

			
				
					Sept. 3, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					54
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Yes, to be sure, Dan­ceny is a very prop­er per­son to get any­thing out of. If he has said any­thing to you, he is a brag­gart. I do not know such a fool in love mat­ters, and I re­proach my­self more and more for the pains we take for him. Do you know, I had like to be ex­posed on his ac­count, and for no pur­pose whatever? Oh! I shall be re­venged, I as­sure him.

			When I called yes­ter­day on Ma­dame de Volanges, she had altered her mind; she would not go out; she said she was in­dis­posed, and I was forced to make use of all my elo­quence to bring her to a res­ol­u­tion; and the mo­ment was draw­ing near that Dan­ceny would have ar­rived be­fore we set out; which would have been so much the more awk­ward, as Ma­dame de Volanges had told him the even­ing be­fore, she would not be at home: her daugh­ter and I were upon thorns.

			At length we set out; and the little thing squeezed my hand so af­fec­tion­ately, bid­ding me adieu, that in spite of her pro­ject for a rup­ture, which she was ser­i­ously en­gaged in, I pro­gnost­ic­ated won­ders from the even­ing’s amuse­ment.

			But my un­eas­i­ness was not to end thus. We were scarcely half an hour at Ma­dame de ———’s, when Ma­dame de Volanges was really taken ill, and wanted to re­turn home: but I, who was afraid that we should sur­prise the young people, as there was every reas­on to dread, took the res­ol­u­tion to alarm her on the score of her health, which for­tu­nately is not very dif­fi­cult, and de­tained her an hour and a half without con­sent­ing to bring her back, lest the mo­tion of the car­riage should be pre­ju­di­cial to her. At length we re­turned at the hour agreed on. By the bash­ful look I ob­served at our ar­rival, I own I thought that, at least, our la­bour was not lost.

			The strong in­clin­a­tion that I had to be sat­is­fied, made me re­main with Ma­dame de Volanges, who im­me­di­ately went to bed; and after hav­ing supped by her bed­side, we came away soon, in or­der to leave her to her re­pose, and went in­to her daugh­ter’s apart­ment. She, on her part, did everything I ex­pec­ted from her; scruples fled, new oaths of con­stancy, etc. etc. but that block­head Dan­ceny did not ad­vance a step farther than he was be­fore. One can quar­rel with him safely, for the re­con­cili­ation would not be dif­fi­cult; the little thing, how­ever, says, that he wanted farther ad­vant­ages, but she knew how to de­fend her­self: I would ven­ture, how­ever, to lay a wager, that she brags, or, at least, ex­cuses him, and I am even al­most cer­tain of it. I took it in­to my head, to know what de­fence she was cap­able of mak­ing; and from ques­tion to ques­tion, I warmed her ima­gin­a­tion to such a de­gree—in short, you may be­lieve me, there nev­er was a per­son more sus­cept­ible of a sens­it­ive sur­prise than she is. This little dear creature is truly ami­able; she de­serves a bet­ter lov­er; she, at least, shall have a good friend, for I am most sin­cerely at­tached to her. I have prom­ised to mod­el her, and I be­lieve I’ll keep my word. I have of­ten per­ceived the want of a fe­male con­fid­ent, and I would rather have her than any oth­er; but I can’t make any­thing of her, un­til she is—what she must be; that is one more reas­on for be­ing angry with Dan­ceny.

			Farewell, Vis­count; do not come to my house to­mor­row, un­less it be in the morn­ing. I have ac­qui­esced to the press­ing in­vit­a­tions of the Che­va­lier for a night at the villa.

			
				
					Sept. 4, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					55
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			You were in the right, my dear Sophy; thy proph­es­ies are more suc­cess­ful than thy ad­vice. Dan­ceny, as you pre­dicted, has been stronger than my con­fess­or, than you, or even my­self; we are just as we were be­fore. I am not sorry for it; and if thou art, and that you scorn me, it is be­cause you are a stranger to the pleas­ure I have in lov­ing Dan­ceny. It is easy to lay down rules how we should act; but if you had ever ex­per­i­enced the dis­tress we feel for those we love, how we par­ti­cip­ate in his joys, how dif­fi­cult it is to say no, when we wish to say yes, you would no longer be as­ton­ished: I who have already sens­ibly felt it, can­not as yet con­ceive it. Now, can you be­lieve that I can see Dan­ceny cry, without cry­ing my­self? That, I as­sure you, is im­possible; and when he is pleased, I am happy; it is in vain to talk about it; what is, must be, and I am sure it is so.

			I wish you were in my room;—but that is not what I mean to say; for cer­tainly I would not give place to any­one: but I wish you were in love with some­body; it is not only that you should un­der­stand me bet­ter, but that you should have less reas­on to find fault; but also that you should be hap­pi­er, or, rather, that you should be­gin to taste of hap­pi­ness.

			Our amuse­ments, our trifles, and all that, is folly; but in love, a word, a look only, is the sum­mit of hap­pi­ness. When I see Dan­ceny, I wish for noth­ing more: when he is from me, I wish for noth­ing but him. I can­not ac­count for it: but I ima­gine that everything that pleases me, bears a re­semb­lance to him. When he is ab­sent from me, I dream of him; and when I can think of him without be­ing dis­turbed, that is, when I am alone, I am happy. When I close my eyes, I think I see him; I re­call his con­ver­sa­tion, and I think I hear him speak; then I sigh—I feel my­self agit­ated in a strange man­ner—it is a kind of sen­sa­tion; I don’t know what to call it; but it is in­ex­press­ibly de­light­ful.

			I am apt to think, that when one is in love, it dif­fuses it­self to our friend­ship: that I have for thee, has nev­er altered; it is al­ways the same as it was at the con­vent; but that I ex­per­i­ence with Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, is more like the af­fec­tion I have for Dan­ceny than that I have for thee; and I some­times wish she was a man; that is, per­haps, be­cause it is not a child­ish friend­ship like ours; or else, that I see them so of­ten to­geth­er. But this I am sure of, between them both they make me very happy. After all, I don’t think there is any great harm in what I do. I wish I was to re­main as I am; for there is noth­ing gives me un­eas­i­ness but the thoughts of my mar­riage. And if Mr. de Ger­court is so dis­agree­able as he is de­scribed to me, which I have no doubt of, I don’t know what will be­come of me. Adieu, my dear Sophy; I love thee most af­fec­tion­ately.

			
				
					Sept. 4, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					56
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			What pur­pose would it an­swer, Sir, to give a reply to your re­quest? For to agree with your opin­ions would be a stronger motive to be­ware of them; and without either at­tack­ing or de­fend­ing their sin­cer­ity, it is enough for me, and ought to be so for you also, to know, that I neither ought or will an­swer them.

			Let us sup­pose for a mo­ment, that you may have a sin­cere af­fec­tion for me, (and it is only that we may have done with this sub­ject, that I ad­mit this sup­pos­i­tion), would the obstacles that sep­ar­ate us be the less in­sur­mount­able; and ought not my wishes to be still the same, that you should over­come this pas­sion, and every ef­fort of mine em­ployed to as­sist you, by hasten­ing to de­prive you of all man­ner of hope? You agree that this idea must hurt, when the ob­ject that in­spires it does not share it. You are suf­fi­ciently con­vinced that it is im­possible for me to share it; and if even I ex­per­i­enced such a mis­for­tune, I should be the more to be pit­ied, without adding in the least to your hap­pi­ness. I hope I have such a share in your es­teem, that you will not call what I now say in ques­tion. Cease, then, I con­jure you, cease to dis­turb a heart to which tran­quil­lity is so ne­ces­sary; do not ob­lige me to re­gret my ac­quaint­ance with you.

			Be­loved and es­teemed by a hus­band, who I love and re­spect, my duty and pleas­ure are united in the same ob­ject; I am happy; I ought to be so. If there are more lively pleas­ures ex­ist­ing, I wish them not; I will not be ac­quain­ted with them. Can any be so pleas­ing as to be at peace with one­self, to en­joy days of serenity, to sleep without dis­turb­ance, and to awake without re­morse? What you call hap­pi­ness, is the tu­mult of the senses, the storm of pas­sions, the as­pect of which is dread­ful, even view­ing it from the shore; and who then would en­counter such storms? Who would dare em­bark upon a sea spread with thou­sands and thou­sands of wrecks, and with whom? No, Sir, I will re­main upon land; I cher­ish the links with which I am at­tached; I would not break them if I could; and if even I was not bound, I would speedily wear them.

			Why do you pur­sue my steps? Why do you ob­stin­ately fol­low me? Your let­ters, which were to be but sel­dom, suc­ceed each oth­er with rapid­ity; they were to be dis­creet, and you en­ter­tain me with noth­ing but your mad pas­sion. You sur­round me with your ideas, more than you did with your per­son; put away un­der one form, you again ap­pear un­der an­oth­er. The things I de­sire you to be si­lent upon, you say over again in an­oth­er man­ner. You take a pleas­ure in per­plex­ing me, by cap­tious reas­ons, and you evade mine. I will not reply to you any more:—how you treat the wo­men you have se­duced! how con­tempt­ibly do you speak of them! I will read­ily be­lieve some of them de­serve it; but are they all then so con­tempt­ible? Ah, doubt­less they are, since they have re­lin­quished vir­tue, to give them­selves up to a crim­in­al pas­sion; in that mo­ment they lost all, even the es­teem of him to whom they sac­ri­ficed everything! This pun­ish­ment is just; but the idea alone is enough to make one shud­der; but what is all this to me? Why should I trouble my­self about you or them; what right have you to dis­turb my peace? Leave me. See me no more; write me no more, I be­seech you; I even re­quire it. This let­ter shall be the last you will ever re­ceive from me.

			
				
					Sept. 5, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					57
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I re­ceived your let­ter yes­ter­day at my re­turn. Your an­ger is en­chant­ing. You could not have felt Dan­ceny’s er­rors in a more lively man­ner, if they had even af­fected your­self. It is un­doubtedly for the sake of re­venge, that you ac­cus­tom his mis­tress to com­mit little in­fi­del­it­ies: you are a mis­chiev­ous creature. How de­light­ful you are! and I am not as­ton­ished that one can res­ist you less than Dan­ceny. At length I have gained the con­fid­ence of this hero of ro­mance. He has no longer any secrets with me. I much ex­tolled the su­preme hap­pi­ness at­tend­ant on an hon­our­able pas­sion; proved that one such pas­sion was in­fin­itely su­per­i­or to ten in­trigues; and that even I am but a tim­id lov­er. He was so pleased with this way of think­ing, it be­ing so con­form­able to his own, and en­chanted with my cand­our, that he poured out his whole soul, and vowed an ever­last­ing friend­ship without re­serve; how­ever, our pro­ject is not more ad­vanced.

			At first he seemed of opin­ion, that a young lady should be treated more cau­tiously than a wo­man, as hav­ing more to lose. He is par­tic­u­larly per­suaded, that a man is un­jus­ti­fi­able, who re­duces a girl to the ne­ces­sity of mar­ry­ing him, or liv­ing dis­hon­oured, when the girl is in much more af­flu­ent cir­cum­stances than the man, as is his present case. The moth­er’s con­fid­ences, the daugh­ter’s cand­our; everything in­tim­id­ates and re­strains him. The dif­fi­culty lies not in over­rul­ing his ar­gu­ments, how­ever just. With the as­sist­ance of his pas­sion, and a little ad­dress, they might soon be over­turned, be­ing so open to ri­dicule, and so op­pos­ite to fash­ion. But the obstacle to this hav­ing the ef­fect upon him is, that he thinks him­self happy as he is. First amours ap­pear, in gen­er­al, more hon­our­able, or, as it is called, more chaste, be­cause they are slower, and not, as is ima­gined, from del­ic­acy or timid­ity: in those, the heart, as­ton­ished by an in­sens­ible in­stinct, stops, as it were, to en­joy the de­light it feels; and this power­ful de­light takes such strong pos­ses­sion of a young mind, as ab­sorbs it, and renders it cal­lous to every oth­er kind of en­joy­ment. This ax­iom is so true, that a lib­ertine when in love, if such a be­ing ex­ists, be­comes from that mo­ment less anxious of en­joy­ment; and to sum up all, between the be­ha­viour of Dan­ceny and the little Volanges, and mine with the prude, Ma­dame de Tourvel, the dif­fer­ence is only in de­gree. A few well-timed obstacles thrown in the young man’s way, might have been ser­vice­able; for obstacles, ac­com­pan­ied with mys­tery, have a won­der­ful ef­fect in in­spir­ing bold­ness. I am ap­pre­hens­ive you have hurt our scheme by be­ing too use­ful to him; your con­duct would have been ex­cel­lent with an ex­per­i­enced man, who had no view bey­ond de­sire: but you might have fore­seen, that a youth of hon­our­able dis­pos­i­tions, and im­mersed in love, the greatest value of fa­vours, is to be proof against love; and con­sequently, the more cer­tain he might be of be­ing be­loved, the less en­ter­pris­ing he would be. What is to do now, I know not; but I am of opin­ion, the girl can­not be caught be­fore mar­riage, and that our la­bour will be lost. I am very sorry for it, but there is no rem­edy.

			Whilst I am writ­ing a dis­ser­ta­tion on this busi­ness, you are bet­ter em­ployed with your Che­va­lier. That re­calls to my memory your prom­ise to com­mit an in­fi­del­ity in my fa­vour; I have it in writ­ing, and I don’t in­tend it should be waste pa­per. I will al­low, the time of pay­ment is not ex­pired: it would be a gen­er­ous act in you not to wait the day fixed for dis­char­ging it; on my part, I would ac­know­ledge my­self your debt­or for the in­terest. What say you, my lovely friend; are not you tired of your con­stancy? This Che­va­lier is a won­der­ful fel­low, it seems. But I am de­term­ined to com­pel you to ac­know­ledge, that if you found any mer­it in him, it arose from your hav­ing for­got me.

			Adieu, my dear friend! I em­brace you as ar­dently as I de­sire to pos­sess you. I defy all the Che­va­lier’s em­braces to at­tain to an equal de­gree of ar­dour.

			
				
					Sept. 5, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					58
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			How is it I de­served the re­proaches you make me, and the in­dig­na­tion you ex­press against me? The most vi­ol­ent, and yet the most re­spect­ful at­tach­ment, the most ab­so­lute sub­mis­sion to your will, is, in a few words, the his­tory of my con­duct and sen­ti­ments to­wards you. Sink­ing un­der the weight of an un­happy pas­sion, the only con­sol­a­tion left was to see you; you ordered me to de­part, and I obeyed without mur­mur­ing. For this sac­ri­fice you per­mit­ted me to write to you, and now I am to be de­prived of this only sat­is­fac­tion. But shall I then have it torn from me without a struggle? No, cer­tainly; it is too dear: it is the only one that re­mains, and I hold it from you.

			You say my let­ters are too fre­quent. I beg you will re­flect, that for these ten days that I have been ex­iled from you, a single mo­ment has not passed that was not taken up in think­ing of you, and yet I have wrote you but two let­ters. I en­ter­tain you with noth­ing but my mad pas­sion. Ah! what can I say but what I think? All I could do, was to soften the ex­pres­sion; and I hope you will be­lieve me when I as­sure you, I have only let you see what I could not hide. At length you threaten to an­swer me no more. And thus the man who prefers you to everything, and whose re­spect is still great­er than his love, you are not con­tent to treat with the ut­most sever­ity, but add to it con­tempt. But why all those threats and this wrath? What oc­ca­sion for them, when you are cer­tain to be obeyed, even in your un­just or­ders? Is it then pos­sible for me to con­tra­dict your wishes; and have I not already proved it? But will you ab­use your power over me? After hav­ing made me miser­able, after all your in­justice, will it be an easy mat­ter for you to en­joy that tran­quil­lity that you say is so ne­ces­sary to you? Will you nev­er tell your­self—he made me ar­bit­ress of his fate, and I made him miser­able; he im­plored my aid, and I did not even give him a com­pas­sion­ate glance—Do you know how far des­pair may drive me? No.

			To sooth my cares, you should know the ex­tent of my pas­sion, and you do not know my heart.

			But to what am I made a sac­ri­fice? To chi­mer­ic­al fears. Who in­spired them? The man who ad­ores you; a man over whom you will ever have an ab­so­lute sway. What do you dread, what can you dread, from a sen­ti­ment that you will al­ways have the power to dir­ect at your pleas­ure? Your ima­gin­a­tion cre­ates mon­sters, and the fears they raise you at­trib­ute to love. With a little con­fid­ence those fears will van­ish.

			A learned writer has said, that in or­der to dis­pel one’s fears, it would be al­most al­ways suf­fi­cient to search the cause.13 It is to love, above all oth­ers, that this truth is ap­plic­able. Love and your ap­pre­hen­sions will sub­side. In the room of ter­ri­fy­ing ob­jects, you will find a tender sub­missive lov­er, and a de­li­cious sen­ti­ment; your days will be marked with bliss; and the only re­gret you will have, will be to have lost so much time in in­dif­fer­ence. My­self even, since I have aban­doned my er­rors, ex­ist no longer but for love. I re­gret the time spent in pleas­ure; and I feel it is from you alone my hap­pi­ness must pro­ceed. But let me en­treat you, that the pleas­ure I have in writ­ing to you may not be in­ter­rup­ted by the dread of of­fend­ing. I will not dis­obey you; but lay my­self at your feet, and there re­claim the hap­pi­ness you want to de­prive me of; the only one that is left me. I call on you; hear my pray­ers, and be­hold my tears. Ah, Madam! will you re­fuse me?

			
				
					Sept. 7, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					59
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Pray in­form me, if you can, what is all this non­sense of Dan­ceny. What has happened, and what has he lost? His fair one, per­haps, is angry at his con­stant re­spect; and really one would be vexed at a smal­ler mat­ter. What shall I say to him to­night at the ren­dez­vous he re­ques­ted, and which I have giv­en him at all events. I shall most cer­tainly lose my time to at­tend his dole­ful ditty, if it does not lead us to some­thing. Pas­sion­ate com­plaints are sup­port­able only in a re­cit­at­ive ob­ligato, or in grand airs. Give me your dir­ec­tions then about this busi­ness, and what I am to do; oth­er­wise I shall desert, to avoid the dull­ness I fore­see. Could I have a little chat with you this morn­ing? If you are busy, at least give me a line, and the catch­word for the part I am to act.

			Where was you yes­ter­day? I can nev­er now have the pleas­ure of see­ing you. At this rate, it was not worth while to keep me in Par­is in the month of Septem­ber. Take some res­ol­u­tion, how­ever; for I have just re­ceived a most press­ing in­vit­a­tion from the Count­ess de B——, to go see her in the coun­try; and she writes very hu­mor­ously, “that her hus­band has the finest wood in the world, which he pre­serves care­fully for the amuse­ment of his friends;” and you know I have some kind of right to that wood. I will go see it again, if you have no em­ploy­ment for me. Adieu! Re­mem­ber Dan­ceny is to be with me at four o’clock.

			
				
					Sept. 8, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						60
					

					Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Vis­count de Val­mont

				
				(En­closed in the pre­ced­ing.)

			
			Ah, Sir! I am in a state of des­per­a­tion; all is lost. I dare not con­fide to pa­per the cause of my troubles; but want to pour them forth in the bos­om of some faith­ful friend. At what hour can I see you, to seek con­sol­a­tion and ad­vice from you? I was so happy the day I opened my mind to you; now, what an al­ter­a­tion! everything is ad­verse to me. What I suf­fer upon my own ac­count is the least part of my tor­ments; my un­eas­i­ness for a much dear­er ob­ject is what I can­not sup­port. You, who are hap­pi­er than me, can see her; and I ex­pect from your friend­ship that you will not re­fuse me: but I must speak to you, and give you your in­struc­tions. I know you will pity and as­sist me. In you my hopes are centered. You are sens­ible; you know what love is, and you are the only one in whom I can con­fide: do not re­fuse me your as­sist­ance.

			Adieu, Sir! the only re­lief I ex­per­i­ence in my sor­row, is to think I have still such a friend as you left. Pray in­form me, at what hour I can find you at home; if it is not this morn­ing, I beg it may be early in the af­ter­noon.

			
				
					Sept. 8, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					61
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

			
			My dear Sophy, pity thy poor Cecil­ia; she is very un­happy. Mamma knows all. I can­not con­ceive how she had any sus­pi­cion; and yet she has dis­covered everything. Last night mamma ap­peared to be a little out of tem­per; but I did not take any no­tice of it; and whilst she was at cards, I chat­ted very agree­ably with Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, who supped with us. We had a great deal of talk about Dan­ceny; and yet I be­lieve we were not over­heard. She went away, and I re­tired to my apart­ment.

			I was un­dress­ing when mamma came in, and ordered my wait­ing maid to re­tire; she de­man­ded the key of my es­crutoire. The tone in which she made this re­quis­i­tion threw me all in a flut­ter, so that I could scarcely sup­port my­self; I made be­lieve I could not find it: but at length I was ob­liged to obey. The first draw­er she opened was the very one where all Che­va­lier Dan­ceny’s let­ters were. I was so per­plexed, that when she asked me what they were, I could give her no oth­er an­swer, but that it was noth­ing at all; but when I saw she began to read the first that offered, I had scarce time to fall in­to a chair, when I fain­ted. As soon as I re­covered, my moth­er, who had called in the wait­ing maid, re­tired, de­sir­ing me to go to bed. She car­ried off all Dan­ceny’s let­ters. I shud­der every time I think that I must ap­pear be­fore her again. I have done noth­ing but cry all night.

			It is but just day­light, and I write to you, in hopes that Josephine will come. If I can speak to her alone, I shall beg of her to leave a note, that I shall write, with Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; and if I can­not, I will put it in your let­ter, and you will be so good as to send it, as from your­self. It is from her alone that I can re­ceive any con­sol­a­tion. We will, at least, speak of him, for I nev­er hope to see him more. I am very un­happy. She per­haps will be kind enough to de­liv­er a let­ter to Dan­ceny. I dare not con­fide in Josephine, and still less in my wait­ing maid; for it is, per­haps, she that told my moth­er that I had let­ters in my desk.

			I will not write to you any more now, be­cause I must have time to write to Ma­dame de Mer­teuil and Dan­ceny, and to have all my let­ters ready, if she will take charge of them; after that, I will go to bed again, that they may find me in bed when they come in­to my room. I will say I am ill, to pre­vent my be­ing called to mamma. I shall not tell a great lie; for I surely suf­fer as much as if I had a fever. My eyes are in­flamed with cry­ing; and I have a weight at my stom­ach, which pre­vents me from breath­ing. When I think I nev­er shall see Dan­ceny more, I wish I was dead. Farewell, my dear Sophy. I can’t write any more; my tears suf­foc­ate me.

			
				
					Sept. 7, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					62
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			You will cer­tainly not be sur­prised, Sir, after hav­ing so grossly ab­used the con­fid­ence of a moth­er, and the in­no­cence of a child, to be no longer ad­mit­ted in­to a house where you have re­paid the sin­cerest friend­ship with the black­est in­grat­it­ude. I prefer de­sir­ing you nev­er more to ap­pear here, rather than giv­ing or­ders to my ser­vants to re­fuse you ad­mit­tance, which would af­fect us all, by the re­marks that would in­fal­libly be made. I have a right to ex­pect you will not put me un­der the ne­ces­sity of tak­ing this step. I must also ac­quaint you, that if you should here­after make the least at­tempt to keep up a cor­res­pond­ence with my daugh­ter, a severe and ever­last­ing con­fine­ment shall with­draw her from your so­li­cit­a­tions. I leave it then to your­self, Sir, to de­term­ine wheth­er you will be the cause of her misery, as you have at­temp­ted to be that of her dis­hon­our. As to my­self, my res­ol­u­tion is fixed, and she’s in­formed of it.

			I send you, en­closed, all your let­ters; and I ex­pect you will send me back those of my daugh­ter; and that you will con­cur in leav­ing no mark of an event, the re­mem­brance of which fills me with in­dig­na­tion; her with shame, as it should you with re­morse.

			
				I have the hon­our, etc.

				
					Sept. 7, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					63
				

				Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Yes, cer­tainly, I can ex­plain Dan­ceny’s let­ter to you. The in­cid­ent that gave birth to it is my work, and I think it a mas­ter­piece. I lost no time since I re­ceived your last let­ter; and, in the words of the Atheni­an ar­chi­tect, “What he has said, I will per­form.”

			There must be obstacles then for our hero of ro­mance; and his hap­pi­ness lulls him. Oh! leave that to me, I will cut out work for him; and I am much mis­taken if he sleeps so quietly here­after. It was ne­ces­sary to make him sens­ible of his folly; and I flat­ter my­self that he now re­grets the op­por­tun­ity he has let slip. You say also, that is ne­ces­sary there should be a little mys­tery in the busi­ness: well, take my word for it, that shall not be want­ing. I have this good qual­ity, that if I am but told my faults, I am not at rest till I amend them. Now to in­form you what I have done—at my re­turn the day be­fore yes­ter­day, in the morn­ing I re­ceived your let­ter, which is truly ad­mir­able. Be­ing fully sat­is­fied that you had very well poin­ted out the cause of the dis­order, I set about find­ing the meth­od of cure. But first I lay down; for the in­defatig­able Che­va­lier did not suf­fer me to take the least re­pose; and I thought I should sleep: but no; totally taken up with the thoughts of rous­ing Dan­ceny from his leth­argy, or pun­ish­ing him for it, I could not close my eyes; and it was not un­til after I had well di­ges­ted my plan, I got two hours re­pose.

			I went that same even­ing to see Ma­dame de Volanges; and told her, in pur­su­ance of my scheme, in a very con­fid­en­tial man­ner, I was very cer­tain there sub­sisted between her daugh­ter and Dan­ceny a dan­ger­ous con­nec­tion. This wo­man, so pen­et­rat­ing in your busi­ness, was blinded to such a de­gree, that at first she replied, I cer­tainly was mis­taken; her daugh­ter was but a child, etc. etc. I could not ven­ture to tell her all I knew: but quoted looks, words, which much alarmed my friend­ship and vir­tue. I spoke al­most as well as a de­votee: to give the fin­ish­ing blow to my in­tel­li­gence, I told her I thought I saw a let­ter giv­en and re­ceived. That I also re­col­lec­ted she one day opened a draw­er in her bur­eau, in which I ob­served sev­er­al pa­pers, which she doubt­less care­fully pre­serves. “Do you know any­one she cor­res­ponds with fre­quently?” At that ques­tion Ma­dame de Volanges’ coun­ten­ance changed, and I ob­served some tears drop from her. “I thank you, my worthy friend,” said she, squeez­ing my hand; “I shall in­quire in­to it.”

			After this con­ver­sa­tion, which was too short to cause any sus­pi­cion, I joined com­pany with the little thing. I left her soon after, to beg of the moth­er not to dis­cov­er to her daugh­ter what I had told; which she prom­ised me the more read­ily, as I ob­served what a happy thing it was that this child had placed such a con­fid­ence in me as to open her heart, which gave me an op­por­tun­ity of as­sist­ing her with my good ad­vice. I am the more sat­is­fied that she will keep her prom­ise, as no doubt she will plume her­self on her pen­et­ra­tion with her daugh­ter. Thus I am au­thor­ised to keep up the ton of friend­ship with the little one, without giv­ing um­brage to Ma­dame de Volanges, which must be avoided. I shall moreover by this means have op­por­tun­it­ies of con­vers­ing as long and as secretly as I please with the daugh­ter, without alarm­ing the moth­er.

			This I put in prac­tice that same even­ing; for after my party at cards was ended, I took the young one in­to a corner, and began upon the sub­ject of Dan­ceny, which nev­er fa­tigues her; and di­ver­ted my­self in heat­ing her ima­gin­a­tion with the pleas­ure she would have in see­ing him the next day: there is no sort of ex­tra­vag­ance but what she came in­to; it was ne­ces­sary to pay her in hope, what I took from her in real­ity; moreover, this will make the blow the more sens­ible; and am con­fid­ent that the more she suf­fers, the more ready she will be to make her­self amends at the first op­por­tun­ity. We ought to ac­cus­tom those we in­tend for great ad­ven­tures, to great events.

			After all, she may af­ford a few tears, for the pleas­ure of hav­ing her Dan­ceny. She is dis­trac­ted about him! Well, she shall have him; and per­haps the soon­er for this little storm. It is a trouble­some dream which will be most de­li­cious at wak­ing; and, take everything to­geth­er, I think she ought to be grate­ful. But to the point: I re­tired very well sat­is­fied with my­self. Either Dan­ceny, said I, an­im­ated by obstacles, will re­double his af­fec­tion, and then I will serve him to the ut­most; or, if he is the booby I am some­times in­clined to think him, he will be des­per­ate, and think him­self un­done: even then, I shall be re­venged of him as much as in my power; I shall have in­creased the moth­er’s es­teem for me, the daugh­ter’s friend­ship, and the con­fid­ence of both. As to Ger­court, who is the first ob­ject of my care, I shall be very un­for­tu­nate, or very awk­ward in­deed, if, hav­ing such an as­cend­ant over his wife’s mind as I already have, and shall still have more, I did not find means of mak­ing him what I wish. I laid down with those pleas­ing ideas, slept very well, and did not awake till it was late.

			In the morn­ing I found two let­ters, one from the moth­er, and the oth­er from the daugh­ter; and could not help laugh­ing to find in both lit­er­ally this phrase—“It is from you alone I ex­pect any con­sol­a­tion.” And in­deed it is pleas­ant enough to con­sole for and against, and to be the sole agent of two in­terests so dir­ectly op­pos­ite. Thus I am like the Di­vin­ity, re­ceiv­ing the op­pos­ite vows of blind mor­tals, without al­ter­ing my im­mut­able de­crees. How­ever, I have quit­ted this grand roll, to take on me that of the con­sol­ing an­gel; and I went, ac­cord­ing to the pre­cept, to vis­it my two friends in their af­flic­tion.

			I began with the moth­er, who I found in a very mel­an­choly situ­ation, which partly re­venges you, for the obstacles you have ex­per­i­enced from your charm­ing prude. Everything suc­ceeded won­der­fully; my only un­eas­i­ness was, lest Ma­dame de Volanges should seize this op­por­tun­ity of gain­ing her daugh­ter’s con­fid­ence, which would have been a very easy mat­ter, if she had used mild and friendly ad­mon­i­tions; and giv­ing to the ad­vice of reas­on the tone and air of in­dul­gent ten­der­ness. For­tu­nately she armed her­self with sever­ity; and be­haved so badly, that noth­ing was left for me but to ap­plaud. It is true she had like to have over­thrown my plan en­tirely, by the res­ol­u­tion she had taken to shut up her daugh­ter in the con­vent; but I war­ded the blow, and pre­vailed on her only to threaten it, in case Dan­ceny should con­tin­ue his pur­suit, in or­der to ob­lige them both to a cir­cum­spec­tion which I think so ne­ces­sary for my suc­cess.

			From thence I went to the daugh­ter: you can­not con­ceive how much grief em­bel­lished her: if I can only in­fuse a little coquetry in­to her, I will en­gage she will cry of­ten: but now she wept sin­cerely.—Struck with this new charm, which I knew not be­fore, and which I was very glad to ob­serve, at first I gave her a few awk­ward con­sol­a­tions, which rather aug­ment than re­lieve dis­tress; and by this means led her to al­most a state of suf­foc­a­tion. She cried no longer, and I really began to fear she would fall in­to con­vul­sions. I ad­vised her to go to bed, which she agreed to, and was her wait­ing maid: she had not dressed her head, her hair all loose upon her shoulders; her neck quite bare; I em­braced her, she fell back in my arms, and her tears flowed again. Ye gods, how lovely she was! If the Mag­dalen was thus, she was much more dan­ger­ous as a pen­it­ent, than as a sin­ner.

			When the lovely girl was in bed, I began really to com­fort her in good earn­est. I dis­pelled her fears of the con­vent, and raised her hopes of see­ing Dan­ceny privately; and sit­ting by the bed­side, “If he was here now!” said I.—En­lar­ging on the sub­ject, I led her from thought to fancy, so that she soon for­got her af­flic­tion. We should have par­ted per­fectly sat­is­fied with each oth­er, had she not wanted to pre­vail on me to de­liv­er a let­ter to Dan­ceny, which I ab­so­lutely re­fused. I dare say my reas­ons will meet your ap­prob­a­tion.

			First, it would be run­ning a risk with Dan­ceny; but had that been the only reas­on I could have al­leged with the girl, there are a great many oth­ers I must im­part to you. Would it not be risk­ing the fruits of all my la­bours, to give our young people so easy a meth­od, and so speedily of put­ting a peri­od to their dis­tress? Moreover, I should not be sorry to ob­lige them em­ploy a do­mest­ic in this ad­ven­ture; for if it has a happy is­sue, as I hope it will, she must feel her con­sequence im­me­di­ately after mar­riage; and I know no means so cer­tain of spread­ing her fame; or if they did not speak, which would be mi­ra­cu­lous in­deed, we could speak for them, and it would be more con­veni­ent the in­dis­cre­tion should lay with them.

			You must then in­fuse this idea in­to Dan­ceny today; as I can­not de­pend on the little Volanges’ wait­ing maid, whom she seems dif­fid­ent of, you may point out my faith­ful Vic­toire. I shall take care to en­sure suc­cess: this idea pleases me much, as the secret will be use­ful to us, and not to them; for I am not yet at the end of my story.

			Whilst I ex­cused my­self from tak­ing her let­ter, I every mo­ment dreaded she would have men­tioned the penny-post, which I scarcely could have re­fused. For­tu­nately, through ig­nor­ance or dis­tress, or that she was more anxious for the an­swer than the let­ter, which she could not have had by the same means, she nev­er men­tioned it; but to be guarded against this idea, if it should hap­pen, or at least she should not have an idea of mak­ing use of it, I re­turned to her moth­er, and in­duced her to take her daugh­ter to the coun­try for a short time;—and where do you think? Does not your heart leap for joy? Why, to your old aunt’s, Ma­dame de Rose­monde. She is to ac­quaint her of it this day: thus you are au­thor­ised to go to your be­loved de­votee, who can no longer ob­ject to the scan­dal of a tête-à-tête; and thanks to my in­dustry, Ma­dame de Volanges shall her­self re­pair all the mis­chief she has done you.

			But hark ye, I must in­sist you are not to be so taken up with your own af­fairs as to neg­lect this; re­mem­ber how much I am in­ter­ested in it. I wish you to be not only the cor­res­pond­ent, but the con­fid­ant, of the two young ones; ac­quaint Dan­ceny, then, of this jour­ney, and make him a tender of your ser­vices. Re­move every dif­fi­culty, but that of de­liv­er­ing your cre­den­tials to his fair one; and re­move that obstacle, in­stantly, in point­ing out the me­di­um of my cham­ber­maid. Doubt­less he will em­brace it, and for your re­ward you will be the con­fid­ant of a young heart, which is ever of con­sequence. The poor little thing, how she will blush when she gives you her first let­ter! I can­not help think­ing the char­ac­ter of a con­fid­ant, against which so many pre­ju­dices are formed, ap­pears to be a tol­er­able re­lax­a­tion, when one has oth­er em­ploy­ment upon their hands, which is your case.

			The de­noue­ment of this in­trigue de­pends en­tirely upon you. You must watch the mo­ment when you are to re­unite your act­ors. The coun­try of­fers a thou­sand op­por­tun­it­ies, and Dan­ceny will be ready to fly at your first sig­nal; a night, a dis­guise, a win­dow;—but if the little thing comes back as she goes, it is your fault; if you think she should want any as­sist­ance from me, let me know. I think I have giv­en her a tol­er­able les­son on the danger of keep­ing let­ters, so I may now ven­ture to write to her; and I am still de­term­ined to make her my pu­pil.

			I be­lieve I for­got to tell you her sus­pi­cions, in re­gard to her cor­res­pond­ent, at first fell upon the wait­ing maid; but I turned them off to the con­fess­or; that is killing two birds with one stone.

			Adieu, Vis­count! This let­ter has taken me a long time, and my din­ner has been put back; but friend­ship and self-love dic­tated it.

			You will re­ceive it at three, that will be time enough.

			Com­plain of me now if you dare; and go, if you are in­clined, to the Comte de B——’s wood: you say he keeps it for the amuse­ment of his friends; that man is the friend of the world; but adieu! I am hungry.

			
				
					Sept. 9, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						64
					

					The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Ma­dame de Volanges

				
				(An­nexed to the 66th Let­ter, from the Vis­count to the Mar­chion­ess.)

			
			Without seek­ing, Madam, to jus­ti­fy my con­duct, and without the least cause of com­plaint of yours, I can only lament the un­hap­pi­ness of three per­sons all worthy of a bet­ter fate. I beg leave to as­sure you, my chag­rin, on this oc­ca­sion, pro­ceeds more from be­ing the cause than the vic­tim. Since yes­ter­day, I have of­ten en­deav­oured to do my­self the hon­our of an­swer­ing your let­ter, without be­ing able to per­form my res­ol­u­tion; yet I have so many things to say, that I must over­come every oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion; and if this let­ter is in­co­her­ent, you may very well ima­gine that I stand in great need of your in­dul­gence in my present pain­ful situ­ation.

			Per­mit me, there­fore, Madam, to de­mur against the first po­s­i­tion of your let­ter. I ven­ture to as­sure you, I have neither ab­used your con­fid­ence, nor Ma­demois­elle de Volanges’ in­no­cence: I have paid a prop­er re­spect to one and the oth­er, they alone de­pend on me; and were you to make me re­spons­ible for an in­vol­un­tary sen­ti­ment, I shall not be afraid to de­clare, that the one Ma­demois­elle your daugh­ter in­spired me with, may per­haps dis­please, but ought by no means to of­fend you. This motive, which I feel more than I can ex­press, I leave you and my let­ters to de­term­ine on.

			You for­bid me to come to your house in fu­ture, and I most cer­tainly will sub­mit to your pleas­ure on this oc­ca­sion; but give me leave to re­mon­strate, that such an ab­rupt ab­sence will give as much cause to re­marks you wish to avoid, as the or­ders you have de­clined giv­ing, for the same reas­on, would cre­ate; and I think this con­sid­er­a­tion more im­port­ant on Ma­demois­elle de Volanges’ ac­count than my own. I there­fore be­seech you to weigh at­tent­ively those things, and not suf­fer your sever­ity to get the bet­ter of your prudence. I am con­fid­ent that the in­terest of your daugh­ter alone will gov­ern your res­ol­u­tions; I shall there­fore wait your farther com­mands.

			Yet, if you should think prop­er to per­mit me to wait upon you some­times, I en­gage my­self, Madam, (and you may de­pend upon my prom­ise), I shall not at­tempt to ab­use your con­des­cen­sion, by pre­sum­ing to speak in private to Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, or con­vey any let­ter to her. The dread of do­ing any­thing that might af­fect her repu­ta­tion, in­flu­ences me to this sac­ri­fice; and the hap­pi­ness of some time see­ing her would be a suf­fi­cient re­com­pence.

			This part of my let­ter is the only an­swer I can make to the fate you in­tend for Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, and which you mean to be de­pend­ent on my con­duct. It would be de­ceiv­ing you to prom­ise more. A vile se­du­cer may make his pro­jects sub­ser­vi­ent to cir­cum­stances, and cal­cu­late them to events; but the pas­sion with which I am in­spired ad­mits of only two sen­ti­ments, cour­age and con­stancy.

			What me, Madam! me con­sent to be for­got­ten by Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, and I to for­get her? No, nev­er! I will be con­stant to her; she has re­ceived my vows, and I now again re­new them. For­give me, Madam; I am go­ing astray; I must re­sume my reas­on.

			One thing more re­mains to be men­tioned, in reply to the let­ters you re­quire. I am really un­happy to be ob­liged to add a re­fus­al to the wrongs you already charge me with: but I be­seech you to at­tend to my reas­ons, and vouch­safe to re­mem­ber to en­hance their value: that the only con­sol­a­tion I have left for the loss of your friend­ship, is the hope of pre­serving your es­teem.

			Ma­demois­elle de Volanges’ let­ters, ever pre­cious to me, be­come more so at this mo­ment. They are my only fe­li­city; they bring back to my re­mem­brance the only charm of my life! Yet, I beg you will be­lieve me, I would not hes­it­ate a mo­ment to sac­ri­fice them to you; and the re­gret of be­ing de­prived of them, would give way to my strong de­sire of prov­ing my most re­spect­ful obed­i­ence to your or­ders; but, very power­ful con­sid­er­a­tions, which I am con­fid­ent you your­self will not blame, pre­vent me.

			It is true you have got the secret from Ma­demois­elle de Volanges; but per­mit me to say, and I be­lieve I am au­thor­ised, that it is the ef­fect of sur­prise, and not of con­fid­ence. I do not pre­tend to blame the step you have taken, which may be sanc­tioned by your ma­ter­nal care. I re­spect your right; but that will not dis­pense me from do­ing my duty. The most sac­red of all, I con­ceive, is not to be­tray the con­fid­ence re­posed in us. I should there­fore be in the highest de­gree guilty, were I to ex­pose to the eyes of an­oth­er the secrets of a heart, which has been dis­closed to me alone. If Ma­demois­elle your daugh­ter con­sents they should be giv­en up to you, let her speak—her let­ters are use­less to you: if, on the con­trary, she should think prop­er to keep her secrets to her­self, you cer­tainly will not ex­pect, Madam, that I should dis­close them.

			As to the secrecy in which you wish this event may re­main, rest sat­is­fied, Madam, that in everything that con­cerns Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, I may even set the heart of a moth­er at de­fi­ance. But to take away all man­ner of un­eas­i­ness from you, I have provided against every ac­ci­dent. This pre­cious de­pos­it, which formerly was su­per­scribed, Pa­pers to be burnt, is en­dorsed at present, Pa­pers be­long­ing to Ma­dame de Volanges. This res­ol­u­tion may suf­fi­ciently con­vince you that my re­fus­al is not in­flu­enced by any dread that you should find in those let­ters, a single sen­ti­ment that you should have any per­son­al cause to com­plain of.

			This, Madam, is a very long let­ter. It would yet, how­ever, be too short, if it left you room for the least doubt of the hon­our of my sen­ti­ments, the sin­cere re­gret I am un­der of hav­ing dis­pleased you, and the pro­found re­spect with which I have the hon­our to be, etc.

			
				
					Sept. 7, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						65
					

					Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

				
				(Sent open to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil, in the 66th Let­ter of the Vis­count.)

			
			Ah, my Cecil­ia! what will be­come of us? What will save us from the miser­ies that hang over us? Love, at least, can give us res­ol­u­tion to sup­port them. I can­not ex­press my as­ton­ish­ment, my dis­trac­tion, on see­ing my let­ters, and read­ing Ma­dame de Volanges’. Who is it can have be­trayed us? On whom do your sus­pi­cions fall? Is it by any im­prudent act of your own? How do you em­ploy your time? What has been said to you? I wish to know all, and am ig­nor­ant of everything. Per­haps you are in the same situ­ation.

			I en­close you your mamma’s let­ter, with a copy of my an­swer to it. I hope you will ap­prove of what I wrote: and I want much to be sat­is­fied wheth­er you will ap­prove of the steps I have taken since this fatal dis­cov­ery, which all tend to hear from you, and to be able to write to you; and, who knows, per­haps to see you again with more free­dom than ever.

			I can’t ex­press the joy, my Cecil­ia, I con­ceive at the pro­spect of see­ing you once more; re­new­ing my vows of etern­al love, and re­ceiv­ing yours. Who would not bear tor­ments to en­joy so much hap­pi­ness! I have this pro­spect in view; and the meth­ods I mean to take, are what I be­seech you to ap­prove. I am in­debted for them to the anxi­ety of a worthy friend; and I only ask that you will per­mit my friend to be also yours.

			But, per­haps, I ought not to have en­gaged your con­fid­ence without your con­sent; mis­for­tunes and ne­ces­sity must plead in my fa­vour. It is love led me on; it is love so­li­cits your in­dul­gence; im­plores you to for­give so ne­ces­sary a con­fid­ence, without which we should be forever sep­ar­ated.14 You know the friend I mean; he is also the friend of the wo­man you love best—the Vis­count Val­mont.

			My design was, to en­gage him first to pre­vail on Ma­dame de Mer­teuil to de­liv­er you a let­ter. He was of opin­ion this scheme would not suc­ceed; but he will an­swer for her wait­ing-maid, who lays un­der some ob­lig­a­tions to him. She will then de­liv­er you this let­ter, and you may trust her with your an­swer.

			This means will be of very little use, if, as Mr. de Val­mont tells me, you are to set out im­me­di­ately for the coun­try: but in that case he will be our friend. The lady, to whose house you are go­ing, is his near re­la­tion. He will make use of this pre­tence to go there at the same time that you do; and we can carry on our cor­res­pond­ence through him. He even as­sures me, if you leave the man­age­ment to him, he will provide us the means of see­ing each oth­er, without danger of a dis­cov­ery.

			Now, my dear Cecil­ia, if you love me, if you com­pas­sion­ate my mis­for­tunes, if, as I hope, you par­take my sor­rows, you will not re­fuse your con­fid­ence to a man who will be our guard­i­an an­gel. Were it not for his as­sist­ance, I should be re­duced even to des­pair of be­ing able to soften the dis­tresses I have caused you: I hope they will soon be at an end. But, my dearest life, prom­ise me not to give way to them; neither suf­fer your­self to be too much de­jec­ted. The idea of your grief is an in­sup­port­able tor­ment to me. I would cheer­fully die to make you happy; you know it well. May the cer­tainty of be­ing ad­ored, bring some small con­sol­a­tion to your soul. Let me be as­sured you par­don the evils my love has made you suf­fer, for my con­sol­a­tion.

			Adieu, my dear Cecil­ia!

			
				
					Sept. 9, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					66
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			When you have read the two en­closed let­ters, you will be able to judge, my charm­ing friend, wheth­er I have ful­filled your com­mis­sion. Al­though they are both dated today, they were wrote yes­ter­day, at my house, and un­der my in­spec­tion; that to the girl is everything we could wish. I am humbled by the depth of your wis­dom, if one may judge by the suc­cess of your pro­ceed­ings. Dan­ceny is all on fire; and you may be cer­tain, that at the first op­por­tun­ity, you will have noth­ing to re­proach him with. If his fair one will be but tract­able, everything will ter­min­ate as we wish in a little time after her ar­rival in the coun­try. I am provided with suf­fi­cient schemes; thanks to your care. I am now de­cidedly Dan­ceny’s friend.

			This same Dan­ceny is yet very young. Would you be­lieve it? I have nev­er yet been able to pre­vail on him to prom­ise the moth­er to re­nounce his love; as if there was any dif­fi­culty in prom­ising, when one is de­term­ined not to keep one’s word. It would be de­ceit­ful, says he in­cess­antly. Is not this a most edi­fy­ing scruple, es­pe­cially when he is about se­du­cing the daugh­ter? This is the true pic­ture of man­kind; all equally prof­lig­ate in their pro­jects: if any weak­ness hap­pens in the ex­e­cu­tion, they call it prob­ity.

			It is now your busi­ness to hinder Ma­dame de Volanges from be­ing startled at what little in­dis­cre­tions he may have let fall in his let­ter; keep us out of the con­vent; en­deav­our to make her re­lin­quish her de­mand of the little one’s let­ters: for he will not give them up, and I am of opin­ion he ought not: here love and sound sense agree. I have read those let­ters; I could hardly bear it; how­ever, they may here­after be use­ful.

			Not­with­stand­ing all our dis­cre­tion, some­thing may blaze abroad, which might break off the mar­riage, and render abort­ive all our Ger­court schemes: but as I must be re­venged of the moth­er, for my own sat­is­fac­tion, in that case, I must re­serve to my­self the de­bauch­ing of the daugh­ter. In se­lect­ing those let­ters, and only pro­du­cing a part, the little Volanges would ap­pear to have made the first ad­vances, and have ab­so­lutely giv­en her­self up: and some of the let­ters might even en­tangle the moth­er, or, at least, make her ap­pear guilty of an un­par­don­able neg­li­gence. I read­ily con­ceive, that the scru­pu­lous Dan­ceny would at first be startled; but as he would be per­son­ally at­tacked, I be­lieve he might be brought to. It is a thou­sand to one, that it does not hap­pen so; but we must provide against everything.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! I would be glad you could sup to­mor­row at the Mare­chale de ———; I could not be off.

			I think it un­ne­ces­sary to re­com­mend secrecy with Ma­dame Volanges, about my coun­try jaunt: she would soon take it in­to her head to re­main in town; but when once ar­rived, she will not go back the next day; and if she only gives us eight days, I will an­swer for everything.

			
				
					Sept. 9, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					67
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I was de­term­ined not to an­swer you any more, Sir, and, per­haps, the em­bar­rass­ment I now ex­per­i­ence, is the strongest proof that I ought not. Not­with­stand­ing, I will leave you no cause of com­plaint against me; and will con­vince you that I have done everything I ought.

			I gave you leave to write to me, you say? I ad­mit it; but when you put me in mind of this per­mis­sion, do you think I for­get the con­di­tions on which it was gran­ted? If I had ad­hered to them as strictly as you have dis­reg­arded them, you would not have re­ceived a single line from me; yet this is now the third, and whilst you are do­ing everything you pos­sibly can to ob­lige me to break off this cor­res­pond­ence, I am em­ployed in the means of keep­ing it up. There is one, and it is the only one, which, if you re­fuse, will be suf­fi­cient proof, say what you will, how little you es­teem it:

			Give over, then, a lan­guage that I neither can nor will hear; re­nounce a pas­sion that ter­ri­fies and of­fends me; and which, per­haps, you should be the less at­tached to, as it is the only obstacle that sep­ar­ates us. Is this pas­sion, then, the only one that you are cap­able of? is it so power­ful as to ex­clude friend­ship? and could you pos­sibly not wish to have her for a friend, whom you would wish to in­spire with more tender sen­ti­ments? I can­not be­lieve it: this hu­mi­li­at­ing idea would turn me against you forever!

			Thus of­fer­ing you my friend­ship, Sir, I give you everything that be­longs to me; everything that is at my dis­pos­al; what can you wish for more? To this pro­pos­i­tion, so pleas­ing to my mind, I shall ex­pect your con­sent; as also, your word of hon­our, that this friend­ship will con­sti­tute your hap­pi­ness. I shall for­get everything that has been re­lated to me, and I will de­pend upon your care to jus­ti­fy my choice.

			You see how frankly I deal with you, which ought to be a proof of my con­fid­ence in you; it rests with you to in­crease it still more; but I must in­form you, that the first ex­pres­sion of love will forever des­troy it, and will bring back all my fears: it will be the first sig­nal of an etern­al si­lence from me to you.

			If, as you say, you have aban­doned your er­rors, would you not rather be the ob­ject of friend­ship of a vir­tu­ous wo­man, than that of the re­morse of a guilty one? Adieu, Sir! You may con­ceive that hav­ing said thus much, I can say noth­ing more that you have not already answered.

			
				
					Sept. 9, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					68
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			How is it pos­sible, Madam, to an­swer your last let­ter; how shall I dare speak truth, when my sin­cer­ity may ru­in me with you? Yet I must; I of­ten tell my­self, I would rather de­serve than ob­tain you; and were you forever to re­fuse me a hap­pi­ness I in­cess­antly wish for, I will at least make you ac­know­ledge, that my heart is worthy of it.

			What a pity it is, as you say, that I have aban­doned my er­rors, with what trans­port should I not have read that let­ter which I tremble to an­swer today? You deal frankly with me; you testi­fy your con­fid­ence. You even of­fer me your friend­ship: how boun­ti­ful are you, Madam, and how much I re­gret I can­not be­ne­fit by them. Why am I no longer the same!

			For if I really was, if I had but a com­mon pas­sion for you, that slight de­sire, the child of se­duc­tion and pleas­ure, which is yet now called love, I would speedily take ad­vant­age of everything I could ob­tain, without be­ing much con­cerned about the del­ic­acy of the meas­ures, provided they en­sured suc­cess. I would flat­ter your frank­ness, in or­der to dive in­to you; I would en­deav­our to gain your con­fid­ence, with an in­ten­tion to be­tray it; I would ac­cept your friend­ship in the hope of lead­ing you astray.—This pic­ture, no doubt, alarms you, Madam;—but it would be the true por­trait of my­self, if I was to tell you that I con­sen­ted to be your friend only.

			What! Should I con­sent to share with an­oth­er a sen­ti­ment pro­ceed­ing from your soul? If I should ever tell you so, do not be­lieve me. From that mo­ment I would seek to de­ceive you; I might still have de­sires, but I cer­tainly would love you no longer.

			Not but your ami­able frank­ness, your charm­ing con­fid­ence, and your pleas­ing friend­ship, are im­mensely valu­able to me;—but love, sin­cere love, such as you have in­spired me with, re­unit­ing all those sen­ti­ments, by giv­ing them more en­ergy, can­not, as they do, be sat­is­fied with that tran­quil­lity, that ease of mind, which will al­low of com­par­is­ons, and even some­times of pref­er­ences. No, Madam, I will not be your friend, I will love you with the most ar­dent and tender af­fec­tion, and yet the most re­spect­ful. You may de­prive it of hope, but you can­not an­ni­hil­ate it.

			What right have you to pre­tend to dis­pose of a heart, whose homage you re­fuse? By what re­fine­ment of cruelty do you envy me the hap­pi­ness of my love? It be­longs to me; and is in­de­pend­ent of you; and I know how to pre­serve it. If it is the source, it is also the rem­edy of my mis­for­tunes. Once more no, per­sist in your cruel res­ol­u­tions; but leave me love. You en­joy the pleas­ure of my misery; be it so, en­deav­our to tire out my per­sever­ance, I shall at least know how to ob­lige you to de­cide my fate; and you may, per­haps, one day do me justice. Not that I ever hope to make you sens­ible of my pain, but you shall be con­vinced, though not per­suaded; and you shall say I have judged him too severely.

			But you are un­just to your­self: to see you without lov­ing you, to love you without be­ing con­stant, are both equally im­possible; and, not­with­stand­ing the mod­esty that ad­orns you, it must be easi­er for you to lament, than be as­ton­ished at the sen­ti­ments you gave birth to. But as for me, whose only mer­it is to have dis­covered their value, I will not lose it; and far from agree­ing to your in­si­di­ous of­fers, I again re­new, at your feet, the oaths I have made to love you etern­ally.

			
				
					Sept. 10, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						69
					

					Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

				
				(Wrote with a pen­cil, and re­copied by Dan­ceny.)

			
			You de­sire to know how I spend my time? I love you, and am al­ways cry­ing. My moth­er speaks to me no longer; she has taken away my pa­per, pens, and ink; I now make use of a pen­cil, which I for­tu­nately had in my pock­et, and I write this on the back of your let­ter. I must cer­tainly ap­prove of whatever you have done; I love you too well, not to use every means to hear from you, and give you some ac­count of my­self. I did not use to love Mr. de Val­mont; I did not think him to be so much your friend; I will en­deav­our to ac­cus­tom my­self to him, and I will love him on your ac­count. I can­not tell who be­trayed us; it must be either my wait­ing-maid or my con­fess­or. I am very un­happy: to­mor­row we set out for the coun­try, and I do not know for how long a time. Good God, not to see you any more! I have no more room, adieu! En­deav­our to read this. Those let­ters, wrote with a pen­cil, will, per­haps, rub out; but the sen­ti­ments en­graved on my heart nev­er will.

			
				
					Sept. 10, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					70
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			My dear friend, I have a most im­port­ant piece of news for you: last night I supped, as you know, at the Mare­chale de ———, where you were spoke of; I said not all the good that I think, but all that I did not think of you. Every­one seemed to be of my opin­ion, and the con­ver­sa­tion lan­guished, as it al­ways hap­pens when people talk well of their neigh­bours; when at length Pre­van spoke, “God for­bid,” said he, rising up, “that I should have the least doubt of the vir­tue of Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; but I dare say, that she owes it more to lev­ity than prin­ciple. It is, per­haps, easi­er to please her, than fol­low her; and as one sel­dom fails in run­ning after a wo­man, to meet oth­ers in one’s way, those may be as much, if not more, valu­able than she; some are dis­sip­ated by a new taste, oth­ers stop through las­sit­ude; and she is, per­haps, one of the wo­men who has had the least op­por­tun­ity of mak­ing a res­ist­ance, of any of Par­is; for my part,” said he, (en­cour­aged by the smiles of some of the wo­men), “I will not cred­it Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s vir­tue, un­til I have killed six horses in her ser­vice.”

			This scurvy jest suc­ceeded, as all those do that are re­plete with scan­dal; and whilst the laugh went round, Pre­van seated him­self, and the con­ver­sa­tion be­came gen­er­al; but the two Count­esses de B——, near whom the in­cred­u­lous Pre­van seated him­self, began a par­tic­u­lar con­ver­sa­tion which I over­heard.

			The chal­lenge that was giv­en to bring you to com­pli­ance was ac­cep­ted; and the prom­ise of telling all was ex­changed; of all those which passed in this con­ver­sa­tion, that will be the most re­li­giously ob­served: but now you have timely no­tice; and you know the old pro­verb.

			I have only to tell you, moreover, that this Pre­van, who you do not know, is amaz­ingly ami­able, and still more subtle. If you have some­times heard me say the con­trary, it is only be­cause I don’t like him, and that I de­light in con­tra­dict­ing his suc­cesses; for I am not ig­nor­ant how my opin­ion weighs with some thirty of our wo­men à la mode.

			And really I have, for a long time, pre­ven­ted him by this means, of mak­ing a fig­ure in what is called the grand theatre. He worked prodi­gies without ad­van­cing his repu­ta­tion. But the éclat of his triple ad­ven­ture, by fix­ing every­one’s eyes on him, has giv­en him a cer­tain air of con­fid­ence that he, un­til then, wanted, and has made him truly for­mid­able. He is, per­haps, at this time, the only man I dread meet­ing in my way; and, your in­terests apart, you will do me the greatest ser­vice in mak­ing him ri­dicu­lous. I leave him in good hands; and I hope at my re­turn he will be a lost man.

			In re­com­pence, I prom­ise you to bring the ad­ven­ture of your pu­pil to a good is­sue, and to em­ploy my time as much for her as my lovely prude.

			She has just now sent me a plan of ca­pit­u­la­tion. Her whole let­ter an­nounces a wish to be de­ceived. It is im­possible to of­fer any means more com­mo­di­ous, or more stale. She will have me to be her friend. But I, who am fond of new and dif­fi­cult meth­ods, will not let her off so eas­ily; for cer­tainly I have not taken so much pains about her, to ter­min­ate by the or­din­ary meth­ods of se­duc­tion.

			On the con­trary, my design is, that she should feel the value, and the ex­tent, of every one of the sac­ri­fices she shall make; not to lead her on so fast, but that re­morse may fol­low every step; to make her vir­tue ex­pire in a slow agony; to fix her at­ten­tion in­cess­antly on that mor­ti­fy­ing spec­tacle, and not to grant her the hap­pi­ness of hav­ing me in her arms, till I have forced her to no longer dis­semble her de­sire: for I am worth little in­deed, if I am not worth the trouble of ask­ing. Then I shall be re­venged of a haughty wo­man, who seems to blush to own she ad­ores.

			I have then re­fused this pre­cious friend­ship, and hold to my title of lov­er. As I am not ig­nor­ant that this title, which at first ap­pears but tri­fling, is, not­with­stand­ing, of real im­port­ance to be ob­tained, I took pe­cu­li­ar care of my style, and en­deav­oured to scat­ter through my let­ter that kind of dis­order which only can dis­play sen­ti­ment, and talked as much non­sense as pos­sible; for, without that, there is no ten­der­ness: that, I be­lieve, is the reas­on that wo­men ex­cel us so much in love let­ters.

			I fin­ished mine by a sooth­ing sen­tence; that is an­oth­er con­sequence of my pro­found ob­ser­va­tions. After a wo­man’s heart has been some time kept in ex­er­cise, it wants rest: and I have of­ten re­marked, that a flat­tery is, for all of them, the soft­est pil­low we can of­fer.

			Adieu, my lovely friend. I set out to­mor­row. If you have any or­ders to give me for the Count­ess de ———, I shall stop with her to din­ner. I am sorry to set out without see­ing you. For­ward me your sub­lime in­struc­tions, and as­sist me with your wise coun­sels in the de­cis­ive mo­ment.

			Above all, be­ware of Pre­van; and may I one day in­dem­ni­fy you for this sac­ri­fice. Adieu!

			
				
					Sept. 11, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					71
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			My blun­der­ing hunts­man has left my let­ter-case at Par­is. My fair one’s let­ters, Dan­ceny’s for the little Volanges, all is left be­hind; and I want them all. He is just go­ing to set off to re­pair his folly; and while he saddles his horse, I take the op­por­tun­ity to give you a de­tail of my night’s ad­ven­ture; for I hope you will be­lieve I don’t lose time.

			It is in it­self but tri­fling; be­ing noth­ing more than an­oth­er heat with the Vis­count­ess de M——. The de­tail how­ever is in­ter­est­ing. I am moreover pleased to let you know, that if I have the tal­ent of ru­in­ing the wo­men, I am no less clev­er in sav­ing them when I am in­clined. The most lively, or most dif­fi­cult side, is what I al­ways choose; and I nev­er re­proach my­self with do­ing a good act, provided it en­ter­tains and amuses me.

			I found the Vis­count­ess here; and as she was very press­ing with the oth­er so­li­cit­a­tions, that I should sleep here, “Well, I agree,” said I, “on con­di­tion I sleep with you.”—“That is im­possible,” said she; “Vres­sac is here.” Un­til then I only meant to pass a joke; but the word im­possible roused me as usu­al. I was humbled to be sac­ri­ficed to Vres­sac; I de­term­ined not to bear it, and in­sisted on it.

			The cir­cum­stances were not fa­vour­able for me. Vres­sac has been fool­ish enough to give um­brage to the Vis­count; so that she can­not see him any longer at home: and this jour­ney to the good Count­ess was con­cer­ted between them, to en­deav­our to steal a few nights. The Vis­count seemed to be out of tem­per at meet­ing Vres­sac here; but as his pas­sion for hunt­ing is stronger than his jeal­ousy, he has re­mained, not­with­stand­ing the Count­ess, whom you well know, hav­ing fixed the wife in an apart­ment in the great gal­lery; placed the hus­band on one side, and the lov­er on the oth­er, and left them to settle the mat­ter between them­selves. Their evil geni­us would have it that I should be lodged op­pos­ite to them.

			Yes­ter­day Vres­sac, who, as you may be­lieve, hu­mours the Vis­count, hunted with him, not­with­stand­ing it is a di­ver­sion he is not fond of, and reckoned he would be con­soled at night in the em­braces of the wife, for the chag­rin the hus­band gave him that day: but as I ima­gined he would have oc­ca­sion for re­pose, I re­solved to pre­vail on his mis­tress to give him time to take it.

			I suc­ceeded, and in­duced her to pick a quar­rel with him about this hunt­ing match, which he evid­ently agreed to only for her sake. A worse pre­tence nev­er could have been hit on: but no wo­man knows bet­ter than the Vis­count­ess how to em­ploy that usu­al tal­ent of all, to af­fect ill tem­per in­stead of reas­on, and to be nev­er so dif­fi­cult to be ap­peased as when they are in the wrong. Be­sides, it was not a con­veni­ent time for ex­plan­a­tions; and as I only wished for one night with her, I con­sen­ted they should make it up the next day.

			Vres­sac was then huffed at his re­turn. He wanted to know the reas­on she quar­relled with him; he en­deav­oured to jus­ti­fy him­self; the hus­band, who was present, was the apo­logy for break­ing off the con­ver­sa­tion; he how­ever at­temp­ted to seize the op­por­tun­ity, when the hus­band was ab­sent, to beg he might be heard at night. Then the Vis­count­ess was sub­lime: she was ex­as­per­ated at the au­da­city of men, who, be­cause they have ex­per­i­enced a wo­man’s af­fec­tion, think them­selves en­titled to ab­use it; when, at the same time, the wo­man has every cause to be of­fen­ded; and hav­ing changed her ar­gu­ment, she spoke so well, on del­ic­acy and sen­ti­ment, that Vres­sac was mute and con­foun­ded; and I even thought she was right: for you must know, as a friend to both, I made up the trio.

			She at length de­clared pos­it­ively she would not in­crease the fa­tigues of the chase by the ad­di­tion­al ones of love, and that she could not think of dis­turb­ing such pleas­ing amuse­ments. The hus­band re­turned. The un­happy Vres­sac, who could no longer reply, ad­dress­ing him­self to me; after re­lat­ing, with much cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, his reas­ons, which I was as well sat­is­fied with as he could be, re­ques­ted I would speak to the Vis­count­ess, which I prom­ised him: and I did; but it was to thank her, and settle the hour and meth­od of meet­ing.

			She in­formed me, that, be­ing situ­ated between her hus­band and lov­er, she thought it more prudent to go to Vres­sac, than to re­ceive him in her apart­ment; and that as I was fixed op­pos­ite to her, she thought it would be bet­ter to come to my room; that she would come the mo­ment her maid left her; only to leave my door open, and wait for her.

			Everything was done as agreed on; and she came to me about one.

			Not be­ing much in­clined to van­ity, I shall not enter in­to par­tic­u­lars: how­ever, you know me well; I was well pleased with my­self.

			At dawn of day we were forced to part. Here the tale be­gins. The giddy creature thought she had left her door half open; we found it shut, and the key with­in­side. You can’t con­ceive the dis­trac­tion of the Vis­count­ess. “Ah! I am un­done,” she ex­claimed. I must own it would have been whim­sic­al to have left her so; but was it pos­sible to think a wo­man should be ruined for me, that was not ruined by me? And should I, as the gen­er­al­ity of men do, be over­come by an ac­ci­dent? A lucky thought oc­curred, and thus I settled the busi­ness.

			I soon per­ceived the door might be broke upon, but not without some noise. With some dif­fi­culty I pre­vailed on the Vis­count­ess to cry out, Rob­bers, murder, thieves, etc. etc. We had so settled it, that, at the first alarm, I should burst open the door, and she should fly to her bed. Yon can’t ima­gine how dif­fi­cult it was to make her re­solve, even after she had con­sen­ted. She was, how­ever, ob­liged to com­ply; and at the first burst the door flew open.

			The Vis­count­ess was right not to lose a mo­ment; for in­stantly the Vis­count and Vres­sac were in the gal­lery, and the wait­ing maid in her mis­tress’s cham­ber.

			I alone was cool, and over­turned a watch light that was burn­ing; for it would have been ri­dicu­lous to have feigned such a pan­ic, hav­ing a light in the room. I scol­ded the hus­band and lov­er for their drowsi­ness, con­fid­ently in­sist­ing that her cries, and my ef­forts to burst open the door, had las­ted at least five minutes.

			The Vis­count­ess, who re­covered her cour­age in bed, seconded me tol­er­ably well, and strenu­ously in­sisted there was a rob­ber in her room; but with some­thing more sin­cer­ity she de­clared she nev­er had been more frightened in her life. We searched every­where, but found noth­ing; at last I made them ob­serve the watch light over­turned: we con­cluded a rat had giv­en us this fright and dis­turb­ance. My opin­ion was un­an­im­ously ad­op­ted. After some stale jests on rats, the Vis­count re­turned to bed, beg­ging she would in fu­ture choose more peace­able rats.

			Vres­sac drew near the Vis­count­ess, and pas­sion­ately told her, Love re­venged him; to which she replied, fix­ing her eyes on me, “He must then have been very angry in­deed: for he has had ample sat­is­fac­tion; but I am much fa­tigued, and want rest.”

			I was very well pleased. Be­fore we par­ted, I pleaded so power­fully for Vres­sac, that I brought about a re­con­cili­ation. The lov­ers em­braced, and I also re­ceived theirs. I was in­dif­fer­ent to the Vis­count­ess’s kisses; but I own I was pleased with Vres­sac’s. We left her; after hav­ing re­ceived his thanks, we re­turned to our beds.

			If the tale di­verts you, I don’t mean to bind you to secrecy. Now I have had my amuse­ment, it is right the pub­lic should also have their share. For this time you have only the his­tory; here­after we shall talk of the heroine.

			Adieu. My hunts­man has been in wait­ing an hour. I par­tic­u­larly re­com­mend it to you to be on your guard against Pre­van.

			
				I have the hon­our, etc.

				From the Castle of ———,

				Sept. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						72
					

					Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

				
				(De­livered only the 14th.)

			
			Oh, my Cecil­ia! How much I envy Val­mont’s good for­tune; to­mor­row he will see you. He will de­liv­er you this let­ter; whilst I, lan­guish­ing far from you, will lead a wretched linger­ing life. Between re­gret and misery, my life, my dearest life, pity me not only for my own mis­for­tunes, but also for yours; for it is they that de­prive me of my res­ol­u­tion.

			How dread­ful the re­flec­tion, to be the cause of your misery! Had it not been for me, you would have been happy; will you for­give me? Speak! Say you for­give me; tell me you love me; that you will love me ever, which is the only con­sol­a­tion that is now left me. Not that I doubt it; but it re­lieves my an­guish; you love me then? Yes, you love me with your whole heart. I do not for­get it was the last word you spoke: it is treas­ured in mine; it is there deeply en­graved. With what trans­ports did my heart an­swer it!

			Alas, in that happy mo­ment, I was far from fore­see­ing the dread­ful fate that awaited us! Let us seek for means to soften it. If I am to be­lieve my friend, it will be enough that you should have the con­fid­ence in him he de­serves. I was chag­rined, I must own, at the dis­ad­vant­age­ous idea you had of him. I knew the bad opin­ion your mamma had im­bibed, and in sub­mis­sion to that opin­ion, I had, for some time, neg­lected a truly ami­able man, who now is ready to serve me; who en­deav­ours to re­unite us, whilst your mamma has cruelly torn you from me. I con­jure you, my love, to have a more fa­vour­able opin­ion of him; re­mem­ber he is my friend, and wishes to be yours; that he can pro­cure me the hap­pi­ness of see­ing you. If those reas­ons do not con­vince you, my Cecil­ia, you do not love me as much as I love you; you no longer love me as you did. Ah! if you should ever love me less—but no, Cecil­ia’s heart is mine: I have it for life; and if I must feel the tor­ments of an un­suc­cess­ful pas­sion, her con­stancy, at least, will in­sure me the in­ex­press­ible joy of a per­man­ent af­fec­tion.

			Adieu, my lovely dear! Do not for­get that I suf­fer; it will be your fault if I am not per­fectly happy; at­tend to the vows of my heart, and re­ceive the tender kisses of love.

			
				
					Sept. 11, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						73
					

					Vis­count de Val­mont to Cecil­ia Volanges

				
				(An­nexed to the fore­go­ing.)

			
			The friend who takes upon him to as­sist you, knows that you have not ma­ter­i­als to write with, there­fore has provided them for you. You will find in the ante­cham­ber of your apart­ment, un­der the great clothes press on the left hand, pa­per, pens, and ink, which he will re­new whenev­er you please, and which, he thinks, you may leave in the same place, if you can­not find a bet­ter.

			He re­quests you will not be of­fen­ded, if he seems to take little no­tice of you in com­pany, and only to treat you as a child. This be­ha­viour ap­pears ne­ces­sary to him, to avoid sus­pi­cion, and to be able more ef­fec­tu­ally to bring about your and his friend’s hap­pi­ness. He will en­deav­our to get op­por­tun­it­ies to speak to you, when he has any­thing to say or to give you; and hopes to be able to ac­com­plish it, if, on your part, you will second him.

			He also ad­vises you to give him the let­ters you will re­ceive, after you have read them, in or­der to avoid all bad con­sequences.

			He fin­ishes his let­ter by as­sur­ing you, if you con­fide in him, he will em­ploy his ut­most en­deav­ours to soften the per­se­cu­tion that a cruel moth­er makes two per­sons un­der­go; one of which is his best friend, and the oth­er seems to him to de­serve his tenderest con­cern.

			
				Castle of ———, Sept. 14, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					74
				

				Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			You are very soon alarmed, my dear friend: this Pre­van must be for­mid­able in­deed, but what a simple mod­est creature am I, who have of­ten met this haughty con­quer­or, and have scarce ever looked at him; noth­ing less than your let­ter would have made me pay the least at­ten­tion to him. I cor­rec­ted my er­ror yes­ter­day; he was at the Op­era, al­most op­pos­ite to me; I was cap­tiv­ated with him. He is not only hand­some, but very hand­some; fine del­ic­ate fea­tures, and must im­prove on a clear­er in­spec­tion. You say, he wants to have me, he cer­tainly will do me a great deal of hon­our and pleas­ure; but ser­i­ously, I have taken a fancy to him, and tell you, in con­fid­ence, I have taken the first step to­wards an ad­vance. I do not know wheth­er I shall suc­ceed, but this is fact.

			He was at a very little dis­tance from me, com­ing out of the Op­era, and I gave a ren­dez­vous to the Mar­quis de ———, to sup on Fri­day at the Lady Mare­chale’s, so loud that he might hear, which, I be­lieve, is the only house I can meet him in; and have not the least doubt but he heard me. If the un­grate­ful wretch should not come—Tell me sin­cerely, do you think he will? I protest if he does not, I shall be out of tem­per the whole even­ing. You see he will not find so much dif­fi­culty in fol­low­ing me; and what will sur­prise you more is, he will find less, in pleas­ing me. He says he will kill six horses in pay­ing his ad­dresses to me; oh! the poor an­im­als shall not die. I should nev­er have pa­tience to wait so long. You know it is not my prin­ciple to make any­one lan­guish, when once I am de­cided in their fa­vour, as I really am in his.

			Now, you must agree, there is some pleas­ure in talk­ing ra­tion­ally to me, has not your im­port­ant ad­vice had great suc­cess; but what can I do? I ve­get­ate for a long time; it is more than six weeks since I have per­mit­ted my­self a gaiety; this is the first, how can I re­fuse it? Is not the sub­ject worth the trouble? Can there be any­one more agree­able in every sense of the word?

			You are ob­liged to do him justice; you do more than praise him; you are jeal­ous of him. Well, I shall judge between you both, but first I must take in­form­a­tions, and that is what I mean to do. Be as­sured I shall be an up­right judge; you shall be both weighed in the same scale; for your part, I have already re­ceived your me­mori­al, am en­tirely ac­quain­ted with your af­fairs. Is it not reas­on­able that I should also know your ad­versary’s case? Come, go through your busi­ness with a good grace, and to be­gin, in­form me, I beg of you, this triple ad­ven­ture, of which he is the hero. You talk to me as if I knew the whole mat­ter, who nev­er heard a word of it. Prob­ably it happened dur­ing the time of my jour­ney to Geneva, and your jeal­ousy pre­ven­ted you from giv­ing me an ac­count of it. Re­pair this fault im­me­di­ately; re­mem­ber that everything that in­terests him, is of con­sequence to me. I think it was spoke of at my re­turn; but I was so taken up with oth­er mat­ters, I rarely pay at­ten­tion to any­thing of this kind that is not new.

			If what I re­quire should be even con­trary to your in­clin­a­tion, re­mem­ber how much you are in­debted to me for the cares and so­li­citude I have had upon your ac­count. Is it not to them you are in­debted for be­ing now with your Pres­id­ente, when your own folly drove you from her? Have I not put it in your power to be re­venged of Ma­dame de Volanges, for her ac­ri­mo­ni­ous zeal against you? How of­ten have you de­plored the time you lost in search of ad­ven­tures, now you have them at com­mand? Love, hatred, make your choice, they are un­der the same roof with you; by doub­ling your ex­ist­ence, you can caress with the one hand, and strike with the oth­er.

			It is to me even you are in­debted, for the ad­ven­ture of the Vis­count­ess—It pleases me. I agree with you it must be pub­lished, for if the op­por­tun­ity in­flu­enced you, as I am apt to think, to prefer mys­tery to ru­mour; at that time must ac­know­ledge, not­with­stand­ing, this wo­man does not de­serve so hand­some a pro­ced­ure.

			Moreover, I have reas­on to dis­like her; the Che­va­lier de Belleroche thinks her hand­somer than me, and for sev­er­al reas­ons I would be glad to break off with her; there is none more plaus­ible than to have a story to re­late, one can­not keep com­pany with her after.

			Farewell, Vis­count! Re­mem­ber that as you are situ­ated, time is pre­cious: I will em­ploy mine in think­ing how to make Pre­van happy.

			
				
					Sept. 15, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						75
					

					Cecil­ia Volanges to Sophia Carnay

				
				[In this Let­ter, Cecil­ia Volanges gives a most cir­cum­stan­tial ac­count of everything that relates to her­self, in the events which the read­er has seen at the end of the 59th Let­ter, and the fol­low­ing; for this reas­on a re­pe­ti­tion was thought un­ne­ces­sary; at last she speaks of Vis­count de Val­mont, and thus ex­presses her­self:]

			
			I as­sure you he is a very ex­traordin­ary man: my mamma speaks very ill of him, but the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny is en­am­oured with him, and I be­lieve he is in the right. I nev­er saw a man so art­ful; when he gave me Dan­ceny’s let­ter, it was amongst a good deal of com­pany, and no one knew any­thing of the mat­ter. It is true I was very much frightened, be­cause I had no no­tion of any such thing, but here­after I shall be on the watch. I con­ceive, already, how he would have me re­turn the an­swer; it is very easy to un­der­stand him, for he has an eye tells one everything; I do not know how he con­trives: he told me in the note which I men­tioned to you, he would not seem to take any no­tice of me be­fore mamma; really one would ima­gine he nev­er thinks of it, and yet every time I want to look at him, I am sure to meet his eyes fixed upon me.

			There is a lady here, also an in­tim­ate friend of mamma’s, I did not know, who ap­pears to me not to like Mr. de Val­mont. Al­though he seems to be all at­ten­tion to her, I am afraid he will soon grow tired of this life, and re­turn to Par­is; that would be dread­ful in­deed! He must be an ex­ceed­ing good-natured man, to come here on pur­pose to serve his friend and me. I wish to know how I could testi­fy my grat­it­ude; but I don’t know how to speak to him; and if I even had the op­por­tun­ity, I should be so ashamed I should not know what to say.

			I can­not speak to any­body freely, about my love af­fair, but Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; per­haps even with thee, to whom I tell everything, if it was in a chat­ting way, I should be abashed. Even with Dan­ceny him­self, I have of­ten felt, as it were, against my in­clin­a­tion, a kind of fear, which pre­ven­ted me from say­ing everything I could wish. I am very sorry for it now, and I would give any­thing in the world for a mo­ment, to tell him only once how much I love him. Mr. de Val­mont has prom­ised him, if I will be ruled by him, he will find an op­por­tun­ity for us to see each oth­er. I am very well in­clined to do whatever he would have me; but I can’t con­ceive how it is pos­sible.

			Farewell, my dear friend: I have no more room.15

			
				From the Castle of ———,

				Sept. 14, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					76
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I can­not com­pre­hend you; you were either in a whim­sic­al mood, or, when you wrote, in a very dan­ger­ous fit of mad­ness. If I did not know you very well, my charm­ing friend, I should be really alarmed; and, col­our it as you will, I should have a great deal of reas­on.

			Vainly do I read, and read again, your let­ter. I can’t con­ceive you; for it is im­possible to take your let­ter in the style it is couched; what did you then mean to say? Did you only mean there was no oc­ca­sion to give one­self so much trouble against so despic­able an en­emy: if so, you are wrong. Pre­van is really ami­able; he is more so than you ima­gine; and has, in a pe­cu­li­ar man­ner, that happy tal­ent of in­ter­est­ing one much about love af­fairs, which he in­tro­duces on every oc­ca­sion, and in all com­pan­ies. Few wo­men can avoid the snare of rep­lic­a­tion, be­cause, as they all have pre­ten­sions to ar­ti­fice, none will lose the op­por­tun­ity of dis­play­ing it. And I need not tell you that a wo­man, who con­sents to talk of love, com­monly ends with be­ing en­trapped, or, at least, acts as if she was. He re­fines on this meth­od, which he has even brought to a sci­ence, by of­ten in­tro­du­cing the wo­men them­selves as wit­nesses of their own de­feat: this I aver, and can prove.

			I was let in­to the secret only at second hand; for I nev­er was in­tim­ate with Pre­van. We were six in com­pany: the Count­ess de P——, think­ing her­self amaz­ingly fine, and even pos­sess­ing the tal­ent of keep­ing up a gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion well, re­lated to us minutely the man­ner she had sur­rendered to Pre­van, with all cir­cum­stances. She gave the re­cit­al with so much com­pos­ure, that she was not even dis­con­cer­ted at a smile which es­caped us all at the same time. I shall nev­er for­get, one of us, to ex­cuse him­self, feigned to doubt what she said, or rather what she re­lated; she gravely answered, that none of us could be so well in­formed as she; and she was not even afraid to call upon Pre­van, and ask him wheth­er she had omit­ted a single cir­cum­stance.

			This I think suf­fi­cient to call him a very dan­ger­ous man: but is it not enough for you, Mar­chion­ess, he is hand­some, very hand­some, as you say? Or that he should make on you one of those at­tacks that you are some­times fond of re­ward­ing, for no oth­er motive, but be­cause you think it well car­ried on? Or that you would think it pleas­ing to sur­render for any reas­on whatever? Or—but it is im­possible for me to guess the in­fin­ity of whims which rule the minds of wo­men, and by which alone you re­semble your sex. Now you are in­formed of the danger, I have no doubt; but you may eas­ily avoid it; and yet it was ne­ces­sary to put you on your guard. I re­turn to my text; what do you mean to say?

			If it is not a banter on Pre­van, be­sides its be­ing very long, it is not to me it can be use­ful; it is in the face of the world you must make him ri­dicu­lous; and I re­new my in­stances to you on that sub­ject.

			Ah! I be­lieve I have dis­covered the en­igma. Your let­ter is a proph­ecy; not what you will do, but what he will be­lieve you ready to do, at the mo­ment of his dis­grace. I ap­prove this pro­ject well enough; how­ever, it re­quires great man­age­ment. You know, as well as I do, it is ab­so­lutely the same thing to the pub­lic, wheth­er you are con­nec­ted with a man, or re­ceive his ad­dresses, un­less the man is a fool, which Pre­van is not by any means; if he can only save ap­pear­ances, he will brag, and everything will be greed­ily swal­lowed. Fools will be­lieve him, oth­ers will seem to be­lieve him; and then what be­comes of your re­sources? I am really alarmed; not that I have any doubt of your abil­it­ies; but the best swim­mers are of­ten drowned.

			I think my­self no novice in the ways of de­bauch­ery. I have dis­covered a hun­dred, nay, a thou­sand. My mind is of­ten en­gaged in think­ing how a wo­man could es­cape me, and I nev­er could find out the pos­sib­il­ity. Even your­self, my charm­ing friend, whose con­duct is a mas­ter­piece; I have of­ten thought your suc­cess was more ow­ing to good for­tune than good man­age­ment.

			After all, I am, per­haps, seek­ing a reas­on where there is none; and I am as­ton­ished I have been for this hour past treat­ing ser­i­ously a sub­ject that you cer­tainly mean as a jest. How you will laugh at me! but be it so; let us talk of some­thing else. I am wrong; it must be the same sub­ject; al­ways of wo­men to be had or ruined, and of­ten of both.

			I have here where­with­al, as you justly re­mark, to give me em­ploy­ment in both ca­pa­cit­ies, but not with equal fa­cil­ity. I fore­see re­venge will out­strip love. The little Volanges is ready, I will an­swer for her; all now de­pends upon the op­por­tun­ity which I take upon me to provide: but not so with Ma­dame de Tourvel; this wo­man dis­tracts me. I have no con­cep­tion of her. I have a hun­dred proofs of her love; but I have also a thou­sand of her res­ist­ance. Upon my word, I am afraid she will es­cape me.

			The first ef­fect that my re­turn pro­duced gave me more flat­ter­ing ex­pect­a­tions. You may guess, I was will­ing to judge for my­self; and to be cer­tain of see­ing her first emo­tions, I took care not to be an­nounced by any form­al­ity, cal­cu­lat­ing my jour­ney so as to ar­rive while they were at din­ner, and fell from the clouds like an op­era di­vin­ity.

			Hav­ing made a suf­fi­cient noise com­ing in to draw their at­ten­tion to me, I could ob­serve with the same glance my old aunt’s joy, Ma­dame de Volanges’ vex­a­tion, and the con­fused pleas­ure of her daugh­ter. My fair one sat with her back to the door. Be­ing em­ployed at that in­stant cut­ting up some­thing, she did not even turn her head. I ad­dressed my­self to Ma­dame de Rose­monde; and at the first word, the tender de­votee hear­ing my voice, gave a scream, in which I thought there was more of love than sur­prise or ter­ror. I was then got so far in­to the room as to be able to ob­serve her coun­ten­ance; the tu­mult of her soul, the struggle of ideas and sen­ti­ments, were strongly de­pic­ted in twenty dif­fer­ent forms on it. I seated my­self at table close by her; she did not know what she said or did. She en­deav­oured to keep on eat­ing; but it was in vain. At length, in less than a quarter of an hour, her pleas­ure and her em­bar­rass­ment over­power­ing her, she thought it best to beg leave to re­tire from table, un­der a pre­tence of want­ing a little air. Ma­dame de Volanges wanted to ac­com­pany her; the tender prude would not per­mit it: too happy, doubt­less, to find a pre­tence to be alone, and give her­self up without re­straint to the soft emo­tions of her heart.

			I dis­patched my din­ner as soon as pos­sible. The dessert was scarcely served, when the in­fernal Volanges, prob­ably with a design to pre­ju­dice me, got up to fol­low the charm­ing wo­man. I foresaw this pro­ject, but dis­ap­poin­ted her. I feigned to take this par­tic­u­lar mo­tion for a gen­er­al one; and rising at the same time, the little Volanges and the cur­ate of the place fol­lowed our ex­ample, so that Ma­dame de Rose­monde was left at table with the old Com­mand­er de T——, who both also took the res­ol­u­tion to fol­low us. We all went then to join my fair one, whom we found in the ar­bour near the castle; and as she wanted solitude more than a walk, she chose rather to re­turn with us, than to ob­lige us to stay with her. As soon as I was cer­tain that Ma­dame de Volanges would not have an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to her alone, I began to think of ex­ecut­ing your or­ders, and ex­ert my­self for the in­terest of your pu­pil. When cof­fee was over, I went up to my apart­ment, entered the oth­er’s to re­con­noitre the ground, and formed my dis­pos­i­tions to en­sure the cor­res­pond­ence of the little one. After this first step, I wrote a few words to in­form her of it; and to de­mand her con­fid­ence, I tacked my note to Dan­ceny’s let­ter; re­turned to the sa­loon, where I found my fair one stretched upon a sofa at full length, in a most de­li­cious aban­don­ment.

			This sight rous­ing my de­sires, an­im­ated my looks. I knew they should be tender, yet ur­gent; and placed my­self in such a man­ner, as to be able to em­ploy them suc­cess­fully. Their first es­say ob­liged my ce­les­ti­al prude to cast down her beau­ti­ful mod­est eyes. I viewed for some time this an­gel­ic fig­ure; then run­ning over her whole frame, amused my­self with con­sid­er­ing the out­lines and forms of her per­son through the light dress she wore. After gaz­ing on her from head to foot, my eyes went back from the feet to the head—my charm­ing friend, the soft look was fixed on me, but she in­stantly cast her eyes down again; be­ing de­sirous of bring­ing them back, I turned my eyes from her. Then was es­tab­lished between us that si­lent con­ven­tion, the first treaty of tim­id lov­ers, who to sat­is­fy the mu­tu­al want of see­ing each oth­er, per­mit soft looks to suc­ceed un­til they mingle to­geth­er.

			Fully sat­is­fied that my charm­er was en­tirely taken up with this new de­light, I took upon me to watch for our mu­tu­al safety: but when I was as­sured that a pretty lively con­ver­sa­tion took off the at­ten­tion of the com­pany, I en­deav­oured to make the eyes freely speak their own lan­guage. At first I dar­ted some glances, but with so much re­serve, that mod­esty it­self could not be alarmed at it; and to make the lovely tim­id wo­man easi­er, I ap­peared as much em­bar­rassed as she; by little and little, our eyes ac­cus­tomed to meet, fixed them­selves a little longer, and at length did not quit each oth­er; I per­ceived in hers that soft lan­guish­ing air, happy pres­age to love and de­sire: but it was only for a mo­ment; and she soon re­covered her­self; she changed her looks and po­s­i­tion with some con­fu­sion.

			As I de­term­ined she should have no doubt of my re­mark­ing her dif­fer­ent emo­tions, I star­ted sud­denly, ask­ing her, with a frightened look, if she was in­dis­posed. Im­me­di­ately the com­pany as­sembled round her. I let them all pass be­fore me; and as the little Volanges, who was work­ing tapestry near a win­dow, took some time in quit­ting her frame, I seized the op­por­tun­ity to give her Dan­ceny’s let­ter.

			I was a little dis­tance from her, and threw the let­ter in her lap. She really did not know what to do. You would have laughed to see her sur­prise and em­bar­rass­ment; yet I did not laugh, lest so much awk­ward­ness should be­tray us: but a glance and a frown, made her com­pre­hend that she was to put it in her pock­et.

			The re­mainder of the day had noth­ing in­ter­est­ing. What has happened since, will, per­haps, bring on events that will please you, at least, as to what re­gards your pu­pil; but it is bet­ter to em­ploy one’s time in ex­ecut­ing than in re­lat­ing them: moreover, this is the eighth page I have writ­ten, and I am a good deal fa­tigued; so adieu.

			It will be un­ne­ces­sary to tell you, that the little thing has answered Dan­ceny.16 I have also had a let­ter from my fair one, to whom I wrote the day after my ar­rival. I send you both let­ters. You will read them, or let it alone; for those per­petu­al tire­some re­pe­ti­tions, of which I be­gin to be dis­gus­ted, must be very in­sip­id for a per­son un­con­cerned.

			Once more, adieu! I still love you much: but I beg, if you speak again of Pre­van, that it may be in in­tel­li­gible lan­guage.

			
				From the Castle of ———,

				Sept. 17, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					77
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			From whence pro­ceeds, Madam, the cruel care you take to avoid me? How does it hap­pen, that the most tender eager­ness on my part, can only ob­tain from you an in­dif­fer­ence, that one could scarcely jus­ti­fy to a man who had even done one an in­jury? When love re­calls me to your feet, and a happy ac­ci­dent places me be­side you, you would rather feign an in­dis­pos­i­tion, and alarm your friends, than con­sent to re­main near me. How of­ten yes­ter­day did you turn away your eyes from me, to de­prive me of the pleas­ure of a look; and if, for an in­stant, I could ob­serve less sever­ity in them, it seemed as if you in­ten­ded not that I should en­joy it, but that I should feel my loss in be­ing de­prived of it.

			This is, I dare say, a treat­ment not con­sist­ent with love, nor can it be per­mit­ted to friend­ship; and yet you know that one of those sen­ti­ments an­im­ates me, and I thought my­self au­thor­ised to be­lieve you would not re­fuse me the oth­er. This pre­cious friend­ship, which you un­doubtedly thought me worthy of, as you con­des­cen­ded to of­fer it, what have I since done to for­feit? Have I pre­ju­diced my­self by my frank­ness; and will you pun­ish me for my cand­our? Are you not, at least, afraid of of­fend­ing the one or the oth­er? For is it not in the bos­om of my friend I de­pos­it the secrets of my heart? Is it not to her alone I thought my­self ob­liged to re­fuse con­di­tions which, had I ac­cep­ted, would give me an op­por­tun­ity of break­ing them, and, per­haps, of suc­cess­fully ab­us­ing them? Or would you force me to be­lieve, by so un­deserved a rigour, if I had de­ceived you, I should have gained more in­dul­gence?

			I do not re­pent of a con­duct I owe to you and my­self: but by what fatal­ity is it, that every laud­able ac­tion of mine be­comes the sig­nal of a new mis­for­tune to me?

			And after hav­ing, by my obed­i­ence, mer­ited the only praise you have vouch­safed to be­stow on my con­duct, I now, for the first time, lament the mis­for­tune of dis­pleas­ing you. After giv­ing you proofs of my en­tire sub­mis­sion, by de­priving my­self of the hap­pi­ness of see­ing you, to please your del­ic­acy, you want to break off your cor­res­pond­ence with me, and take away this feeble amends of a sac­ri­fice you ex­ac­ted, to de­prive me of my love, which alone could have giv­en you that right. In fine, it is after speak­ing to you with a sin­cer­ity which even my love could not weak­en, you fly from me today as a dan­ger­ous se­duct­or, whose per­fi­di­ous­ness was fully proved.

			Will you then nev­er cease be­ing un­just? In­form me, at least, what new wrongs I have com­mit­ted, that could cause so much sever­ity; and do not re­fuse to pre­scribe the or­ders you would have me fol­low. Surely it is not too much to de­sire to know, when I en­gage to ex­ecute them.

			
				
					Sept. 15, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					78
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			You seem sur­prised, Sir, at my be­ha­viour; and, in­deed, your style falls little short of call­ing me to ac­count, as if you were au­thor­ised to blame it. I really think I have much more reas­on for as­ton­ish­ment and com­plaint; but since the re­fus­al con­tained in your last an­swer, I have taken my res­ol­u­tion to be­have with an in­dif­fer­ence that may not give any oc­ca­sion for re­marks or re­proaches; yet as you ask some eclair­cisse­ments which, I thank heav­en, I find no dif­fi­culty in giv­ing, I will once more ex­plain my­self.

			Any per­son who should read your let­ters would think me either un­just or fant­ast­ic­al. I don’t think I de­serve that char­ac­ter; but I am of opin­ion, you above all the rest of man­kind would be the read­i­est to catch at it. You must be sens­ible, that in put­ting me un­der the ne­ces­sity of a jus­ti­fic­a­tion, you ob­lige me to re­call everything that has passed between us. You ima­gined you would gain by the scru­tiny: I am in­clined to think, I may even stand the test in your opin­ion; and per­haps it is the only way to dis­cov­er which of us has a right to com­plain.

			To be­gin, Sir, from the day of your ar­rival at this castle. You will ac­know­ledge, I hope, your char­ac­ter au­thor­ised me at least to be upon the re­serve, and I might, without ap­pre­hend­ing the im­puta­tion of an ex­cess of prudery, have re­stric­ted my­self to ex­act po­lite­ness. You your­self would have be­haved to me with de­fer­ence, and only thought it strange, that a plain wo­man, so un­ac­quain­ted with the ways of the world, had not suf­fi­cient pen­et­ra­tion to ap­pre­ci­ate your mer­it; that would have been cer­tainly the most prudent meth­od, and which I was so much in­clined to fol­low, that I will freely own, when Ma­dame de Rose­monde came to in­form me of your ar­rival, I had oc­ca­sion to re­col­lect my friend­ship for her, and hers for you, to con­ceal my un­eas­i­ness at the un­wel­come news.

			I will freely own, at first you ex­hib­ited a be­ha­viour much more fa­vour­able to you than what I had con­ceived: but you must also al­low, it las­ted but a very short time; and that you soon grew tired of a con­straint, for which you did not think your­self suf­fi­ciently in­dem­ni­fied by the ad­vant­age­ous idea I had of you.

			Then tak­ing ad­vant­age of my cand­our and tran­quil­lity, you did not scruple cher­ish­ing sen­ti­ments which you could not have the least doubt but would of­fend me; and whilst you was every day mul­tiply­ing and ag­grav­at­ing the wrongs you did me, I en­deav­oured to for­get them, and even offered you an op­por­tun­ity, in some meas­ure, of re­dress­ing them. My re­quis­i­tion was so fair, that you even thought you could not re­fuse it, but as­sert­ing a right from my in­dul­gence, you made use of it to de­mand a per­mis­sion, which doubt­less I ought not to have gran­ted, and which yet you ob­tained. The con­di­tions an­nexed to it you did not ob­serve; your cor­res­pond­ence was such, that each let­ter made it a duty to an­swer you no more. Even at the very time when your ob­stin­acy ob­liged me to in­sist on your go­ing away, that by a blame­able con­des­cen­sion I sought the only means which, con­sist­ent with duty, was al­lowed me not to break en­tirely with you. But an humble sen­ti­ment has no value in your eyes. You des­pise friend­ship; and in your mad in­tox­ic­a­tion, ri­dicul­ing misery and shame, you seek noth­ing but vic­tims and pleas­ure.

			As fickle in your pro­ceed­ings, as con­trary to your own prin­ciples in your charges, you for­get your prom­ises, or you make a jest of vi­ol­at­ing them; and after con­sent­ing to de­part from me, you come back without be­ing re­called, without pay­ing the least re­gard to my so­li­cit­a­tions or my reas­ons, without even the de­cency of a no­tice. You ven­tured to ex­pose me to a sur­prise, which, al­though very simple in it­self, might have been in­ter­preted very un­fa­vour­ably for me by the per­sons who were present, and, far from en­deav­our­ing to dis­sip­ate this mo­ment of em­bar­rass­ment you gave birth to, you care­fully sought to aug­ment it. At table you chose pre­cisely to place your­self be­side me. A slight in­dis­pos­i­tion ob­liged me to go out be­fore any of the com­pany; and in­stead of pay­ing any re­spect to my solitude, you bring them all to dis­turb me. Be­ing re­turned again in­to the sa­loon, if I move, you fol­low me; if I speak, you al­ways reply to me. The most in­dif­fer­ent word is a pre­tence for you to bring on a con­ver­sa­tion, which I do not wish to hear, and which of­ten may bring my name in ques­tion; for not­with­stand­ing all your ad­dress, Sir, I be­lieve oth­ers can see as well as me.

			Thus, then, re­duced to a state of in­ac­tion and si­lence, you nev­er­the­less con­tin­ue to pur­sue me. I can­not lift my eyes without meet­ing yours. I am in­cess­antly ob­liged to turn my looks from you; and by an in­con­sequence, you fix the eyes of the whole com­pany on me, at a time when I could even wish to hide my­self from my own.

			Yet you com­plain of my be­ha­viour, and are as­ton­ished at my anxi­ety to fly from you. Blame rather my in­dul­gence, and be as­ton­ished I did not set out the mo­ment you ar­rived. I ought to have done it; per­haps you will yet ob­lige me to this vi­ol­ent, though ne­ces­sary meas­ure, if you do not cease your of­fens­ive pur­suits. No; I nev­er will for­get what I owe to my­self, what I owe to the ob­lig­a­tions I have taken, which I re­spect and cher­ish. Be as­sured, if I should ever be re­duced to the un­happy choice of sac­ri­fi­cing my­self or them, I would not hes­it­ate a mo­ment.

			
				
					Sept. 16, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					79
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I thought to have gone a-hunt­ing this morn­ing, but it is most hor­rible weath­er. I have no book to read but a new ro­mance that would tire a board­ing-school girl. We shall not break­fast these two hours; there­fore, not­with­stand­ing my long let­ter of yes­ter­day, I will still chat with you, and am con­fid­ent you will not think me te­di­ous, for I will en­ter­tain you con­cern­ing the very hand­some Pre­van.

			So you know noth­ing at all about this fam­ous ad­ven­ture which sep­ar­ated the in­sep­ar­ables. I would ven­ture to lay a wager, you will re­col­lect it at the first word. I will give it you, how­ever, since you de­sire it.

			You may re­mem­ber all Par­is was as­ton­ished, three wo­men equally hand­some, equally pos­sess­ing the same tal­ents, and hav­ing the same pre­ten­sions, should re­main so in­tim­ately con­nec­ted since the time of their ap­pear­ance in the world. At first it was ima­gined it pro­ceeded from their great timid­ity; but soon sur­roun­ded by a num­ber of gal­lants, whose homages they shared, they soon began to feel their con­sequence, by the eager­ness and as­siduity with which they were fol­lowed. Still their uni­on be­came the stronger. One would have ima­gined the tri­umph of one was also that of the oth­er two; how­ever, every­one flattered him­self that love would cause a rival­ship. Those fair ones con­ten­ded for the hon­our of the apple of dis­cord; and I my­self would have been a com­pet­it­or, if the high repu­ta­tion the Count­ess de ——— was in at that time would have per­mit­ted me to have com­mit­ted an in­fi­del­ity be­fore I had ob­tained the con­sum­ma­tion of my de­sires.

			How­ever, our three beau­ties that same car­ni­val made their choice, as if in con­cert; and far from ex­cit­ing any dis­turb­ance, it rendered their friend­ship more in­ter­est­ing by the charms of con­fid­ence.

			The crowd of un­for­tu­nate pre­tend­ers co­alesced with the en­vi­ous wo­men, and this scan­dal­ous con­stancy was sub­mit­ted to pub­lic cen­sure. Some pro­mul­gated, that in this so­ci­ety of the in­sep­ar­ables, so called at that time, the fun­da­ment­al law was, that everything should be in com­mon, that love even was sub­ser­vi­ent to the same law. Oth­ers as­ser­ted, that the three lov­ers were not ex­empt from rivals. Oth­ers went so far as to say, they had only been ad­mit­ted for de­cency sake, and had only ob­tained a sine­cure title.

			These re­ports, wheth­er true or false, had not their wished-for ef­fect; the three couple per­ceived plainly they were un­done if they sep­ar­ated at this peri­od, there­fore re­solved to stem the tor­rent. The pub­lic, who soon tire of everything, shortly gave up a fruit­less scan­dal. Car­ried away by their nat­ur­al lev­ity, they were en­gaged in oth­er pur­suits. Re­turn­ing again to this, with their usu­al in­con­sequence, they changed their cri­ti­cisms to com­mend­a­tions. As everything is here fash­ion­able, the en­thu­si­asm gained ground, and be­came a per­fect rage, when Pre­van un­der­took to veri­fy those prodi­gies, and to fix the pub­lic opin­ion and his own on them.

			He then laid him­self out for those mod­els of per­fec­tion. Be­ing eas­ily ad­mit­ted in­to their so­ci­ety, from thence he drew a fa­vour­able omen; he very well knew, those who lived in a happy state were not so ac­cess­ible; and soon per­ceived the so-much-boas­ted hap­pi­ness, like that of kings, was more en­vied than de­sir­able. He ob­served among those pre­ten­ded in­sep­ar­ables, they began to seek for pleas­ures abroad, they were of­ten ab­sent; from thence he con­cluded, the ties of love or friend­ship were already re­laxed or broken; that those of self-love and habit still pre­served some kind of strength.

			Still the wo­men, whom ne­ces­sity kept to­geth­er, pre­served the same ap­pear­ance of in­tim­acy among them­selves: but the men, more free in their pro­ceed­ings, found du­ties to ful­fil, or busi­ness to do, which they al­ways lamen­ted, but nev­er­the­less did not neg­lect; their meet­ings were thus scarcely ever com­plete.

			This be­ha­viour was very use­ful to the as­sidu­ous Pre­van, who be­ing, in course, at liberty with the wid­ow of the day, al­tern­ately found an op­por­tun­ity of of­fer­ing the same homage to the three friends. He read­ily saw, if he made a choice, it would be his de­struc­tion; the shame of be­ing dis­covered to be the first trans­gressor would de­ter the one who had the pref­er­ence, and the van­ity of the two oth­ers would render them mor­tal en­emies of the new lov­er; they would not fail to dis­play all their re­sent­ment against him, and jeal­ousy would cer­tainly re­call a rival, who, per­haps, might be trouble­some. Thus everything was at­ten­ded with dif­fi­culty: but in his triple pro­ject, everything was made easy; each wo­man was in­dul­gent, be­cause she was in­ter­ested, and each man, be­cause he thought he was not.

			Pre­van was en­gaged to only one wo­man at that time. For­tu­nately for him, the sac­ri­fice was not very dif­fi­cult, as she be­came cel­eb­rated. The ad­dresses of a great prince, which had been dex­ter­ously re­jec­ted, to­geth­er with her be­ing a for­eign­er, had drawn the at­ten­tion of the court and town upon her. Her lov­er shared the hon­our, and made a very good use of it with his new mis­tresses; the only dif­fi­culty was, to carry on those three in­trigues in front, whose march should be reg­u­lated by the move­ments of the slow­est: and I have been as­sured by one of his con­fid­ents, that his greatest trouble was to re­tard one of them who was ripe a fort­night be­fore the oth­ers.

			At length the ex­pec­ted day came. Pre­van, who had ob­tained the con­sent of them all, reg­u­lated their mo­tions in the fol­low­ing man­ner: One of the hus­bands was ab­sent, an­oth­er was to go on a jour­ney early the next morn­ing, the third re­mained in town. The in­sep­ar­able friends had agreed to sup with the fu­ture wid­ow; but the new mas­ter would not suf­fer any of the old ser­vants to be in­vited. The morn­ing of the same day, he di­vided in­to three lots the fair for­eign­er’s let­ters. In the one he en­closed her pic­ture; in the second, an amor­ous cipher she her­self had drawn; the third en­closed a lock of her hair. Each re­ceived her share of sac­ri­fice, and, in re­turn, con­sen­ted to send to their dis­carded lov­ers, let­ters of dis­mis­sion.

			That was do­ing a great deal; but yet was not enough. She whose hus­band was in town, was at liberty dur­ing the day only; and it was agreed, that a feigned in­dis­pos­i­tion should pre­vent her from sup­ping with her friend, but the even­ing should be ded­ic­ated to Pre­van; the night was gran­ted by her whose hus­band was out of town; and day­light, the time the third hus­band was to set off, was the happy mo­ment al­lot­ted for the oth­er.

			Pre­van, who neg­lects noth­ing, flies to the fair for­eign­er’s in an ill hu­mour, which soon spread, and leaves her, after an al­ter­ca­tion which brought on a quar­rel that en­sured him leave of ab­sence for twenty-four hours at least. His dis­pos­i­tions thus made, he re­turned home, to take some re­pose; but oth­er af­fairs awaited him.

			The let­ters of dis­mis­sion had opened the eyes of the dis­carded lov­ers; none of them had the least doubt but that he was sac­ri­ficed to Pre­van: and the vex­a­tion of be­ing tricked, with the mor­ti­fic­a­tion of be­ing dis­carded, they all three, as if in con­cert, but without com­mu­nic­at­ing with each oth­er, re­solved to have sat­is­fac­tion, and de­man­ded it ac­cord­ingly of their for­tu­nate rival.

			So that at his ar­rival he found three chal­lenges, which he nobly ac­cep­ted: but un­will­ing to lose the pleas­ure or repu­ta­tion of this ad­ven­ture, he fixed the meet­ing for the next morn­ing, all three at the same hour and place, at one of the gates of the wood of Boulogne.

			Night be­ing come, he run his triple ca­reer with equal suc­cess; at least, he has since vaunted, that each of his new mis­tresses had re­ceived three times the pledges of his love. Here, as you may well ima­gine, the proofs are de­fi­cient. All that can be re­quired from the im­par­tial his­tor­i­an is to re­quest the in­cred­u­lous read­er to re­mark, that van­ity, and an ex­al­ted ima­gin­a­tion can bring forth prodi­gies. Moreover, the, morn­ing that was to fol­low so bril­liant a night, seemed to ex­cuse cir­cum­spec­tion for the events of the day. The fol­low­ing facts have, how­ever, a great­er de­gree of cer­tainty.

			Pre­van came punc­tu­ally to the place ap­poin­ted, where he found his three rivals, who were a little sur­prised at meet­ing each oth­er, and per­haps, partly con­soled on see­ing the com­pan­ions of their mis­for­tunes. He ac­cos­ted them with an af­fable and cava­lier air, and made them the fol­low­ing speech, which has been faith­fully re­lated to me:

			“Gen­tle­men,” said he, “meet­ing here to­geth­er, you cer­tainly guess that you have all the same sub­ject of com­plaint against me. I am ready to give you sat­is­fac­tion: but let chance de­cide between you, which of you three will be the first to re­quire a sat­is­fac­tion that you have all an equal right to. I have brought neither wit­ness nor second. I had not any in the com­mis­sion of the of­fence: I do not re­quire any in the re­par­a­tion.” Then, agree­able to his char­ac­ter of a gamester, “I know,” says he, “one sel­dom holds in three hands run­ning; but be my fate what it will, the man has lived long enough who has gained the love of the wo­men and the es­teem of the men.”

			Whilst his ad­versar­ies, as­ton­ished, si­lently looked on each oth­er, and, per­haps, hurt at the in­del­ic­acy of this triple com­bat, which made the party very un­equal, Pre­van re­sumed, “I will not con­ceal from you, that last night has been a very fa­tiguing one. It would be but gen­er­ous to give me time to re­cruit. I have giv­en or­der to pre­pare a break­fast; do me the hon­our to ac­cept of it. Let us break­fast to­geth­er with good hu­mour. One may fight for such trifles; but I don’t think it should have any ef­fect on our spir­its.”

			The break­fast was ac­cep­ted. It is said, Pre­van nev­er shone more. He not only had the ad­dress not to mor­ti­fy his rivals, but even to per­suade them, they all would have eas­ily had the same suc­cess; and made them agree, that none would have let slip the op­por­tun­ity no more than him­self. Those facts be­ing ac­know­ledged, the mat­ter was en­tirely settled; and be­fore break­fast was over, they of­ten re­peated, that such wo­men did not de­serve that men of hon­our should quar­rel about them. This idea brought on cor­di­al­ity; the wine strengthened it; so that in a short time af­ter­wards, an un­re­served friend­ship suc­ceeded ran­cour.

			Pre­van, who doubt­less liked this de­noue­ment as well as the oth­er, would not, how­ever, lose his celebrity; and dex­ter­ously form­ing his pro­jects to cir­cum­stances, “Really,” says he, “it is not of me, but of your faith­less mis­tresses you should be re­venged, and I will give you the op­por­tun­ity. I already feel, as you do, an in­jury, which I shall soon share with you; for if neither of you have been able to fix the con­stancy of one, how can I ex­pect that I can fix them all? Your quar­rel then be­comes my own. If you will sup with me to­night at my villa, I hope to give you your re­venge.” They de­sired an ex­plan­a­tion: but he answered with that tone of su­peri­or­ity, which the cir­cum­stances au­thor­ised him to take, “Gen­tle­men, I think I have already suf­fi­ciently shown you, that I know how to con­duct mat­ters; leave everything to me.” They all agreed; and hav­ing took leave of their new friend, sep­ar­ated un­til even­ing, to wait the ef­fect of his prom­ises.

			He re­turned im­me­di­ately to Par­is, and, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, waited on his new con­quests; ob­tained a prom­ise from each to take a tête-à-tête sup­per with him at his villa. Two of them star­ted some small dif­fi­culties, but noth­ing was to be re­fused after such a night. He made his ap­point­ments at an hour’s dis­tance from each oth­er, to give him the time ne­ces­sary for the matur­ing his scheme. After these pre­par­a­tions, he gave no­tice to the oth­er con­spir­at­ors, and they all im­pa­tiently ex­pec­ted their vic­tims.

			The first be­ing ar­rived, Pre­van alone re­ceived her, and with a seem­ing eager­ness led her to the sanc­tu­ary, of which she ima­gined her­self the god­dess; then re­tir­ing on some slight pre­tence, was im­me­di­ately re­placed by the in­sul­ted lov­er.

			You may guess the con­fu­sion. A wo­man who was not ac­cus­tomed to ad­ven­tures of this sort, rendered the tri­umph very easy. Every re­proach that was omit­ted, was looked on as a fa­vour; and the fu­git­ive slave, again de­livered to her first mas­ter, thought her­self happy in the hope of par­don on re­sum­ing her chains. The treaty of peace was rat­i­fied in a more sol­it­ary place; and the void scene was al­tern­ately re­placed by the oth­er act­ors in pretty much the same man­ner, but with the same fi­nale.

			Still each of the wo­men thought her­self sola in this play. Their as­ton­ish­ment is not to be de­scribed, when, called to sup­per, the three couple re­united: but their con­fu­sion was at the sum­mit, when Pre­van made his ap­pear­ance, and had the bar­bar­ity to make apo­lo­gies to the ladies, which, by dis­clos­ing their secrets, con­vinced them fully how much they had been tricked.

			They sat down, how­ever, to table, and re­cov­er­ing from their con­fu­sion, the men gave them­selves up to mirth, and the wo­men yiel­ded. It is true, their hearts were all full of ran­cour; but yet the con­ver­sa­tion was nev­er­the­less amor­ous; gaiety kindled de­sire, which brought ad­di­tion­al charms; and this as­ton­ish­ing rev­el las­ted till morn­ing. At part­ing, the wo­men had reas­on to think them­selves for­giv­en: but the men, who pre­served their re­sent­ment, en­tirely broke off the con­nec­tion the next day; and not sat­is­fied with hav­ing aban­doned their fickle ladies, in re­venge, pub­lished the ad­ven­ture. Since, one has been shut up in a con­vent, and the oth­er two are ex­iled to their es­tates in the coun­try.

			Thus you have heard Pre­van’s his­tory. And now I leave you to de­term­ine wheth­er you will add to his fame, and be yoked to his tri­umph­al chari­ot. Your let­ter has made me really un­easy; and I wait with the ut­most im­pa­tience a more ex­pli­cit and prudent an­swer to my last.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! Be dif­fid­ent of whim­sic­al or pleas­ing ideas, which you are rather apt to be read­ily se­duced by. Re­mem­ber, that in the course you run, wit alone is not suf­fi­cient: that one single im­prudent step be­comes an ir­re­medi­able evil: and per­mit prudent friend­ship to some­times guide your pleas­ures.

			Adieu! I love you not­with­stand­ing, as much as if you was ra­tion­al.

			
				
					Sept. 18, 17—.
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				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			Cecil­ia, my dear Cecil­ia! when shall we see each oth­er again? How shall I live without you? Where shall I find strength or res­ol­u­tion? No, nev­er, nev­er, shall I be able to bear this cruel ab­sence. Each day adds to my misery, without the least pro­spect of its hav­ing an end. Val­mont, who had prom­ised me as­sist­ance and con­sol­a­tion; Val­mont neg­lects, and, per­haps, for­gets me. He is with his love, and no longer ac­quain­ted with the suf­fer­ings of ab­sence. He has not wrote to me, al­though he for­war­ded me the last let­ter; and yet it is on him I de­pend to know when and by what means I shall have the hap­pi­ness to see you. He, then, can say noth­ing. You even do not men­tion a syl­lable about it. Surely it can­not be, that you no longer wish for it. Ah, my Cecil­ia! I am very un­happy. I love you more than ever: but this pas­sion, which was the de­light of my life, is now be­come my tor­ment.

			No, I will no longer live thus. I must see you, if it was but for a mo­ment. When I rise, I say to my­self I shall see her no more. Go­ing to bed, I say, I have not seen her: and not­with­stand­ing the length of the days, not a mo­ment of hap­pi­ness for me. All is grief, all is des­pair; and all those miser­ies ar­rive from whence I ex­pec­ted all my joys. You will have an idea of my situ­ation, if you add to all this, my un­eas­i­ness on your ac­count. I am in­cess­antly think­ing of you; and ever with grief. If I see you un­happy and af­flic­ted, I bear a part in your mis­for­tunes; if I see you in tran­quil­lity and con­soled, my griefs are re­doubled. Every­where and in every cir­cum­stance am I miser­able.

			Ah! it was not thus when you were here; everything was then de­light: the cer­tainty of see­ing you made ab­sence sup­port­able. You knew how I em­ployed my time. If I ful­filled any du­ties, they rendered me more worthy of you; if I cul­tiv­ated any sci­ence, it was in hopes to be more pleas­ing to you, whenev­er the dis­trac­tions of the world drew me from you. At the op­era, I sought to dis­cov­er what would please you. A con­cert re­called to my mind your tal­ents, and our pleas­ing oc­cu­pa­tions in com­pany. In my walks, I eagerly sought the most slight re­semb­lance of you. I com­pared you to all wherever you had the ad­vant­age. Every mo­ment of the day was dis­tin­guished by a new homage, and each even­ing laid the trib­ute at your feet.

			What is now left me? Mel­an­choly grief, and the slight hope which Val­mont’s si­lence di­min­ishes, and yours con­verts in­to un­eas­i­ness. Ten leagues only sep­ar­ate us: and yet this short space be­comes an in­sur­mount­able obstacle to me; and when I im­plore the as­sist­ance of my friend and of my love, both are cold and si­lent; far from as­sist­ing, they will not even an­swer me.

			What, then, is be­come of the act­ive friend­ship of Val­mont? But what is be­come of the tender sen­ti­ments which in­spired you with that read­i­ness of find­ing out means of daily see­ing each oth­er? I re­mem­ber, some­times I found my­self ob­liged to sac­ri­fice them to con­sid­er­a­tions and to du­ties. What did you then not say to me? By how many pre­texts did you not com­bat my reas­ons? I beg you will re­mem­ber, my Cecil­ia, that my reas­ons al­ways gave way to your wishes. I do not pre­tend to make any mer­it of it. What you wished to ob­tain, I was im­pa­tient to grant; but I, in turn, now make a re­quest; and what is that re­quest? Only to see you a mo­ment; to re­new, to re­ceive the as­sur­ance of etern­al love. Is it not, then, any longer your hap­pi­ness as well as mine? I re­ject this des­pond­ing idea, which is the sum­mit of misery. You love me; yes, you will al­ways love me. I be­lieve it; I am sure of it; and I shall nev­er doubt it: but my situ­ation is dread­ful, and I can no longer sup­port it. Adieu, Cecil­ia!

			
				
					Sept. 18, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			How your fears raise my com­pas­sion! How much they con­vince me of my su­peri­or­ity over you! So you want to teach me how to con­duct my­self! Ah, my poor Val­mont! what a dis­tance there is still between you and me! No; all the pride of your sex would not be suf­fi­cient to fill up the in­ter­val that is between us. Be­cause you are not able to ex­ecute my schemes, you look upon them as im­possible. It well be­comes you, who are both proud and weak, to at­tempt to de­cide on my meas­ures, and give your opin­ion of my re­sources. Upon my word, Vis­count, your ad­vice has put me out of tem­per. I can­not con­ceal it.

			That to hide your in­cred­ible awk­ward­ness with your Pres­id­ente, you should dis­play as a tri­umph the hav­ing dis­con­cer­ted for a mo­ment this weak wo­man who loves you, I am not dis­pleased. That you should have ob­tained from her a look, I smile, and pass over. That feel­ing, in spite of you, the in­sig­ni­fic­ancy of your con­duct, you should hope to de­ceive my at­ten­tion, by flat­ter­ing me with the sub­lime ef­fort you have made to bring to­geth­er two chil­dren, who are eager to see each oth­er, and who, I will take upon me to say, are in­debted to me only for this eager­ness; that I will also pass over. That, lastly, you should plume your­self on those bril­liant acts, to tell me in a ma­gis­teri­al tone, that it is bet­ter em­ploy one’s time in ex­ecut­ing their pro­jects than in re­lat­ing them; that van­ity hurts me not; I for­give it. But that you should take upon you to ima­gine I stand in need of your prudence; I should go astray, if I did not pay a prop­er re­gard to your ad­vice; that I ought to sac­ri­fice a whim, or a pleas­ure, to it: upon my word, Vis­count, that would be rais­ing your pride too much for the con­fid­ence which I have con­des­cen­ded to place in you.

			What have you then done, that I have not sur­passed by a mil­lion of de­grees? You have se­duced, ruined sev­er­al wo­men: but what dif­fi­culties had you to en­counter? What obstacles to sur­mount? Where is the mer­it that may be truly called yours? A hand­some fig­ure, the ef­fect of mere chance; a grace­ful­ness, which cus­tom gen­er­ally gives; some wit, it’s true, but which non­sense would upon oc­ca­sion sup­ply as well; a tol­er­able share of im­pudence, which is solely ow­ing to the fa­cil­ity of your first suc­cesses. Those, I be­lieve, are all your abil­it­ies, if I am not mis­taken; for as to the celebrity which you have ac­quired, you will not in­sist, I pre­sume, that I should set any great value on the art of pub­lish­ing or seiz­ing an op­por­tun­ity of scan­dal.

			As to your prudence and cun­ning, I do not speak of my­self, but where is the wo­man that has not more of it than you? Your very Pres­id­ente leads you like a babe.

			Be­lieve me, Vis­count, one sel­dom ac­quires the qual­it­ies one thinks un­ne­ces­sary. As you en­gage without danger, you should act without pre­cau­tion. As for you men, your de­feats are only a suc­cess the less. In this un­equal struggle, our good for­tune is not to be losers; and your mis­for­tune, not to be gain­ers. When I would even grant you equal tal­ents with us, how much more must we sur­pass you by the ne­ces­sity we are un­der of em­ploy­ing them con­tinu­ally?

			Let us sup­pose, that you make use of as much ad­dress to over­come us, as we do to de­fend ourselves, or to sur­render; you will, at least, agree with me, it be­comes use­less after you suc­ceed. En­tirely taken up with some new in­clin­a­tion, you give way to it without fear, without re­serve; its dur­a­tion is a mat­ter of no con­sequence to you.

			And really those re­cip­roc­al at­tach­ments, giv­en and re­ceived, to speak in the love cant, you alone have it in your power to keep or break. Happy yet do the wo­men think them­selves, when in your fickle­ness you prefer secrecy to scan­dal, or are sat­is­fied with a mor­ti­fy­ing aban­don­ment, and that you do not make the idol of today the vic­tim of to­mor­row.

			But if an un­for­tu­nate wo­man should first feel the weight of her chains, what risks does she not run if she at­tempts to ex­tric­ate her­self from them, if she should dare to struggle against them? She trem­bling strives to put away the man her heart de­tests. If he per­sists, what was gran­ted to love must be giv­en to fear; her arms are open, while her heart is shut; her prudence should un­tie with dex­ter­ity those same bonds you would have broken. She is without re­source, at the mercy of her en­emy, if he is in­cap­able of gen­er­os­ity, which is sel­dom to be met with in him; for if he is some­times ap­plauded for pos­sess­ing it, he is nev­er blamed for want­ing it.

			You will not, doubt­less, deny those self-evid­ent pro­pos­i­tions. If, how­ever, you have seen me dis­pos­ing of opin­ions and events; sub­ject­ing those for­mid­able men to my whims and fan­cies; tak­ing from the one the will, and from the oth­er the power, of an­noy­ing me. If I have dis­covered the secret, ac­cord­ing to my rov­ing taste, to de­tach the one, and re­ject the oth­er, those de­throned tyr­ants be­com­ing my slaves; if in the midst of those fre­quent re­volu­tions, my repu­ta­tion has been still pre­served un­sul­lied; should you not from thence have con­cluded, that, born to re­venge my sex and com­mand yours, I found out means un­known to any that went be­fore me.

			Ah, keep your ad­vice and your fears for those in­fatu­ated wo­men, who call them­selves sen­ti­ment­al; whose ex­al­ted ima­gin­a­tions would make one be­lieve, that Nature had placed their senses in their heads; who, hav­ing nev­er re­flec­ted, blend in­cess­antly the lov­er with love; who, pos­sessed with that ri­dicu­lous il­lu­sion, be­lieve that he alone with whom they have sought pleas­ure is the sole trust­ee of it, and, true to en­thu­si­asm, have the same re­spect and faith for the priest that is due to the Di­vin­ity only.

			Re­serve your fears for those who, more vain than prudent, do not know when to con­sent or break off.

			But tremble for those act­ive, yet idle wo­men, whom you call sen­ti­ment­al, on whom love so eas­ily and power­fully takes pos­ses­sion; who feel the ne­ces­sity of be­ing taken up with it, even when they don’t en­joy it; and, giv­ing them­selves up without re­serve to the fer­ment­a­tion of their ideas, bring forth those soft but dan­ger­ous let­ters, and do not dread con­fid­ing in the ob­ject that causes them these proofs of their weak­ness; im­prudent creatures! who in their ac­tu­al lov­er can­not see their fu­ture en­emy.

			But what have I to do in com­mon with those in­con­sid­er­ate wo­men? When have you seen me de­part from the rules I have laid down to my­self, and aban­don my own prin­ciples? I say, my own prin­ciples, and I speak it with en­ergy, for they are not like those of oth­er wo­men, dealt out by chance, re­ceived without scru­tiny, and fol­lowed through cus­tom; they are the proofs of my pro­found re­flec­tions; I have giv­en them ex­ist­ence, and I can call them my own work.

			In­tro­duced in­to the world whilst yet a girl, I was de­voted by my situ­ation to si­lence and in­ac­tion; this time I made use of for re­flec­tion and ob­ser­va­tion. Looked upon as thought­less and heed­less, pay­ing little at­ten­tion to the dis­courses that were held out to me, I care­fully laid up those that were meant to be con­cealed from me.

			This use­ful curi­os­ity served me in the double ca­pa­city of in­struc­tion and dis­sim­u­la­tion. Be­ing of­ten ob­liged to hide the ob­jects of my at­ten­tion from the eyes of those who sur­roun­ded me, I en­deav­oured to guide my own at my will. I then learnt to take up at pleas­ure that dis­sip­ated air which you have so of­ten praised. En­cour­aged by those first suc­cesses, I en­deav­oured to reg­u­late in the same man­ner the dif­fer­ent mo­tions of my per­son. Did I feel any chag­rin, I en­deav­oured to put on an air of serenity, and even an af­fected cheer­ful­ness; car­ried my zeal so far, that I used to put my­self to vol­un­tary pain; and tried my tem­per, by seem­ing to ex­press a sat­is­fac­tion; la­boured with the same care and trouble to repress the sud­den tu­mult of un­ex­pec­ted joy. It is thus that I gained that as­cend­ancy over my coun­ten­ance which has so of­ten as­ton­ished you.

			I was yet very young and un­con­cerned, but still re­flec­ted. My thoughts were my own, and I was ex­as­per­ated to have them either sur­prised or drawn from me against my will. Provided with such arms, I im­me­di­ately began to try their util­ity. Not sat­is­fied with the close­ness of my char­ac­ter, I amused my­self with as­sum­ing dif­fer­ent ones. Con­fid­ent of my ac­tions, I stud­ied my words; I reg­u­lated the one and the oth­er ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances, and some­times ac­cord­ing to whim. From that mo­ment I be­came selfish; and no longer showed any de­sire, but what I thought use­ful to me.

			This la­bour had so far fixed my at­ten­tion on the char­ac­ters of the physiognomy, and the ex­pres­sion of the coun­ten­ance, that I ac­quired the pen­et­rat­ing glance, which ex­per­i­ence, how­ever, has taught me not to place an en­tire con­fid­ence in, but which has so sel­dom de­ceived me.

			I had scarce at­tained my fif­teenth year, when I was mis­tress of those tal­ents to which the greatest part of our fe­male politi­cians owe their repu­ta­tion, and had only at­tained the first rudi­ments of the sci­ence I was so anxious to ac­quire.

			You may well ima­gine, that like all oth­er young girls, I wanted to be ac­quain­ted with love and pleas­ure: but nev­er hav­ing been in a con­vent, hav­ing no con­fid­ant, and be­ing moreover strictly watched by a vi­gil­ant moth­er, I had only vague ideas. Nature even, which cer­tainly I have had since every reas­on to be sat­is­fied with, had not yet giv­en me any in­dic­a­tion. I may say, she si­lently wrought to per­fect her work. My head alone fer­men­ted. I did not wish for en­joy­ment; I wanted know­ledge: my strong propensity for in­struc­tion sug­ges­ted the means.

			I was sens­ible, the only man I could ap­ply to on this oc­ca­sion without danger was my con­fess­or. As soon as I was de­term­ined, I got the bet­ter of my bash­ful­ness. I ac­cused my­self of a fault I had not com­mit­ted, and de­clared I had done all that wo­men do. Those were the ex­act words: but when I spoke thus, I really had no idea of what I ex­pressed. My ex­pect­a­tions were neither en­tirely sat­is­fied, nor al­to­geth­er dis­ap­poin­ted; the dread of dis­cov­er­ing my­self pre­ven­ted my in­form­a­tion: but the good fath­er made the crime so hein­ous, that I con­cluded the pleas­ure must be ex­cess­ive; and the de­sire of tast­ing it suc­ceeded that of know­ing it.

			I don’t know how far this de­sire might have car­ried me; be­ing then totally un­ex­per­i­enced, the first op­por­tun­ity would have prob­ably ruined me: but for­tu­nately a few days after my moth­er in­formed me that I was to be mar­ried. Im­me­di­ately the cer­tainty of com­ing to the know­ledge of everything stifled my curi­os­ity, and I came a vir­gin to Mr. de Mer­teuil’s arms.

			I waited with un­con­cern the peri­od that was to re­solve my doubts; and I had oc­ca­sion for re­flec­tion, to as­sume a little fear and em­bar­rass­ment. This first night, which gen­er­ally fills the mind with so much joy or ap­pre­hen­sion, offered me only an op­por­tun­ity of ex­per­i­ence, pleas­ure, and pain. I ob­served everything with the ut­most ex­actitude, and those dif­fer­ent sen­sa­tions fur­nished mat­ter for re­flec­tion.

			This kind of study soon began to be pleas­ing: but faith­ful to my prin­ciples, and know­ing, as it were, by in­stinct, that no one ought to be less in my con­fid­ence than my hus­band, I de­term­ined, for no oth­er reas­on than be­cause I had my feel­ing, to ap­pear to him im­pass­ible. This af­fected cold­ness laid the found­a­tion for that blind con­fid­ence which he ever after placed in me: and in con­sequence of more re­flec­tion, I threw in an air of dis­sip­a­tion over my be­ha­viour, to which my youth gave a sanc­tion; and I nev­er ap­peared more child­ish than when I praised him most pro­fusely.

			Yet, I must own, at first I suffered my­self to be hur­ried away by the bustle of the world, and gave my­self up en­tirely to its most tri­fling dis­sip­a­tions. After a few months M. de Mer­teuil hav­ing brought me to his dreary coun­try house, to avoid the dull­ness of a rur­al life, I again re­sumed my stud­ies; and be­ing sur­roun­ded by people whose in­feri­or­ity sheltered me from sus­pi­cion, I gave my­self a loose in or­der to im­prove my ex­per­i­ence. It was then I was as­cer­tained that love, which is rep­res­en­ted as the first cause of all our pleas­ure, is at most but the pre­tence.

			M. de Mer­teuil’s sick­ness in­ter­rup­ted those pleas­ing oc­cu­pa­tions. I was ob­liged to ac­com­pany him to town, where he went for ad­vice. He died a short time after, as you know; and though, to take all in all, I had no reas­on to com­plain of him, nev­er­the­less I was very sens­ibly af­fected with the liberty my wid­ow­hood gave me, which had so pleas­ing a pro­spect.

			My moth­er ima­gined that I would go in­to a con­vent, or would go back to live with her: I re­fused both one and the oth­er: the only sac­ri­fice I made to de­cency was to re­turn to the coun­try, where I had yet some ob­ser­va­tions to make.

			I strengthened them by read­ing, but don’t ima­gine that it was all of that kind you sup­pose: I stud­ied my mor­als in ro­mances, my opin­ions amongst the philo­soph­ers, and even sought amongst our most severe mor­al­ists, what was re­quired of us.—Thus I was as­cer­tained of what one might do, how one ought to think, and the char­ac­ter one should as­sume. Thus fixed on those three ob­jects, the last only offered some dif­fi­culties in the ex­e­cu­tion: I hoped to con­quer them; I ru­min­ated on the means.

			I began to be dis­gus­ted with my rus­tic pleas­ures; they were not suf­fi­ciently varie­gated for my act­ive mind, and felt the ne­ces­sity of coquetry to re­con­cile me to love; not really to be sens­ible of it, but to feign it, and in­spire it in oth­ers. In vain I have been told, and had read, that this pas­sion was not to be feigned. I saw clearly, that to ac­quire it, it was suf­fi­cient to blend the spir­it of an au­thor with the tal­ent of a comedi­an. I prac­tised those two char­ac­ters, and per­haps with some suc­cess; but, in­stead of court­ing the vain ap­plause of the theatre, I de­term­ined to turn what so many oth­ers sac­ri­ficed to van­ity, to my own hap­pi­ness.

			A year was spent in those dif­fer­ent em­ploy­ments. My mourn­ing be­ing ex­pired, I re­turned to town with my grand pro­jects, but did not ex­pect the first obstacle which fell in my way.

			The aus­tere re­treat and long solitude I had been ac­cus­tomed to, had giv­en me such an air of prudery as frightened our pret­ti­est fel­lows, and left me a prey to a crowd of tire­some gal­lants, who all made pre­ten­sions to my per­son; the dif­fi­culty was, not to re­fuse them; but sev­er­al of those re­fus­als were not agree­able to my fam­ily: I lost in those do­mest­ic broils the time which I flattered my­self to make so charm­ing a use. I was ob­liged then to re­call the one, and dis­perse the oth­ers, to be guilty of some frivolit­ies, and to take the same pains to hurt my repu­ta­tion that I had taken to pre­serve it. In this I eas­ily suc­ceeded, as you may very well ima­gine; but, not be­ing swayed by any pas­sion, I only did what I judged ne­ces­sary, and dealt out prudently some little acts of volat­il­ity.

			As soon as I had ac­com­plished my aim, I stopped short, gave the cred­it of my re­form­a­tion to some wo­men, who not hav­ing any pre­ten­sions to beauty or at­trac­tions, wrapt them­selves up in mer­it and vir­tue. This res­ol­u­tion was of great im­port­ance, and turned out bet­ter than I could have ex­pec­ted; those grate­ful du­en­nas be­came my apo­lo­gists, and their blind zeal for what they called their own work, was car­ried to such a length, that upon the least con­ver­sa­tion that was held about me, the whole prude party ex­claimed shame and scan­dal! The same means ac­quired me also the good opin­ion of our wo­men of tal­ents, who, con­vinced that I did not pur­sue the same ob­jects they did, chose me for the sub­ject of their praise, whenev­er they as­ser­ted they did not scan­dal­ize every­body.

			How­ever, my former con­duct brought back the lov­ers; to keep the bal­ance even between them and my new fe­male friends, I ex­hib­ited my­self as a wo­man not averse to love, but dif­fi­cult, and whom the ex­cess of del­ic­acy rendered su­per­i­or to love.

			Then I began to dis­play upon the grand theatre the tal­ents I had ac­quired: my first care was to ac­quire the name of in­vin­cible; in or­der to ob­tain it, the men who were not pleas­ing to me were the only ones whose ad­dresses I seemed to ac­cept. I em­ployed them use­fully in pro­cur­ing me the hon­ours of res­ist­ance, whilst I gave my­self up without dread to the fa­voured lov­er; but my as­sumed timid­ity nev­er per­mit­ted him to ap­pear with me in pub­lic com­pany, whose at­ten­tion was al­ways thus drawn off to the un­for­tu­nate lov­er.

			You know how ex­ped­i­tious I am in my de­cisions; this pro­ceeds from my ob­ser­va­tion, that it is al­ways the pre­par­at­ory steps which be­tray wo­men’s secrets. Let one do what they will, the ton is nev­er the same be­fore as after suc­cess. This dif­fer­ence does not es­cape the at­tent­ive ob­serv­er; and I have found it al­ways less dan­ger­ous to be mis­taken in my choice, than to suf­fer my­self to be seen through; I moreover gain by this con­duct, to re­move prob­ab­il­it­ies on which only a judg­ment may be formed.

			Those pre­cau­tions, and that of nev­er cor­res­pond­ing, to give any proof of my de­feat, may ap­pear sat­is­fact­ory; how­ever, I nev­er thought them suf­fi­cient. Ex­amin­ing my own heart, I stud­ied that of oth­ers; then I found, there is no per­son whatever who has not a secret that it is im­port­ant should not be re­vealed; an es­tab­lished truth of which an­tiquity seems to have been more sens­ible than we are, and of which, per­haps, the his­tory of Sam­son may have been an in­geni­ous em­blem. Like an­oth­er De­li­l­ah, I al­ways em­ployed my power in dis­cov­er­ing this im­port­ant secret. Ah! how many of our mod­ern Sam­sons do I not hold by the hair un­der my scis­sors! Those I have no dread of; they are the only ones that I some­times take a pleas­ure in mor­ti­fy­ing. More pli­ant with oth­ers, I en­deav­our to render them fickle, to avoid ap­pear­ing in­con­stant my­self. A feigned friend­ship, an ap­par­ent con­fid­ence, some gen­er­ous deal­ings, the flat­ter­ing idea that each was pos­sessed with, of be­ing my only lov­er, has se­cured dis­cre­tion; in short, when all those means have failed, I have known how to stifle be­fore­hand, (fore­see­ing my rap­ture), un­der the cloak of ri­dicule and calumny, the cred­it those dan­ger­ous men might ob­tain.

			What I now tell you, you have of­ten seen me put in prac­tice; and yet you call my prudence in ques­tion! Don’t you re­col­lect, when you first began your court­ship to me? I nev­er was more flattered; I sighed for you be­fore I saw you. Cap­tiv­ated by your repu­ta­tion, you seemed to be want­ing to my glory; I burned with the de­sire of en­coun­ter­ing you face to face; it was the only one of my in­clin­a­tions that ever took a mo­ment’s as­cend­ancy over me; yet, had you been in­clined to ru­in me, what means had you in your power? Idle con­ver­sa­tions that leave no traces after them, that your repu­ta­tion even would have rendered sus­pi­cious, and a set of facts without prob­ab­il­ity, the sin­cere re­cit­al of which would have had the ap­pear­ance of a ro­mance badly as­sim­il­ated. It is true, you have since been in pos­ses­sion of all my secrets; but you are sens­ible how our in­terests are united, and which of us two ought to be taxed with im­prudence.17

			Since I am in the hu­mour of giv­ing you an ac­count of my­self, I will do it with the ut­most ex­actitude.—I think I hear you say I’m at least at the mercy of my cham­ber­maid! Truly, if she is not in the secret of my sen­ti­ments, she is at least in that of my ac­tions. When you spoke to me on this sub­ject formerly, I only answered you, I was sure of her; the proof this an­swer was then suf­fi­cient to make you easy, is, you have since con­fided in her, and for your own ac­count; but now Pre­van gives you um­brage, that your head is turned, I doubt much you’ll not take my word: you must, then, be edi­fied.

			First, this girl is my foster-sis­ter; this tie, which ap­pears noth­ing to us, has a great in­flu­ence with people of her con­di­tion: moreover, I am in pos­ses­sion of her secrets; she is the vic­tim of a love in­trigue, and would have been ruined if I had not saved her. Her par­ents, armed at all points with sen­ti­ments of hon­our, wanted to have her shut up: they ap­plied to me about it; I in­stantly saw how use­ful their re­sent­ment might be to me, and seconded their in­ten­tions; so­li­cited the or­der from court, which I ob­tained; then sud­denly, pre­fer­ring clem­ency, brought her par­ents round, em­ploy­ing my cred­it with the old min­is­ter of state, and pre­vailed on them to depute me the trust­ee in this busi­ness, to stop or de­mand the ex­e­cu­tion of it, ac­cord­ing as I should think the be­ha­viour of the girl would de­serve. She knows, then, her fate rests in my hands; and if, which is im­possible, those power­ful motives would not pre­vent, is it not evid­ent, that her con­duct be­ing laid open, and her pun­ish­ment au­then­tic­ated, it would soon wipe away all cred­it to her tale?

			Add to all these pre­cau­tions, which I call fun­da­ment­al ones, a thou­sand oth­ers, either loc­al or even­tu­al, that re­flec­tion and habitude would pro­duce, if need­ful, the de­tail of which would be too minute, but the prac­tice very im­port­ant, and which you must take the trouble to col­lect in the whole of my con­duct, if you want to ar­rive at the know­ledge of them.

			But to pre­tend that I, who have taken so much pains, should not re­ceive any be­ne­fit, after hav­ing raised my­self so much above oth­er wo­men by my as­sidu­ous la­bours;—that I should con­sent to creep, like them, between im­prudence and timid­ity; but, above all, I should dread a man so far as to find my sal­va­tion only in flight. No, Vis­count; I must con­quer or per­ish. As to Pre­van, I must and will have him. He will tell, you say: but he shall not tell. This, in a few words, is our ro­mance.

			
				
					Sept. 20, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					82
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			My God! what trouble your let­ter gives me! I had great reas­on, to be sure, to be im­pa­tient to re­ceive it. I ex­pec­ted to have re­ceived some con­sol­a­tion, and am now more af­flic­ted than ever. I could not help cry­ing when I read it. But that is not what I re­proach you with; for I have of­ten cried already upon your ac­count, without giv­ing me so much trouble: but now the case is altered.

			What is it, then, you mean to say? That your love is now a tor­ment to you; that you can’t live any longer thus, nor bear to be so cir­cum­stanced? What! will you cease lov­ing me, be­cause it is not quite so easy to see me as formerly? Don’t think I am hap­pi­er than you; on the con­trary: but I love you the more not­with­stand­ing. If Mr. de Val­mont has not wrote to you, it is not my fault. I could not pre­vail on him; be­cause I have nev­er been alone with him; we have agreed nev­er to speak to one an­oth­er be­fore com­pany; and all upon your ac­count, that he may the soon­er do what you would have him. I don’t say, but what I wish it as well as you; and you ought to be very sure of it: but what would you have me do? If you think it is so easy, find out the way; it is what I wish for as much as you do.

			Do you think it so pleas­ing to be scol­ded every day by mamma? She who be­fore nev­er said any­thing to me, now it is worse than if I was in a con­vent. I used to be con­soled think­ing it was for you; even some­times, I was very glad of it. Now I per­ceive you are vexed without my giv­ing any oc­ca­sion for it. I am more mel­an­choly than for any­thing that has happened till now.

			Noth­ing can be more dif­fi­cult than to re­ceive your let­ters; so that if Mr. de Val­mont was not so com­plais­ant and dex­ter­ous as he is, I should not know what to do; and it is still more dif­fi­cult to write to you. In the morn­ing I dare not, be­cause my mamma is al­ways near me, and comes every mo­ment in­to my cham­ber. Some­times I can do it in the af­ter­noon, un­der pre­tence of singing or play­ing on the harp. I must stop at the end of every line, that they may hear me play. For­tu­nately my cham­ber­maid falls asleep some­times at night, and I tell her I can go to bed very well alone; that she may go, and leave me the candle; I am some­times ob­liged to hide be­hind the cur­tain, that no one may see the light, and listen; for, on the least noise, I hide everything in my bed, lest any­one should come. I wish you were only here to see: you would be con­vinced one must have a great af­fec­tion to do all this. In short, you may de­pend I do everything in my power.

			I can’t help telling you I love you, and will al­ways love you. I nev­er told you so with more sin­cer­ity, yet you are angry. You as­sure me, how­ever, be­fore I told you so, that it would be enough to make you happy; you can’t deny it, for it is in your let­ters: al­though I have them no longer, I re­mem­ber it as well as when I used to read them every day; and be­cause we are now ab­sent, you have altered your mind; but this ab­sence will not last forever, per­haps. Good God! how un­happy I am; and you are the cause of it all.

			Now I think of it, about your let­ters; I hope you have kept all those that mamma took from me, and that she sent you back. Surely the time will come, when I shan’t be so closely watched as I am at present, and you will give them to me again. How happy shall I be, when I can keep them al­ways, without any­one pry­ing in­to them.—Now, I re­turn them back to Mr. de Val­mont, as it would oth­er­wise be run­ning too great a risk, and yet I nev­er re­turn any but it gives me a great deal of trouble.

			Adieu, my dear friend! I love you with all my heart, and I will love you all my life. I hope now you will not be vexed any more; if I was sure of it, I would not be so my­self. Write to me as soon as you can, for I find that un­til then I shall be al­ways un­easy.

			
				From the Castle of ———

				Sept. 21, 17—.
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					83
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont, to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			For heav­en’s sake, Madam, let us re­new the con­ver­sa­tion so un­for­tu­nately in­ter­rup­ted, that I may con­vince you how dif­fer­ent I am from the odi­ous pic­ture that has been drawn of me, and may, at least, en­joy that ami­able con­fid­ence you placed in me. How many charms do you not add to vir­tue! How you em­bel­lish and make us cher­ish vir­tu­ous sen­ti­ments! It is there you are truly en­chant­ing; that is the strongest of all se­duc­tions; it is the only one which is truly re­spect­able and power­ful.

			It is enough to see you, to wish to please you; and to con­verse with you, to aug­ment this wish: but he that has the hap­pi­ness to know you, who can some­times read your mind, soon gives way to a more noble en­thu­si­asm, and, struck with ven­er­a­tion as with love—in your per­son ad­ores the im­age of all the vir­tues. Formed, per­haps, more than any oth­er, to cher­ish and ad­mire them, but led away by some er­rors that had fatally drawn me from vir­tue, it is you have brought me back, who have again made me feel all its charms. Would you im­pute, then, to crimin­al­ity this new af­fec­tion? Will you blame your own work? Would you re­proach your­self the in­terest you ought to take in it?—How can you dread so vir­tu­ous a sen­ti­ment, and what hap­pi­ness can be great­er than to ex­per­i­ence it?

			My af­fec­tion fright­ens you. You think it too vi­ol­ent, too im­mod­er­ate; qual­i­fy it, then, by a softer pas­sion. Do not re­ject the obed­i­ence I of­fer you, which I now swear nev­er to with­draw my­self from, and in which I shall be ever vir­tu­ously em­ployed. What sac­ri­fice would be pain­ful when your heart could dis­pense the re­ward? Where is the man so un­think­ing as not to know how to en­joy the priva­tions he im­poses on him­self; who would not prefer a word or a look which should be gran­ted him, to all the en­joy­ments he could steal or sur­prise? And yet you have be­lieved me to be such a man, and have dreaded me. Ah! why is not your hap­pi­ness de­pend­ent on me? How pleas­ingly should I be avenged in mak­ing you happy! But the in­flu­ence of bar­ren friend­ship will not pro­duce it; it is love alone can real­ize it.

			This word alarms you; and, pray, why? A tender at­tach­ment, a stronger uni­on, con­geni­al thoughts, the same hap­pi­ness as the same sor­rows; what is there in this that is for­eign to you? Yet such is love; such is, at least, the pas­sion you have in­spired, and which I feel. It is it that cal­cu­lates without in­terest, and rates the ac­tions ac­cord­ing to their mer­it, and not their value, the in­ex­haust­ible treas­ure of sens­it­ive souls; everything be­comes pre­cious formed for it or by it.

			Those strik­ing truths, so easy to put in prac­tice, what have they in them fright­ful? What fears can a man of sens­ib­il­ity oc­ca­sion you, to whom love will nev­er per­mit any oth­er hap­pi­ness than yours. It is now the only vow I make. I would sac­ri­fice everything to ful­fil it, ex­cept the sen­ti­ment it in­spires, which, if you even con­sent to ad­mit, you shall reg­u­late at will. But let us not suf­fer it to part us, when it ought to re­unite us, if the friend­ship you have offered me is not a fu­tile word. If, as you told me yes­ter­day, it is the soft­est sen­ti­ment your soul is cap­able of, let it stip­u­late between us; I shall not chal­lenge its de­cree: but in erect­ing it the judge of love, let it, at least, con­sent to hear its de­fence. To re­fuse to ad­mit it would be un­just, which is not the char­ac­ter­ist­ic of friend­ship.

			A second con­ver­sa­tion will not be at­ten­ded with more in­con­veni­ence than the first; chance may fur­nish the op­por­tun­ity; you might even ap­point the time. I will read­ily be­lieve I am wrong: but would you not rather re­call me by reas­on, than to com­bat my opin­ion? And do you doubt my do­cil­ity? If I had not been in­ter­rup­ted, per­haps I had already been brought over to your opin­ion; for your power over me knows no bounds.

			I will ac­know­ledge, that this in­vin­cible power to which I have sur­rendered, without dar­ing to ex­am­ine the ir­res­ist­ible charm that gives you the as­cend­ancy over my thoughts and ac­tions, of­ten alarms me; and, per­haps, this con­ver­sa­tion that I now so­li­cit may be for­mid­able to me. Per­haps, after be­ing bound down by my prom­ises, I shall see my­self re­duced to con­sume with a flame which I well feel can nev­er be ex­tin­guished, without even dar­ing to im­plore your as­sist­ance. Ah! for heav­en’s sake, Madam, do not ab­use your power over me: but if it will make you hap­pi­er, if I shall ap­pear more worthy of you, how much will my pains be softened by those con­sol­ing ideas! Yes, I feel it. Again to con­verse with you, is fur­nish­ing you with stronger arms against me: it is sub­mit­ting my­self en­tirely to your will. It is easi­er to make a de­fence against your let­ters; it is true, they are your sen­ti­ments: but you are not present to give them their full force; yet the pleas­ure of hear­ing you in­duces me to defy the danger; at least, I shall have the hap­pi­ness of think­ing I have done everything for you even against my­self, and my sac­ri­fices will be­come a homage; too happy, in be­ing able to con­vince you in a thou­sand shapes, as I feel it, in a thou­sand ways, that without self-ex­cep­tion, you are, and al­ways will be, the dearest ob­ject of my heart.

			
				
					Sept. 23, 17—.
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					84
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			You saw how we were dis­ap­poin­ted yes­ter­day. I could not find an op­por­tun­ity to de­liv­er you the let­ter I had the whole day; and I don’t know wheth­er I shall be more suc­cess­ful this day. I am afraid of hurt­ing you by my over zeal; and should nev­er for­give my­self, if by my im­prudence you should suf­fer; that would make my friend dis­trac­ted, and you miser­able. Yet I am not in­sens­ible to a lov­er’s im­pa­tience. I feel how pain­ful it is in your situ­ation to ex­per­i­ence delay in the only con­sol­a­tion you are cap­able of re­ceiv­ing at this time. By dint of think­ing on means to re­move obstacles, I have found one that will be pretty easy if you will but give your as­sist­ance.

			I think I re­marked, the key of your cham­ber door, that opens in­to the gal­lery, hangs al­ways upon your mamma’s chim­neypiece. Everything would be­come easy, if we were once in pos­ses­sion of that key; but if it is not prac­tic­able, I can pro­cure an­oth­er ex­actly sim­il­ar, which will an­swer the pur­pose: it will be suf­fi­cient I should have the key for an hour or two. You can eas­ily find an op­por­tun­ity of tak­ing it; and that it may not be missed, you have one be­long­ing to me, which re­sembles it pretty much, and the dif­fer­ence won’t be per­ceived un­less it is tried, which I don’t think will be at­temp­ted. You must only take care to tie a blue rib­bon to it, like the one that is to your own.

			You must en­deav­our to get this key to­mor­row or the next day at break­fast, be­cause it will be then easi­er to give it me, and it may be put in its place again in the even­ing, which would be the time your mamma might take no­tice of it. I can re­turn it to you at din­ner, if we act prop­erly.

			You know, when we go from the sa­loon to the din­ing room, Ma­dame de Rose­monde al­ways comes last; I will give her my hand; and all you have to do will be to quit your tapestry frame slowly, or let some­thing fall, so that you make stay a little be­hind; then you will be able to take the key, which I will hold be­hind me: but you must not neg­lect, as soon as you have taken it, to join my old aunt; and make her some com­pli­ments. If you should ac­ci­dent­ally let the key fall, don’t be dis­con­cer­ted; I will pre­tend it is my­self, and I’ll an­swer for all.

			The small con­fid­ence your mamma shows you, and the mor­ose­ness of her be­ha­viour, au­thor­ises this little de­ceit: but it is, moreover, the only means to con­tin­ue to re­ceive Dan­ceny’s let­ters, and to send him yours. Every oth­er is too dan­ger­ous, and might ir­re­triev­ably ru­in you both; and my prudent friend­ship would re­proach me forever, if I was to at­tempt any oth­er.

			When I am once mas­ter of the key, there will be still some oth­er pre­cau­tions to be taken against the noise the door and lock may make, but them are eas­ily re­moved. You will find, un­der the same clothe­spress where I left your pa­per some oil and a feath­er. You some­times go in­to your room alone, and you must take that op­por­tun­ity to oil the lock and the hinges; the only thing you have to take care of is, that no drops may fall on the floor, which might dis­cov­er you. You must also take care to wait till night comes, be­cause if you man­age this busi­ness dex­ter­ously, as I know you are cap­able of, noth­ing will ap­pear in the morn­ing.

			If, how­ever, any­thing should be per­ceived, don’t hes­it­ate to say it was the ser­vant that rubs the fur­niture; in that case, per­haps, it would be ne­ces­sary to tell the time and the con­ver­sa­tion that passed: as, that he takes this pre­cau­tion against rust for all the locks that are not con­stantly used; for you must be sens­ible it would not be very prob­able that you should be a wit­ness of it without ask­ing the reas­on. Those are little de­tails that aid prob­ab­il­ity, and prob­ab­il­ity makes lies of no con­sequence; as it takes away all curi­os­ity to veri­fy them.

			After you have read this let­ter once, I beg you to read it again, and im­print it well in your memory; for first one must un­der­stand well what one has to do, and then, again, that you should be cer­tain I have omit­ted noth­ing. As I am little used to em­ploy ar­ti­fice or cun­ning for my own oc­ca­sion, noth­ing but the strong friend­ship that I have for Dan­ceny, and my com­pas­sion for you, could de­term­ine me to make use of those in­no­cent meth­ods. I hate everything that has the ap­pear­ance of de­ceit; that is my char­ac­ter: but your mis­for­tunes so sens­ibly af­fect me, I would at­tempt everything to soften them.

			You may be­lieve, when once this com­mu­nic­a­tion is es­tab­lished between us, it will be much easi­er for me to pro­cure you a meet­ing with Dan­ceny, which he has so much at heart; but yet don’t men­tion all this to him, as it would only in­crease his im­pa­tience, and the time is not en­tirely come to sat­is­fy it. You ought rather, I think, to calm than to ir­rit­ate it; but that I leave to your own del­ic­acy. Adieu, my pretty pu­pil; for now you are my pu­pil. Love your tu­tor a little: but, above all, be very tract­able, and you will find the be­ne­fit of it. I am em­ployed in en­deav­our­ing to make you happy; which, I prom­ise you, will add much to my own.

			
				
					Sept. 24, 17—.
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					85
				

				Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			At length you will be sat­is­fied, and do me justice; no longer blend me with the rest of wo­man­kind: I have at last put an end to my ad­ven­ture with Pre­van, and you shall judge which of the two has a right to boast. The re­cit­al will not be so amus­ing as the ac­tion; neither would it be just, whilst you have done noth­ing but ar­gue well or ill on this mat­ter, you should en­joy as much pleas­ure as me, who em­ployed my time and care in this busi­ness.

			But if you have any great af­fair in hand, any en­ter­prise wherein this dan­ger­ous rival is your com­pet­it­or, re­turn; he has left you a clear stage, at least for some time; and per­haps will nev­er re­cov­er the blow I have giv­en him.

			What a happy man you are, to have me for a friend! I am your good geni­us. You lan­guish in ab­sence from the beauty that pos­sesses your heart; I speak the word, and in­stantly you are with her: you wish to be re­venged of a mis­chiev­ous wo­man: I point out the place where you are to strike, and de­liv­er her up to you: again, to set aside a for­mid­able com­pet­it­or, you still in­voke me, and I grant your pe­ti­tion. Upon my word, if you don’t em­ploy the re­mainder of your days in demon­strat­ing your grat­it­ude, you are a base man: but to re­turn to my ad­ven­ture, and its ori­gin. The ren­dez­vous giv­en out so loud at com­ing out of the op­era18 was heard, as I ex­pec­ted. Pre­van was there, and when the Mare­chale told him ob­li­gingly, that she was happy to see him, twice run­ning, on her pub­lic day, he took care to reply, that since Tues­day he had got rid of a thou­sand ap­point­ments, to have it in his power to wait upon her this even­ing; a word to the wise: how­ever, as I was de­term­ined to be cer­tain wheth­er or not I was the true ob­ject of this flat­ter­ing eager­ness, I was de­term­ined to ob­lige my new ad­mirer, to make a choice between me and his reign­ing pas­sion. I de­clared I would not play, and he made a thou­sand pre­tences not to play: thus my first tri­umph was over Lansquen­et.

			I en­grossed the bish­op of ——— for my con­ver­sa­tion; chose him on ac­count of his re­la­tion­ship with the hero of the ad­ven­ture, for whom I wished to smooth the way to make his ap­proaches: was, moreover, glad to have a re­spect­able wit­ness, who could upon oc­ca­sion an­swer for my con­duct and con­ver­sa­tion: this ar­range­ment suc­ceeded.

			After the cus­tom­ary vague chat, Pre­van hav­ing soon made him­self mas­ter of the con­ver­sa­tion, en­gaged, upon dif­fer­ent sub­jects, to en­deav­our to find out that which was most agree­able to me. The sen­ti­ment­al I re­jec­ted, as not worthy of cred­it. I stopped, by my ser­i­ous air, his gaiety, which seemed too volat­ile for an open­ing: then he re­turned to del­ic­ate friend­ship; and this was the sub­ject that en­gaged us.

			The bish­op did not come down to sup­per; Pre­van gave me his hand, and con­sequently placed him­self at table by me: I must be just; he kept up our private con­ver­sa­tion with great ad­dress, as if he was only taken up with the gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion, to which he seemed all at­ten­tion. At the dessert, a new piece was men­tioned that was to be played the Monday fol­low­ing at the French Com­edy.—I ex­pressed some re­gret at not be­ing provided with a box; he offered me his, which I re­fused, as usu­al: to which he replied, with great good hu­mour, that I did not un­der­stand him, for, cer­tainly, he would not of­fer his lodge to a per­son he did not know; he only meant to in­form me that Ma­dame la Mare­chale had the dis­pos­al of it; she ac­qui­esced to this piece of hu­mour, and I ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion. Be­ing re­turned to the sa­loon, he begged, as you may sup­pose, a seat in this box; and as the Mare­chale, who treats him very fa­mil­iarly, prom­ised it to him if he be­haved him­self well, he took the op­por­tun­ity of one of those double en­tendre con­ver­sa­tions, for which you so pro­fusely praise him, and throw­ing him­self at her knees as a naughty child, un­der pre­tence of beg­ging her ad­vice and opin­ion, he said a great many tender and flat­ter­ing things, which it was easy for me to ap­ply to my­self. Many of the com­pany not hav­ing re­turned to play after sup­per, the con­ver­sa­tion be­came more gen­er­al and less in­ter­est­ing, but our eyes spoke a great deal—I should say his, for mine had one lan­guage only, that of sur­prise; he must have ima­gined that I was as­ton­ished, and amaz­ingly taken up with the prodi­gious im­pres­sion he had made on me. I be­lieve I left him pretty well sat­is­fied; and I was no less con­ten­ted my­self.

			The Monday fol­low­ing I went to the French Com­edy, as was agreed: not­with­stand­ing your lit­er­ary curi­os­ity, I can­not give you any ac­count of the rep­res­ent­a­tion, and can only tell you, that Pre­van has an ad­mir­able tal­ent for flat­tery, and that the piece was hooted. I was some­what troubled to see an even­ing so near an end, from which I prom­ised my­self so much pleas­ure, and, in or­der to pro­long it, I re­ques­ted the Mare­chale to sup with me, which gave me an op­por­tun­ity to in­vite the lovely flat­ter­er; he only begged time to dis­en­gage him­self with the Count­esses de P——.19 This name raised my in­dig­na­tion; I saw plainly he was be­gin­ning to make them his con­fid­ants; I called to mind your prudent ad­vice, and de­term­ined—to pur­sue the ad­ven­ture, as I was cer­tain it would cure him of this dan­ger­ous in­dis­cre­tion.

			Be­ing a stranger in my com­pany, which was that night very small, he paid me the usu­al com­pli­ments, and when we went to sup­per, offered me his hand—I was wicked enough, when I ac­cep­ted it, to af­fect a light tremor, and, as I walked, to cast my eyes down­wards, ac­com­pan­ied with a dif­fi­culty of res­pir­a­tion—as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of fore­see­ing my de­feat, and to dread my con­quer­or; he in­stantly re­marked it, and the trait­or im­me­di­ately changed his tone and be­ha­viour: he was po­lite be­fore, but now be­came all ten­der­ness;—not but the con­ver­sa­tion was pretty much the same—the cir­cum­stances re­quired it; but his look was not so lively, yet more flat­ter­ing; the tone of his voice was softer; his smile was not that of art but sat­is­fac­tion; and his dis­course gradu­ally fall­ing from his sal­lies, wit gave way to del­ic­acy. Pray, good Sir, what could you have done more?

			On my side, I began to grow thought­ful to such a de­gree that it was taken no­tice of; and when I was re­proached with it, I had the ad­dress to de­fend my­self so awk­wardly, and to cast a quick, tim­id, and dis­con­cer­ted glance at Pre­van, to make him ima­gine that all my fear was lest he should guess at the cause of my con­fu­sion.

			After sup­per, I took the op­por­tun­ity, whilst the good Mare­chale was telling one of those stor­ies she had re­peated a hun­dred times be­fore, to place my­self upon my sofa, in that kind of las­sit­ude which a tender rev­er­ie brings on. I was not sorry Pre­van should see me thus; and he really did me the hon­our of a most par­tic­u­lar, at­ten­tion. You may very well ima­gine my tim­id eyes did not dare lift them­selves up to my con­quer­or, but be­ing dir­ec­ted to­wards him in a more humble man­ner, they soon in­formed me I had ob­tained my end: but still it was ne­ces­sary to per­suade him I also shared it, and as the Mare­chale said it was time to re­tire, I ex­claimed in a soft and tender tone, “Oh, good God, I was so happy there!” How­ever, I rose; but be­fore we par­ted, I asked her how she in­ten­ded to dis­pose of her­self, to have an op­por­tun­ity of say­ing, I in­ten­ded to stay at home the day after to­mor­row; on which we all par­ted.

			Then I sat down to re­flect; I had no doubt but Pre­van would im­prove the kind of ren­dez­vous I had just giv­en, that he would come time enough to find me alone, and the at­tack would be car­ried on with spir­it; but I was cer­tain that, repu­ta­tion apart, he would not be­have with that kind of fa­mili­ar­ity which no well-bred per­son ever per­mits him­self, only with in­triguing or un­ex­per­i­enced wo­men; and I did not doubt of my suc­cess, if he once let slip the word love, or if he even made any pre­ten­sion to draw it from me.

			How con­veni­ent it is to be con­nec­ted with you men of prin­ciple! Some­times the quar­rels of lov­ers dis­con­cert through timid­ity, or em­bar­rass by its vi­ol­ent trans­ports; it is a kind of fever which has its hot and cold fits, and some­times var­ies its symp­toms; but your reg­u­lar pro­gres­sions are eas­ily seen through; the first sa­luta­tion, the de­port­ment, the ton, the con­ver­sa­tion, I knew all the even­ing be­fore: I shall not, then, give you an ac­count of the con­ver­sa­tion, which you will read­ily con­ceive; only ob­serve, that in my feigned de­fence I helped him all in my power; em­bar­rass­ments to give him time to speak, bad ar­gu­ments to be dis­cussed, fears and dif­fid­ence to bring on prot­est­a­tions, the per­petu­al re­quis­i­tion from him, I beg but one word, that si­lence on my part which only seemed to make him wish for it more; and be­sides all this a hand of­ten squeezed, al­ways drawn back, and nev­er re­fused; thus a whole day would have passed, and we should have passed an­oth­er in this frivolity, per­haps would have been still en­gaged in the same, if we had not heard a coach com­ing in­to my court. This happy mis­chance made his so­li­cit­a­tions more press­ing, and when I found my­self safe from all sur­prise, after hav­ing breathed a long sigh, I gran­ted the pre­cious word. Soon after com­pany came in.

			Pre­van re­ques­ted to vis­it me the morn­ing fol­low­ing, to which I con­sen­ted; be­ing care­ful of my­self, I ordered my wait­ing maid to stay dur­ing the whole time of this vis­it in my bed cham­ber, from whence you know, one may see everything that passes in my dress­ing room. Our con­ver­sa­tion was easy, and both hav­ing the same de­sires, we were soon agreed; it was ne­ces­sary to get rid of this trouble­some spec­tat­or; that was where I waited for him.

			Then giv­ing him an ac­count of my do­mest­ic life, I eas­ily per­suaded him we should nev­er find a fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity, and he must look upon it a kind of mir­acle that which he had yes­ter­day, and was at­ten­ded with such dan­ger­ous con­sequences as might ex­pose me, as there was every in­stant com­pany com­ing in­to the sa­loon. I did not fail to add, those were long es­tab­lished cus­toms in my fam­ily, which, un­til then, had nev­er been var­ied, and at the same time in­sisted on the im­possib­il­ity of al­ter­ing them, as they would ex­pose me to the re­flec­tions of my ser­vants. He en­deav­oured to af­fect grief, to be out of hu­mour, to tell me I had very little love: you may guess what an im­pres­sion that made on me. Be­ing de­term­ined to strike the de­cis­ive blow, I called tears to my as­sist­ance. It was the real scene in Za­ra, You weep. The as­cend­ant he thought he had gained over me, and the hope he con­ceived of ru­in­ing me in his own way, sup­plied him with all the love of Oros­mane.

			This the­at­ric­al scene be­ing over, we re­turned to the set­tling our meas­ures. No prob­ab­il­ity of suc­cess in the day, our thoughts were taken up with the night; but my port­er was an in­sur­mount­able obstacle, and I could not agree to any at­tempt to cor­rupt him: he then pro­posed the small door of my garden; that I had fore­seen. I pre­ten­ded a dog there, that was quiet and si­lent in the day­time, but a mere dev­il at night. The fa­cil­ity with which I gave in­to all his schemes served to en­cour­age him, and he soon pro­posed the most ri­dicu­lous ex­pedi­ent, which was the one I ac­cep­ted.

			First, he as­sured me his do­mest­ic was as secret as him­self; there he did not de­ceive me, for one was as secret as the oth­er: I was to give a pub­lic sup­per, he would be of the party, would take his op­por­tun­ity to slip out alone, his dex­trous con­fid­ant would call his car­riage, open the door, and he, in­stead of get­ting in, would slip aside; thus, hav­ing dis­ap­peared to every­body, yet be­ing in my house, the ques­tion was, how he should get in­to my apart­ment? I must own, that at first my em­bar­rass­ment was to find out reas­ons against the pro­ject, to have the ap­pear­ance of des­troy­ing it. He answered them by proofs; noth­ing was more com­mon than this meth­od, he had of­ten made use of it; it was even the one he prac­tised most, as be­ing the least dan­ger­ous.

			Be­ing con­vinced by those un­answer­able au­thor­it­ies, I can­didly owned I had a back-stairs that led very near to my private closet; I could leave the key in the door, and he pos­sibly might shut him­self up in it, to wait there without any danger till my wo­men were re­tired; then, to give more prob­ab­il­ity to my con­sent, the mo­ment af­ter­wards I re­fused, then again con­sen­ted, only upon con­di­tion of the most per­fect sub­mis­sion and good be­ha­viour. To sum up all, I wanted to prove my af­fec­tion, but not to sat­is­fy his.

			His de­par­ture in the morn­ing, which I had for­got to men­tion, was settled to be through the little gate in the garden; as he was to go off by day­light, the Cer­ber­us would not speak a word; not a soul passed at that hour, and my people were all to be in a pro­found sleep. If you are as­ton­ished at this heap of non­sense, you must for­get our situ­ation: what busi­ness had we for bet­ter ar­gu­ments? All that he re­quired was, that the busi­ness should be known, and I was very cer­tain it nev­er should: the day after was fixed for the ex­e­cu­tion.

			Ob­serve, here is an af­fair settled, and no one has ever yet seen Pre­van in my com­pany; he of­fers his box for a new piece, I ac­cept of a place in it; I in­vite this wo­man to sup­per dur­ing the per­form­ance, in Pre­van’s pres­ence; I can scarcely dis­pense pro­pos­ing to him to make one; he ac­cepts my of­fer; two days af­ter­wards makes me a ce­re­mo­ni­al vis­it;—he comes, it is true, to vis­it me the day fol­low­ing, in the morn­ing; but be­sides, as the morn­ing vis­its are no longer ex­cep­tion­able, it be­longs to me to judge of this, and I ac­count it tri­fling.

			The fatal day be­ing come, the day on which I was to lose my vir­tue and repu­ta­tion, I gave my in­struc­tions to my faith­ful Vic­toire, and she ex­ecuted them to ad­mir­a­tion.

			When even­ing came, I had a good deal of com­pany; Pre­van was an­nounced; I re­ceived him with sin­gu­lar po­lite­ness, a proof of my slender ac­quaint­ance with him; I placed him with the Mare­chale’s party, as it was in her com­pany I had first been ac­quain­ted with him: the even­ing pro­duced noth­ing but a little note which the dis­creet lov­er found means to con­vey to me, and was burned, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom: he in­formed me, I might de­pend upon him; it was em­bel­lished with all the para­sit­ic­al phrases of love, hap­pi­ness, etc., which are nev­er want­ing upon such oc­ca­sions.

			At mid­night, the parties be­ing all fin­ished, I pro­posed a short mace­doine.20 In this pro­ject I first had in view to fa­vour Pre­van’s eva­sion, and at the same time to make it re­mark­able, which could not fail to hap­pen, con­sid­er­ing his repu­ta­tion as a gamester; I was also glad, if there should here­after be oc­ca­sion, it might be re­membered I was left alone. The game las­ted longer than I had ima­gined; the dev­il temp­ted me; I gave way to my de­sire, to con­sole the im­pa­tient pris­on­er. I was thus pro­ceed­ing to my ru­in, when I re­flec­ted, if I once sur­rendered, I should aban­don the power of keep­ing him with­in the ne­ces­sary bounds of de­cency for my pro­jects: I had strength enough to res­ist, and re­turned not in a very good hu­mour to my place at this ab­om­in­able game; at last it was fin­ished, and every­one de­par­ted: I rung for my wo­men, un­dressed my­self ex­ped­i­tiously, and sent them away.

			Only think now, Vis­count, you see me in my light robe, ap­proach­ing with a cir­cum­spect tim­id pace, and trem­bling hand, open­ing the door to my con­quer­or. The mo­ment he per­ceived me, he flew like light­ning. What shall I say? I was over­come, totally over­come, be­fore I could speak a word to stop him or de­fend my­self. Af­ter­wards he wanted to take a more com­mo­di­ous situ­ation, and more ad­ap­ted to our cir­cum­stances. He cursed his dress as an obstacle to his com­plete bliss. He would en­gage with equal arms; but my ex­treme timid­ity op­posed his de­sire, and my tender caresses did not give him time. He was em­ployed in oth­er mat­ters.

			His rights were doubled; his pre­ten­sions re­vived: then “Har­kee,” said I, “so far you have a tol­er­able pretty story for the two Count­esses de P——, and a thou­sand oth­ers: but I have a great curi­os­ity to know how you will re­late the end of this ad­ven­ture.” Then ringing with all my strength, I had my turn, my ac­tion was quick­er than his speech. He scarcely stammered out a few words, when I heard Vic­toire call­ing all my people that she had kept to­geth­er in her apart­ment, as I had ordered her; then as­sum­ing the tone of a queen, and rais­ing my voice, “Walk out, Sir,” said I, “and nev­er dare ap­pear again in my pres­ence.” On which all my ser­vants crowded in.

			Poor Pre­van was dis­trac­ted, and ima­gined murder was in­ten­ded, when in real­ity it was noth­ing but a joke, seized his sword; he was mis­taken, for my valet de chambre, a res­ol­ute lusty fel­low, grasped him round the body, and soon brought him down. I own, I was very much ter­ri­fied, ordered them not to use him ill, but let him re­tire quietly, only to take care he was put out of the house. My ser­vants obeyed my or­ders: there was a great bustle among them; they were en­raged to the highest de­gree, any­one should dare to in­sult their vir­tu­ous mis­tress; they all ac­com­pan­ied the un­for­tu­nate Che­va­lier, with all the noise and scan­dal I could wish. Vic­toire alone re­mained with me, and we re­paired the dis­order the bed had suffered.

			My people re­turned tu­mul­tu­ously; and I, still in great emo­tion, de­sired to know by what good for­tune they happened to be all up. Vic­toire said, she had giv­en a sup­per to two of her friends; that they had sat up in her apart­ment; and, in short, everything as had been agreed on. I thanked then all, de­sired them to re­tire, dir­ect­ing one of them to go im­me­di­ately for my phys­i­cian. I thought I was au­thor­ised to guard against the ef­fects of this dread­ful shock; this was the surest means to give it cur­rency, as well as celebrity.

			He came, pit­ied me much, and pre­scribed re­pose. I moreover ordered Vic­toire to go about the neigh­bour­hood in the morn­ing early to spread the news.

			Everything suc­ceeded so well, that be­fore noon, as soon as my doors were open, my de­vout neigh­bour was at my bed’s head, to know the truth and the cir­cum­stances of this hor­rible ad­ven­ture. I was ob­liged to lament with her a whole hour the cor­rup­tion of the age. Soon after, I re­ceived the en­closed note from the Mare­chale, and be­fore five, to my great as­ton­ish­ment, M——21 waited on me, to make his ex­cuses, as he said, that an of­ficer of his corps should be guilty of such an of­fence. He was in­formed of it at din­ner at the Mare­chale’s, and im­me­di­ately sent an or­der to Pre­van, put­ting him un­der ar­rest. I re­ques­ted he might be for­giv­en, which he re­fused. I thought, as an ac­com­plice, I should also be pun­ished, and kept with­in doors; I ordered my gate to be shut, and to let every­one know I was in­dis­posed.

			It is to this solitude you are in­debted for so long a let­ter. I shall write one to Ma­dame de Volanges, which she will cer­tainly read pub­licly, where you will see this trans­ac­tion as it must be re­lated.

			I for­got to tell you, that Belleroche is out­rageous, and ab­so­lutely de­term­ined to fight Pre­van. Poor fel­low! But I shall have time to cool his brain. In the mean­time, I will go to re­pose my own, which is much fa­tigued by writ­ing. Adieu, Vis­count!

			
				
					Sept. 25, 17—.
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					The Mare­chale de ——— to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

				
				(En­closed in the former.)

			
			My good God! what is this I learn, my dear Madam? Is it pos­sible that little Pre­van should be guilty of such an ab­om­in­able ac­tion to you! What is one not ex­posed to! We can be no longer safe in our own houses! Upon my word, these events are a con­sol­a­tion to age; I shall nev­er for­give my­self, as I have been partly the cause of your re­ceiv­ing such a mon­ster in­to your house; I as­sure you, if what I hear is true, he shall nev­er more set foot in mine: it is what every­one must do that has any sen­ti­ments of hon­our, if they act prop­erly.

			I have been in­formed you was very ill, and have been very un­easy about your state of health; I beg you will let me hear from you; or if you are not able to write, pray let one of your wo­men in­form me how you are. A word will be suf­fi­cient to re­lieve my anxi­ety. I should have been with you this morn­ing; but my doc­tor will not al­low me to miss a day from my bath.

			I must go this morn­ing to Ver­sailles on my neph­ew’s busi­ness.

			Farewell, dear Madam! De­pend upon my sin­cerest friend­ship.

			
				Par­is, Sept. 25, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			My dear and worthy friend, I write this in bed. The most dis­agree­able ac­ci­dent, and the most im­possible to be fore­seen, has, by the vi­ol­ent shock and chag­rin it has oc­ca­sioned, giv­en me a fit of ill­ness; not that I have any­thing to re­proach my­self with: but it is al­ways pain­ful to a vir­tu­ous wo­man, who would pre­serve the mod­esty of her sex, to have the eyes of the pub­lic fixed on her, and I would give the world to have avoided this un­happy ad­ven­ture. I do not yet know but I shall go to the coun­try un­til it is blown over. The mat­ter is thus:

			I met at the Mare­chale de ———’s a Mr. Pre­van, who you cer­tainly know by name, and was no oth­er­wise known to me; meet­ing him ac­ci­dent­ally at her house, I thought my­self safe in look­ing upon him as good com­pany; his per­son is tol­er­able, and he is not de­fi­cient in wit; chance, and be­ing tired at play, left me the only wo­man in com­pany with him and the bish­op of ———. Whilst all the oth­ers were en­gaged at lansquen­et, we chat­ted to­geth­er un­til sup­per. At table a new piece was men­tioned, which gave him an op­por­tun­ity of of­fer­ing his box to the Mare­chale, who ac­cep­ted of it; it was agreed I should at­tend her: this ap­point­ment was for Monday last at the French Com­edy. As the Mare­chale was to sup with me after the per­form­ance, I pro­posed to this gen­tle­man to ac­com­pany her; he ac­cord­ingly came. Two days after he paid me a vis­it, which passed in the usu­al con­ver­sa­tion; not a single word of any­thing re­mark­able; the day fol­low­ing he again vis­ited me in the morn­ing, which, as it was some­thing ex­traordin­ary, I thought it was bet­ter, in­stead of mak­ing him sens­ible, by my man­ner of re­ceiv­ing him, to po­litely in­form him we were not yet on so in­tim­ate a foot­ing as he seemed to think; for this reas­on I sent him that same day a ce­re­mo­ni­ous in­vit­a­tion to a sup­per which I gave the day be­fore yes­ter­day. I did not speak four words to him dur­ing the whole even­ing, and he re­tired as soon as his party was fin­ished. So far you will agree, noth­ing had the air of an in­trigue. After play was over, we made a mace­doine, which las­ted till two o’clock, and then I went to bed.

			My wo­men were gone a full half-hour, when I heard a noise in my apart­ment. I drew my cur­tain in a great fright, and saw a man com­ing in from my closet-door. I shrieked out, and re­cog­nised, by my watch light, this Mr. Pre­van, who, with a most in­con­ceiv­able ef­frontery, bid me not be alarmed, that he would clear up the mys­tery of his con­duct, and re­ques­ted me not to make any noise. Thus say­ing, he lighted a bou­gie. I was frightened to such a de­gree, that I could not speak a word; his easy and tran­quil air pet­ri­fied me still more: but he had not spoke two words, be­fore I per­ceived what this pre­ten­ded mys­tery was, and my only an­swer, as you may well be­lieve, was to ring my bell.

			By good for­tune, my ser­vants, who had been mak­ing merry with one of my wo­men, were not gone to bed. My wait­ing wo­man, when near my room, heard me speak­ing very loud, was frightened, and called all my people. Judge you what a scan­dal! They were en­raged; I thought my valet de chambre would have killed Pre­van. I must own, at that time I was very glad to have such a power­ful as­sist­ance: but on re­flec­tion, I would rather my wait­ing wo­man alone had come; she would have been suf­fi­cient, and I should, per­haps, have avoided all this noise which af­flicts me.

			The tu­mult awoke all the neigh­bours; the people talked, and since yes­ter­day the news has spread all over Par­is. Mon­sieur de Pre­van is a pris­on­er, by or­der of the com­mand­ant of his corps, who had the po­lite­ness to call on me to make an apo­logy. This im­pris­on­ment will aug­ment the noise, but I have not been able to pre­vent it. The court and city have been at my gate, which is shut to every­body. The few per­sons I have ad­mit­ted have as­sured me, every­one does me justice, and the pub­lic re­sent­ment is very high against Mon­sieur de Pre­van; he cer­tainly de­serves it: but that does not wipe away this dis­agree­able oc­cur­rence.

			Moreover, this man has cer­tainly some friends, and who knows what such friends may in­vent to my pre­ju­dice? Good God! how un­happy a young wo­man is! When she has even sheltered her­self against slander, it is not suf­fi­cient, she must also si­lence calumny.

			I beg you will let me know what you would have done, and what you would do in my situ­ation, with your opin­ion. It has al­ways been from you I re­ceived the gentlest and most prudent con­sol­a­tions: it is still from you I wish to re­ceive them. Adieu, my dear, good friend! You know the sen­ti­ments that at­tach me to you forever. I em­brace your ami­able daugh­ter, and am, etc.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 26, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					88
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Al­though I have the greatest pleas­ure in re­ceiv­ing the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny’s let­ters, and I wish as ar­dently as he does, we might see each oth­er without in­ter­rup­tion, yet I dare not ven­ture to do what you pro­pose. First, I think it too dan­ger­ous; the key you de­sire I should put in the place of the oth­er re­sembles it pretty much, it is true: but still there is some dif­fer­ence, and mama is so ex­ceed­ingly watch­ful, that noth­ing es­capes her; be­sides, though it has not been used since we came here, an ac­ci­dent might hap­pen, and if it was missed, I should be ruined forever. Moreover, it would be very wrong to have a double key; that would be too much: it is true, you would take the man­age­ment of it your­self; but yet if it should come to be known, all the re­proach would fall on me, as it would be done for me; not that there is any dif­fi­culty in the mat­ter, and I twice had a mind to take it, but some­thing came over me, and I was seized with such a tremor, my res­ol­u­tion failed me. I be­lieve, then, we had bet­ter re­main as we are.

			If you will be so good to con­tin­ue your friend­ship as you have done hitherto, you will al­ways find an op­por­tun­ity to de­liv­er me a let­ter. Even the last I should have had very read­ily, had it not been for the ac­ci­dent of your turn­ing about so sud­denly. I am very sens­ible, you can­not be al­ways taken up with those mat­ters as I am: but I would rather have a little pa­tience than run such risks. I am cer­tain Mr. Dan­ceny would be of the same opin­ion: for whenev­er he wanted any­thing I was not in­clined to, he in­stantly gave it up.

			You will find, Sir, with this let­ter, your own, Mr. Dan­ceny’s, and your key. I am, nev­er­the­less, ex­tremely ob­liged to you for your kind­ness, which I en­treat you to con­tin­ue to me. I am, in­deed, very miser­able, and should be much more so, were it not for you: but she is my moth­er, and I must have pa­tience; and provided Mr. Dan­ceny will al­ways love me, and you do not desert me, I may yet, per­haps, be happy.

			I have the hon­our to be, with the ut­most grat­it­ude, Sir, your most humble and obed­i­ent ser­vant.

			
				
					Sept. 26, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					89
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			If your af­fairs do not go on quite so rap­idly as you wish, my dear friend, it is not al­to­geth­er my fault. I have many obstacles to en­counter here. Ma­dame de Volanges’ vi­gil­ance and sever­ity are not the only ones; your young friend also throws some in my way. Wheth­er it pro­ceeds from cold­ness, or timid­ity, she will not al­ways do what I ad­vise her; and yet I think I should know bet­ter than she what is prop­er to be done.

			I had pro­posed an easy, com­mo­di­ous, and safe way of de­liv­er­ing your let­ters to her, and even to smooth the way of the in­ter­views you wish for so much; but I have not been able to de­term­ine her to make use of it. This gives me the more con­cern, as I can’t think of any oth­er means of bring­ing you to­geth­er; and I am even in­cess­antly ter­ri­fied at the danger we all three are ex­posed to on ac­count of your cor­res­pond­ence; you may then very well ima­gine, I do not choose to risk my­self, nor ex­pose you both to it.

			Still it would give me the greatest un­eas­i­ness, that your little friend’s want of con­fid­ence in me should de­prive me of the pleas­ure of be­ing use­ful to you; I think you would do well to write to her on the sub­ject. Act as you think prop­er; you are to de­term­ine; for it is not enough that we serve our friends: we must serve them in the man­ner the most pleas­ing to them­selves. It might be also one oth­er means of as­cer­tain­ing the de­gree of her af­fec­tion for you; for the wo­man who re­tains a will of her own, does not love to that de­gree she ought. Not that I have any sus­pi­cion of her con­stancy: but she is very young; she is in great awe of her moth­er, who you already know to be your en­emy; there­fore it might be dan­ger­ous to suf­fer her to wain her mind from you: how­ever, I would not have you make your­self in the least un­easy, as it is the so­li­citude of friend­ship only, and not any dif­fid­ence whatever, that makes me so ex­pli­cit.

			I must break off, as I have some im­port­ant mat­ters of my own to at­tend. I am not so far ad­vanced as you are: but my pas­sion is as ar­dent; that is my con­sol­a­tion. And was I to be un­suc­cess­ful in my own, it would be a pleas­ure to think, my time has been well em­ployed if I can be use­ful in yours. Adieu, my dear friend!

			
				Castle of ———,

				Sept. 26, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					90
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I much wish, Sir, this let­ter may not give you un­eas­i­ness; or, if it should, I hope it will be al­le­vi­ated by that which I con­fess I now ex­per­i­ence in writ­ing to you. You should, I think, by this time be suf­fi­ciently ac­quain­ted with my sen­ti­ments, to be as­sured I would not will­ingly af­flict you; and flat­ter my­self, you are in­cap­able of mak­ing me forever miser­able. I be­seech you, then, by the tender friend­ship I have pro­fessed, and those softer sen­ti­ments, and more sin­cere than any you have for me, let us no longer see one an­oth­er. Leave me; and un­til then, let us avoid par­tic­u­larly those dan­ger­ous con­ver­sa­tions, when by an un­ac­count­able at­trac­tion I am lost in at­tend­ing to what I ought not to listen to, and for­get what I in­tend to say.

			When you joined com­pany with me in the park yes­ter­day, I fully in­ten­ded telling you what I am now about to write. What was the con­sequence? Why to be totally en­gaged on a sub­ject to which I ought nev­er to listen: your love. For heav­en’s sake! de­part from me. Fear not that ab­sence should al­ter my sen­ti­ments for you; for how can I pos­sibly over­come them, when I am no longer able to con­tend with them. You see I con­fess my weak­ness, and I dread less to own it than I do to yield to it: but the com­mand I have lost over my mind, I will still pre­serve over my ac­tions; this I am de­term­ined on, were it at the ex­pense of life.

			Alas! the time is not very dis­tant, that I ima­gined my­self proof against such tempta­tions. I fe­li­cit­ated my­self on it, I fear, too much; I was, per­haps, too vain of it; and Heav­en has pun­ished, and cruelly pun­ished, that pride: but all-mer­ci­ful, even in the hour in which it strikes us, it warns me again be­fore an ut­ter fall; and I should be doubly guilty, if, be­ing sens­ible of my weak­ness, I should aban­don my prudence.

			You have of­ten told me, you would not de­sire a hap­pi­ness pur­chased at the ex­pense of my tears. Let us no longer talk of hap­pi­ness; let me, at least, re­gain some de­gree of tran­quil­lity.

			In ac­ced­ing to my re­quest, what fresh claims will you not ac­quire over my heart, and those foun­ded upon vir­tue! How I shall en­joy my grat­it­ude! I shall owe to you the hap­pi­ness of en­ter­tain­ing, without any re­morse, a sen­ti­ment of the most de­li­cious kind. Now, on the con­trary, startled at my sen­ti­ments and my thoughts, I am equally afraid of oc­cupy­ing my mind either with you or my­self. The very idea of you ter­ri­fies me. When I can­not fly from it, I com­bat it. I do not ban­ish it, but re­pulse it.

			Is it not bet­ter for us to ter­min­ate this state of trouble and anxi­ety? You, whose tender heart has even in the midst of er­rors re­mained the friend of vir­tue, you will at­tend to my dis­tressed situ­ation; you will not re­ject my pray­er. A milder but as tender an at­tach­ment will suc­ceed these vi­ol­ent agit­a­tions. Then re­gain­ing my ex­ist­ence through your be­ne­fi­cence, I will cher­ish that ex­ist­ence, and will say in the joy of my heart, the calm I now feel I owe to my friend.

			By sub­mit­ting to some slight priva­tions, which I do not im­pose upon you, but en­treat you to yield to, will you think a ter­min­a­tion of my suf­fer­ings too dearly pur­chased? Ah! if to render you happy, there was only my own con­sent that I should be un­happy, you may rely on it, I should not hes­it­ate a mo­ment: but to be­come crim­in­al! no, my friend, I shall prefer a thou­sand deaths.

			Even now, as­sailed by shame, and on the eve of re­morse, I dread all oth­ers and my­self equally. I blush when in any circle, and feel a hor­ror when in solitude. I no longer lead any but a life of grief. I can only rees­tab­lish my tran­quil­lity by your con­sent; my most laud­able res­ol­u­tions are in­suf­fi­cient to af­ford me se­cur­ity. I have formed the res­ol­u­tion I have just men­tioned no longer than yes­ter­day, and yet have passed the last night in tears.

			Be­hold your friend, her whom you love, con­foun­ded, and sup­plic­at­ing you for the pre­ser­va­tion of her re­pose and her in­no­cence. Oh, heav­en! would she ever but through your means have been re­duced to make such hu­mi­li­at­ing en­treat­ies! I, how­ever, do not re­proach you with any­thing. I feel too sens­ibly, from the ex­per­i­ence of my­self, how dif­fi­cult it is to res­ist so over­rul­ing a sen­ti­ment. A lam­ent­a­tion such as mine ought not to be deemed a mur­mur. Do, from gen­er­os­ity what I do from duty; and to all the sen­ti­ments you have in­spired me with, I shall add that of etern­al grat­it­ude. Adieu, adieu, Sir!

			
				From ———,

				Sept. 27, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					91
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			Plunged in­to con­sterna­tion as I am by your let­ter, how shall I an­swer it, Madam? Doubt­less, if the al­tern­at­ive is your un­hap­pi­ness or mine, it is my duty to sac­ri­fice my­self, and I do not hes­it­ate to do it: but con­cerns so in­ter­est­ing, mer­it, I think, full dis­cus­sion and elu­cid­a­tion; and how shall we ar­rive at that, if we are no longer to see or speak to one an­oth­er.

			What! whilst the most tender sen­ti­ments unite us, shall a vain ter­ror be able to sep­ar­ate us, per­haps, forever! Shall tender friend­ship and ar­dent love in vain en­deav­our to as­sert their rights, and their voices re­main un­at­ten­ded to! And why? what is this very ur­gent danger which threatens you? Ah! be­lieve me, such fears, and fears taken up so lightly, are in them­selves suf­fi­ciently power­ful motives for your con­sid­er­ing your­self in a state of se­cur­ity.

			Per­mit me to tell you, I can here trace again the un­fa­vour­able im­pres­sions which have been made upon you with re­gard to me. No wo­man trembles at the man she es­teems. No wo­man ban­ishes him in a marked man­ner, whom she has thought worthy of some de­gree of friend­ship. It is the dan­ger­ous man who is feared and fled.

			And yet, was there ever a per­son more re­spect­ful and sub­missive than I? You must per­ceive it. Guarded in my lan­guage, I no longer per­mit my­self those ap­pel­la­tions so sweet, so dear to my heart, and which that heart un­ceas­ingly ap­plies to you secretly. It is no longer the faith­ful and un­for­tu­nate lov­er re­ceiv­ing the ad­vice and con­sol­a­tion of a tender and feel­ing fe­male friend. I am in the situ­ation of the ac­cused be­fore his judge, of the slave be­fore his lord. These new titles cer­tainly im­pose on me du­ties: I bind my­self to ful­fil them all. Hear me, and if you con­demn me, I sub­scribe to my sen­tence and de­part. I will go farther. Do you prefer that des­pot­ism which de­cides without a hear­ing? Do you feel bold­ness enough to com­mit an act of in­justice? Give your or­ders; you shall be obeyed.

			But let me have this sen­tence or or­der from your mouth. But why? You will tell me in your turn. Ah! if you put such a ques­tion, you are a stranger to love and to my heart. Is it noth­ing to see you? I re­peat it again. Even when you shall strike des­pair to my soul, per­haps a con­sol­ing glance will pre­vent its sink­ing. In a word; if I must re­nounce love and friend­ship, the only props of my ex­ist­ence, at least you will be­hold your works, and I shall en­gage your com­pas­sion. Though I should not even de­serve this small fa­vour, I think I sub­mit to pay dearly enough for it, to give me hopes of ob­tain­ing it. What, you are about to ban­ish me from you! You can con­sent, then, that we should be­come ut­ter strangers to one an­oth­er! What do I say? It is the wish of your heart; and whilst you as­sure me that my ab­sence shall not pre­ju­dice me in your sen­ti­ments, you only hasten my de­par­ture, in or­der more se­curely to ef­fect their de­struc­tion, which you be­gin even now, by talk­ing of sub­sti­tut­ing grat­it­ude in their place. Thus you of­fer me only that sen­ti­ment which a stranger would in­spire you with for a slight ser­vice; that kind of sen­ti­ment which you would feel for an en­emy de­sist­ing from pre­med­it­ated in­jury; and you ex­pect my heart to be con­tent with this. In­ter­rog­ate your own. If a lov­er, a friend, should ever come to talk to you of grat­it­ude, would you not say to him with in­dig­na­tion, With­draw, you are a worth­less man?

			I shall here stop, and re­peat my re­quests of your in­dul­gence. Par­don the ex­pres­sions of grief of which you are the cause; they shall not in­ter­fere with my per­fect sub­mis­sion: but I con­jure you in turn, in the name of those tender sen­ti­ments which you your­self re­sort to with me, re­fuse not to hear; and from mere com­pas­sion for the ag­grav­ated dis­tress you have plunged me in, de­fer not the mo­ment in which you will con­des­cend to hear me. Adieu, Madam!

			
				From ———,

				
					Sept. 7, 17—, at night.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					92
				

				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Your let­ter, my dear friend, has over­whelmed me with sor­row. Heav­ens! Is it pos­sible Cecil­ia no longer loves her Dan­ceny! Yes, I plainly see it through the veil your friend­ship has thrown over it. You wished to pre­pare me for this mor­tal stab; I thank you for your care: but a lov­er it not thus to be de­ceived; he an­ti­cip­ates his con­cerns; he is not to learn his fate, he pres­ages it. I have no longer any doubt of mine. I en­treat you to in­form me, without eva­sion, from whence your sus­pi­cions arise, and what con­firms them; the most minute trifles are im­port­ant. Re­col­lect par­tic­u­larly her ex­pres­sions. A word may al­ter a phrase, or bear a double mean­ing. You may have mis­taken her.

			Alas, I en­deav­our still to flat­ter my­self. What did she say? Has she any­thing to re­proach me with? Does she not at­tempt to ex­cuse her­self? I might have fore­seen this al­ter­a­tion by all the dif­fi­culties she has lately star­ted. Love ad­mits no obstacles.

			What am I to do? What would you ad­vise me to? Is it then im­possible to see her? Ab­sence is such a dread­ful, such a fatal—and she re­fuses the means you pro­posed to see me! You don’t, how­ever, tell me what it was; if it really was dan­ger­ous, she is con­vinced I would not have her run a great risk: how­ever, I am sat­is­fied of your prudence, and pay no re­gard to any oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion.

			What will now be­come of me? How shall I write to her? If I hint my sus­pi­cions, she will prob­ably be grieved; and should they be ill groun­ded, how shall I ever for­give my­self for hav­ing giv­en her cause for af­flic­tion? If I con­ceal them, it is de­ceiv­ing her, and I can­not dis­semble it.

			Oh! could she but know what I suf­fer, my dis­tress would move her, for she is tender, has a most ex­cel­lent heart, and I have a thou­sand proofs of her af­fec­tion. Too much timid­ity, some dis­tress, she is young, and her moth­er treats her so severely. I will write to her; yet I will con­tain my­self, and will only beg of her to leave the man­age­ment of everything to you. If she should even still re­fuse, she can­not at least be angry with me, and per­haps she may con­sent.

			I beg ten thou­sand par­dons, my dear friend, both for her and my­self. Give me leave to as­sure you, she is very sens­ible of the trouble you have had, and is ex­ceed­ingly grate­ful. It is not dis­trust, it is merely timid­ity. Have a little com­pas­sion for her weak­ness, the highest at­trib­ute of friend­ship. Yours to me is in­es­tim­able, and I am really at a loss how to ex­press my grat­it­ude. Adieu! I am just go­ing to write to her.

			All my fears re­turn on me. I could not have be­lieved yes­ter­day, when it would have been my greatest hap­pi­ness, that I should now ex­per­i­ence so much dis­tress in writ­ing to her.

			Adieu, my dear friend! con­tin­ue your friend­ship, and com­pas­sion­ate me.

			
				Par­is, Sept. 27, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					93
				

				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			I can­not con­ceal my af­flic­tion at hear­ing from Val­mont how much you still dis­trust him. You know he is my friend, and the only per­son who can give us an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing each oth­er: I fondly ima­gined this would have been a suf­fi­cient re­com­mend­a­tion, but am very sorry to find I am mis­taken. May I, how­ever, hope to know your reas­ons? There are, per­haps, some obstacles that pre­vent you; I can­not, how­ever, without your aid, guess at this mys­ter­i­ous con­duct. I dare not en­ter­tain any sus­pi­cion of your af­fec­tion, neither would you de­ceive mine. Ah, Cecil­ia!

			It is, then, past a doubt, that you have re­fused an easy, com­mo­di­ous, and safe way22 of see­ing me. And is it thus I am be­loved? Has so short an ab­sence altered your sen­ti­ments?—Why, then, de­ceive me? Why tell me you still love me, and even still more? Has your mama, by des­troy­ing your af­fec­tion for me, also des­troyed your cand­our?—If, how­ever, she has not left you des­ti­tute of com­pas­sion, you will feel for the pangs you oc­ca­sion me, which death can­not even equal.

			Tell me, then, have I forever lost your heart? Am I totally for­got­ten? I know not when you will hear my com­plaints, nor when they will be answered. Val­mont’s friend­ship had se­cured our cor­res­pond­ence, but you re­jec­ted it; you thought it trouble­some; it was too fre­quent. Nev­er more will I con­fide in love or in prom­ises. Who is to be be­lieved, when Cecil­ia de­ceives me?

			Am I no longer, then, your be­loved Dan­ceny? No, that is not pos­sible; you de­ceive your own heart. A trans­it­ory ap­pre­hen­sion, a mo­ment­ary gloom, causes my present dis­tress, which love will soon dis­pel: is it not so, my ad­or­able Cecil­ia? Yes, it is, and I am much to blame for ac­cus­ing you. How happy shall I be to dis­cov­er my er­ror, and re­pair it by sooth­ing apo­lo­gies and nev­er-end­ing love.

			Cecil­ia, lovely Cecil­ia, take pity on me; con­sent to see me; form the plan your­self: this is the con­sequence of ab­sence; fears, doubts, and per­haps cool­ness. One single glance, a word only, and we shall be happy. But why men­tion hap­pi­ness? Mine is, per­haps, at an end, and that forever. Tor­tured with ap­pre­hen­sions, sus­pen­ded between doubts and fears, I can­not form a res­ol­u­tion. My ex­ist­ence de­pends on love and suf­fer­ings: You alone, my Cecil­ia, are the ar­bit­ress of my fate; you alone can de­cide on my hap­pi­ness or misery.

			
				Par­is, Sept. 27, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					94
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			I can­not con­ceive a word of your let­ter,—it gives me much un­eas­i­ness. What, then, has M. de Val­mont wrote to you? Can you think I no longer love you? Per­haps it would be much bet­ter for me if it was oth­er­wise, for I should not be so tor­men­ted as I am; it is really hard, that, lov­ing as I do, you should al­ways think me wrong; and in­stead of re­ceiv­ing con­sol­a­tion in my af­flic­tions, the cause of all my troubles should pro­ceed from you. You ima­gine I de­ceive and mis­rep­res­ent mat­ters to you. Upon my word you have a good opin­ion of me: But even sup­pose it the case, what would it avail me? Cer­tainly, if I ceased lov­ing you, all my friends would be glad of it; but it is my mis­for­tune I can­not, and must love a man who is not in the least ob­liged to me.

			What have I done, then, to put you so much out of tem­per? I was afraid to take a key, lest my mama should dis­cov­er it, and bring more trouble on you and me; moreover, I did not think it right. How did I know wheth­er I was act­ing right or wrong, as you knew noth­ing of the mat­ter, and it was Mr. Val­mont only that men­tioned it? Now that I know you would wish me to do it, I will take it to­mor­row; then, I sup­pose, you will be sat­is­fied—Mr. de Val­mont may be your friend, for ought I know, but I think I love you as well as he does, at least; and yet he is al­ways right, and I am wrong.—I as­sure you, I am very angry; how­ever, that gives you no great un­eas­i­ness, as you know I am soon pa­ci­fied: when I have the key, I can see you whenev­er I please: if you be­have in this man­ner, though, I will not wish for it; I can bet­ter bear my own troubles than those you bring on me.

			We might be happy still, only for the little dis­agree­able oc­cur­rences thrown in our way; if I was my own mis­tress, you would have no reas­on to com­plain: But, if you will not be­lieve me, we shall al­ways be very miser­able; yet it shall not be my fault. I hope we shall soon see each oth­er, and then shall have no reas­on to be so tor­men­ted as we are now.

			Could I have fore­seen all this, the key should have been in my pos­ses­sion; but, in­deed, I thought I was do­ing right. Do not be angry with me, I beg of you. Don’t af­flict your­self any more, and love me as much as I love you; then I shall be happy. Adieu, my dear friend.

			
				From the castle of ———,

				Sept. 28, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					95
				

				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Sir,

			I beg you will re­turn me the key you gave me to put in the place of the oth­er; since it must be so, I must agree to it.

			I don’t know why you should write to Mr. Dan­ceny, I did not love him: I don’t think I ever gave you any reas­on to say so; it has giv­en us both a great deal of un­eas­i­ness:—I know you have a friend­ship for him, there­fore should not fret him nor me neither. I should be much ob­liged to you if, when you write to him next, you would as­sure him of the con­trary; for he re­poses his con­fid­ence in you: noth­ing gives me so much trouble as not to be be­lieved when I say a thing.

			As to the key, you may make your­self per­fectly easy; I re­mem­ber all you wrote me very well; but if you have your let­ter still by you, and will give it to me at the same time, I as­sure you I shall take par­tic­u­lar no­tice of it. If you con­trive to give it me to­mor­row as we go to din­ner, I would give you the oth­er key the day after at break­fast, and you could re­turn it to me in the same way you did the first. Pray do not de­fer it any longer, as we ought not to give Mama an op­por­tun­ity to dis­cov­er it.

			When you have once got pos­ses­sion of the key, you will be so good to make use of it to take my let­ters; and by this means Mr. Dan­ceny will of­ten­er hear from me, which will be much more con­veni­ent than at present. I was a good deal frightened at first, which I hope you will be so good to ex­cuse; and that you will, nev­er­the­less, con­tin­ue your friend­ship as here­to­fore: you may de­pend on my grat­it­ude.

			
				I have the hon­our to be,

				Sir,

				Your most obed­i­ent

				Humble Ser­vant.

				
					Sept. 28, 17—.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					96
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I dare say, you have been in daily ex­pect­a­tion of my com­pli­ments and eu­lo­gi­ums on your ad­ven­ture; I even make no doubt but my long si­lence may have put you a little out of tem­per: But to sum up all, I will freely own I have ever thought, that when one had noth­ing but praise to of­fer a wo­man, he might safely trust to her­self, and em­ploy his time on oth­er mat­ters. Yet I must thank you for my share in it, and con­grat­u­late you on your own. I will even, for this once, to make you per­fectly happy, agree you have much sur­passed my ex­pect­a­tions. And now let us see, wheth­er, on my side, I have not partly ful­filled yours.

			Ma­dame de Tourvel is not the sub­ject we are now on; her slow pro­ceed­ings do not meet your ap­prob­a­tion; you like to hear of busi­ness done; long-spun scenes dis­gust you; but I nev­er be­fore ex­per­i­enced the pleas­ure I do now in those pre­ten­ded delays.

			Yes, I en­joy it; to see this prudent wo­man, en­tangled im­per­cept­ibly in a path from whence she can­not re­turn; whose rap­id and dan­ger­ous de­cliv­ity hur­ries her on against her will, and forces her to fol­low me—then, frightened at the danger, would, but can­not stop;—her anxi­ety and war­i­ness make her steps slow, but still they must suc­ceed each oth­er. Some­times, not dar­ing to view the danger, she shuts her eyes, and aban­dons her­self to my care. New dreads of­ten re­an­im­ate her ef­forts; and, in her griev­ous fright, she again en­deav­ours to re­turn, wastes her strength to climb pain­fully a short space; and soon, by a ma­gic power, finds her­self near­er the danger she vainly en­deav­oured to fly. Then, hav­ing no oth­er guide or sup­port but me, without think­ing any longer of re­proach­ing me with her in­ev­it­able fall, she im­plores me to pro­tract it. Fer­vent pray­ers, humble sup­plic­a­tions, all that ter­ri­fied mor­tals of­fer up to the Di­vin­ity, I re­ceive from her; and you would have me be deaf to her vows, to des­troy the wor­ship she renders me, and em­ploy the power she in­vokes to sup­port her, in hurl­ing her in­to de­struc­tion. Let me at least have time to con­tem­plate this af­fect­ing struggle between love and vir­tue.

			Is not this, then, the ex­hib­i­tion you fly to at the theatre with so much avid­ity, and ap­plaud with so much ar­dour? And do you ima­gine it can be less en­dear­ing in real­iz­ing it?—The sen­ti­ments of a pure and tender heart, which dreads the hap­pi­ness it wishes, and ceases not to de­fend it­self when it even ceases to res­ist, you en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally ad­mire: And pray, is the rul­ing prin­ciple of this great work to be re­jec­ted?

			Yet, those are the de­li­cious en­joy­ments this ce­les­ti­al wo­man daily of­fers me, and you re­proach me for rel­ish­ing them. Alas! the time will come too soon when, de­graded by her fall, I shall view her with as much in­dif­fer­ence as an­oth­er.

			But I wander; for, speak­ing of her, I for­get that I did not in­tend even to men­tion her. An un­known power im­pels me, and in­cess­antly re­calls her to me when I am even in­jur­ing her: let me ban­ish this dan­ger­ous idea, be my­self again, and en­ter­tain you with a more agree­able ad­ven­ture. Your late pu­pil, now be­come mine, shall be the sub­ject; and now, I hope, you’ll again know your friend.

			Hav­ing, for a few days past, been more gently treated by my charm­ing de­votee, and con­sequently more dis­en­gaged, I ob­served the little Volanges was really hand­some; and that if it was ri­dicu­lous in Dan­ceny to be in love with her, it would be no less so in me not to em­brace a dis­sip­a­tion that my solitude called for. I even thought it an act of justice, to re­pay my­self for the trouble I had had with her: I re­col­lec­ted, also, that you offered her to me be­fore Dan­ceny had any pre­ten­sions to her; and thought my­self well groun­ded in as­sert­ing cer­tain rights, which he claimed only from my re­fus­al and ab­dic­a­tion. The en­ga­ging mien of the little creature, her pretty mouth, her child­ish air, even her awk­ward­ness, strengthened those sage re­flec­tions. I de­term­ined to act con­form­ably, and suc­cess has crowned the en­ter­prise. I think I see you all im­pa­tience to know how I sup­planted the cher­ished lov­er, the se­du­cing arts fit to be em­ployed for such a tender age, and so un­ex­per­i­enced: spare your­self the trouble, for I em­ployed none.—Whilst you, man­aging with dex­ter­ity the arms of your sex, tri­umph by ar­ti­fice, I, in a manly way, sub­due by au­thor­ity—sure of my prey, if I can close with it. I had no oc­ca­sion for dis­sim­u­la­tion, but to get it with­in my reach, and that I made use of scarcely de­serves the name.

			I took the ad­vant­age of the first let­ter Dan­ceny wrote to his fair one, and, after hav­ing made the sig­nal agreed on, in­stead of em­ploy­ing my ad­dress to de­liv­er it, I con­trived obstacles to pre­vent it; and, feign­ing a share in the im­pa­tience this ex­cited, poin­ted out the rem­edy after caus­ing the evil.

			The young thing is lodged in an apart­ment that opens in­to the gal­lery, and the moth­er, very prop­erly, keeps the key. Noth­ing, then, was want­ing but to get pos­ses­sion of the key, and noth­ing more easy in the ex­e­cu­tion: I asked for it for two hours, only to have an­oth­er made by it: then cor­res­pond­ence, in­ter­views, noc­turn­al ren­dez­vous, all were con­veni­ent and safe: but, would you be­lieve it, the tim­id child was frightened, and re­fused. Any oth­er would have been driv­en to des­pair: to me it was a more poignant pleas­ure. I wrote to Dan­ceny, com­plain­ing of this deni­al; and was so suc­cess­ful, that the thought­less youth urged, nay even ex­ac­ted of his tim­id mis­tress, that she should agree to my re­quest, and give her­self up to my dis­cre­tion.

			I must own my­self well pleased to change my char­ac­ter, and that the young man should do for me what he ex­pec­ted I was to do for him. This idea en­hanced the value of the ad­ven­ture; and, as soon as I got pos­ses­sion of the de­li­cious key, I lost no time:—it was last night.

			When I was as­sured all were at rest in the Castle, tak­ing my dark lan­tern, and in a prop­er toi­lette for the hour and cir­cum­stance, I paid my first vis­it to your pu­pil. Everything had been pre­pared (and that by her­self) to pre­vent noise: she was in her first sleep, so that I was by her bed side without awak­ing her. I was at first temp­ted to go on farther, and make everything pass for a dream; but dread­ing the ef­fects of a sur­prise, and the con­sequences nat­ur­ally at­tend­ant, I chose to awake the pretty sleep­er cau­tiously, which I ef­fected without the alarm I dreaded.

			After hav­ing calmed her first fears, as I did not come there to chat, I ven­tured to take some liber­ties: they did not, cer­tainly, in­form her in the con­vent, to how many dif­fer­ent dangers tim­id in­no­cence is ex­posed, and all that she had to take care of to guard against a sur­prise; for, us­ing all her strength to pre­vent a kiss, which was only a false at­tack, she left all the rest de­fence­less: how was it pos­sible to res­ist the tempta­tion?—I then changed my at­tack, and im­me­di­ately took pos­ses­sion of the post. At that in­stant we had both like to be un­done; the little girl, scared, was in earn­est go­ing to cry out; hap­pily, her voice was stifled with her tears: she flung her­self, also, on the string of the bell, but I held her arm op­por­tunely.

			“What are you about? (then said I) Will you ru­in your­self forever? Do you think you will be able to per­suade any­one that I am here without your con­sent? Who but your­self could sup­ply me the means of get­ting in?—And this key that I had from you, which I could not have from any­one else, will you take it upon you to tell the use it was de­signed for?”—This short speech did not calm either grief or an­ger, but it brought on sub­mis­sion. I don’t know wheth­er I had the tone of elo­quence, but cer­tain I am I had not the ac­tion: one hand em­ployed for strength, the oth­er for love, what orator could pre­tend to grace­ful­ness in such a situ­ation? If you con­ceive it right, you must own, at least, it was very fa­vour­able for the at­tack: but I know noth­ing; and, as you say, the simplest creature, a board­ing school girl, would lead me like a child.

			She was in the ut­most af­flic­tion, but felt the ne­ces­sity of com­ing to some res­ol­u­tion, and en­ter­ing in­to a com­pos­i­tion. Be­ing in­ex­or­able to pray­ers, she pro­ceeded to of­fers: you think, per­haps. I sold this im­port­ant post very dear; by no means; I prom­ised everything for a kiss; how­ever, the kiss taken, I did not keep my word; my reas­ons were good: it had not been agreed wheth­er it should be giv­en or taken; by dint of bar­gain­ing we agreed on a second, and that was to be re­ceived; then guid­ing her trem­bling arms round me, and press­ing her with one of mine more amor­ously, the soft kiss was not only re­ceived, but per­fectly re­ceived in such a man­ner, that love could not have done it bet­ter.—So much plain deal­ing de­served to be re­war­ded, and I im­me­di­ately gran­ted the re­quest: the hand was with­drawn, but, I don’t know by what ac­ci­dent, I found my­self in its place. You now sup­pose me very alert, and in great haste, don’t you?—Not in the least; I have already told you I de­light in delays: when one is once cer­tain of com­ing to the end of the jour­ney, what oc­ca­sion for haste?

			Ser­i­ously, I was glad, for once, to ob­serve the power of op­por­tun­ity; and it was here di­vested of all for­eign aid. She had, how­ever, love to com­bat with; and love, sup­por­ted by mod­esty and shame, strengthened by the bad hu­mour I had put her in. There was noth­ing in my fa­vour but op­por­tun­ity;—it was there, al­ways ready, al­ways present, and love ab­sent.

			To be cer­tain in my ob­ser­va­tions, I was so mis­chiev­ous to em­ploy no more force than what could be eas­ily com­bated: only, if my charm­ing en­emy, ab­us­ing my con­des­cen­sion, at­temp­ted to es­cape me, I kept her in awe, by the same dread whose happy ef­fects I had already ex­per­i­enced.—At length the tender, lovely girl, without farther trouble, first com­plied, and then con­sen­ted: not but that, after the first mo­ment, re­proaches and tears re­turned to­geth­er—I can’t tell wheth­er true or feigned; but, as it al­ways hap­pens, they ceased as soon as I began to give fresh cause for them. At last, from weak­ness to re­proach, and from re­proach to weak­ness, we sep­ar­ated, per­fectly sat­is­fied with each oth­er, and equally agreed for the ren­dez­vous this night.

			I re­tired to my apart­ment at the dawn of day, quite ex­hausted with fa­tigue and sleep; yet I sac­ri­ficed one and the oth­er to my in­clin­a­tion to be at break­fast in the morn­ing. I am pas­sion­ately fond of the next day’s ex­hib­i­tion. You can­not con­ceive any­thing like this. It was a con­fu­sion in the coun­ten­ance, a dif­fi­culty in the walk, de­jec­ted eyes so swelled, and the round vis­age so lengthened, noth­ing could be so grot­esque; and the moth­er, for the first time, alarmed at this sud­den al­ter­a­tion, seemed to show a deal of af­fec­tion for her; and the Pres­id­ente also, who seemed to be much con­cerned for her. As to her cares, they are only lent; for the day will come, and it is not far off, when they may be re­turned to her.

			Adieu, my lovely friend!

			
				
					Oct. 1, 17—.
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				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Ah, Madam! I am the most miser­able creature on earth; my af­flic­tion is very great, in­deed. To whom shall I fly for con­sol­a­tion? or who will give me ad­vice in my dis­tress? Mr. de Val­mont and Dan­ceny—the very name of Dan­ceny dis­tracts me—How shall I be­gin? How shall I tell you?—I don’t know how to go about it; my heart is full—I must, how­ever, dis­bur­den my­self to someone: and you are the only per­son in whom I can or dare con­fide; you have been so kind to me. But I am no longer worthy of your friend­ship; I will even say, I do not wish for it. Every­one here has been un­easy about me, and they only aug­men­ted my grief; I am so con­vinced I am un­worthy of it. Rather scold me, ab­use me, for I am guilty; yet save me from ru­in. If you do not com­pas­sion­ate and ad­vise me, I shall ex­pire of grief.

			I must tell you then—my hand shakes so, I can hardly hold the pen, and I am as red as scar­let; but it is the blush of shame. Well, I will bear it, as the first pun­ish­ment of my crime. I will re­late the whole.

			I must tell you that Mr. Val­mont, who has al­ways hitherto de­livered me Mr. Dan­ceny’s let­ters, on a sud­den dis­covered so much dif­fi­culty in it, that he would have the key of my cham­ber. I as­sure you, I was very much against it: but he wrote to Dan­ceny about it; and Dan­ceny also in­sisted on it. It gives me so much pain to re­fuse him any­thing, es­pe­cially since our ab­sence, which makes him so un­happy, that I con­sen­ted; not in the least sus­pect­ing what would be the con­sequence.

			Yes­ter­day Mr. Val­mont made use of this key to get in­to my cham­ber while I was asleep. I so little ex­pec­ted such a vis­it, that I was greatly frightened at wak­ing: but as he spoke to me in­stantly, I knew him, and did not cry out; as I im­me­di­ately thought he came to bring me a let­ter from Dan­ceny. No such thing. He wanted to kiss me dir­ectly; and while I was strug­gling, he con­trived to do what I would not have suffered for the whole world. But he would have a kiss first; which I was forced to com­ply with: for what could I do? I en­deav­oured to call out; but, be­sides that I could not, he told me, that if any­one should come he would throw all the fault on me; which, in­deed, was very easy to be done on ac­count of the key. After that, he did not go away any more. Then he would have a second kiss; and I don’t know how that was, but it gave me a strange per­turb­a­tion; and after that it was still worse. At last, after—but you must ex­cuse me from telling the rest; for I am as un­happy as it is pos­sible. But what I re­proach my­self most for, and that I can’t help men­tion­ing, is, I am afraid I did not make as much res­ist­ance as I could. I can’t tell how it was, for cer­tainly I don’t love Mr. Val­mont, but on the con­trary; yet there were some mo­ments that I was as if I loved him—how­ever, you may well think I al­ways said no: but I was sens­ible I did not do as I said; and it was as if in spite of me; and I was, moreover, in great trouble. If it is al­ways so hard to de­fend one’s self, one must be very well used to it. Mr. de Val­mont speaks to one in such a way, that one does not know how to an­swer him: and would you be­lieve it, when he went away I was vexed; and yet I was silly enough to con­sent to his com­ing again this night: that af­flicts me more than all the rest.

			Not­with­stand­ing, I prom­ise you I will pre­vent him from com­ing. He was hardly gone, but I found I did very wrong to prom­ise him, and I cried all the rest of the time. My greatest trouble is about Dan­ceny. Every time I think of him, my tears al­most choke me, and I am al­ways think­ing of him—and even now you may see the ef­fect, for the pa­per is wet with my tears. I shall nev­er be able to get the bet­ter of it, if it was only on his ac­count. I was quite ex­hausted, and yet I could not close my eyes. When I got up, and looked in the glass, I was enough to fright­en one, I was so altered.

			Mama per­ceived it as soon as I ap­peared, and asked me, what was the mat­ter with me? I burst out cry­ing im­me­di­ately. I thought she would have chide me, and maybe that would not have been so dis­tress­ing to me; how­ever, it was quite oth­er­wise; she spoke to me with great mild­ness, which I did not de­serve. She de­sired I would not af­flict my­self so; but she did not know the cause of my dis­tress; and that I should make my­self sick. I of­ten wish I was dead. I could hold out no longer. I flung my­self in her arms, sob­bing, and told her, “Ah, mama! your daugh­ter is very un­happy.” Mama could no longer con­tain her­self, and wept a little. All this in­creased my sor­row. For­tu­nately she did not ask the reas­on; for if she had, I should not known what to say.

			I en­treat you, dear Madam, to write to me as soon as pos­sible, and in­form me how I am to act; for I have no power to think of any­thing, my af­flic­tion is so great. Please to en­close your let­ter to Mr. Val­mont: but if you write to him at the same time, I en­treat you not to men­tion a word of this.

			I have the hon­our to be, with great friend­ship, Madam, your most humble and obed­i­ent ser­vant.

			I dare not sign this let­ter.

			
				
					Oct. 1, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			A few days ago you ap­plied to me, my charm­ing friend, for ad­vice and con­sol­a­tion; it is now my turn, and I am to make the same re­quest you made to me for my­self. I am really in great af­flic­tion, and fear I have not taken the prop­er steps to avoid my present sor­row.

			My un­eas­i­ness is on ac­count of my daugh­ter. Since our de­par­ture, I ob­served she was al­ways de­jec­ted and mel­an­choly; that I ex­pec­ted, and as­sumed a sever­ity of be­ha­viour which I judged ne­ces­sary; flat­ter­ing my­self, that ab­sence and dis­sip­a­tion would soon ban­ish an af­fec­tion, which I viewed as a child­ish er­ror, rather than a deep-rooted pas­sion; but I am dis­ap­poin­ted in my ex­pect­a­tions, and ob­serve she gives way more and more to a dan­ger­ous de­jec­tion. I am ser­i­ously alarmed for her health. These few days past, par­tic­u­larly, there is a vis­ible al­ter­a­tion in her; and yes­ter­day she af­fected me very much, and alarmed us all.

			The strongest proof I have of her be­ing sens­ibly af­fected, is be­cause I find that awe she al­ways stood in of me is greatly di­min­ished. Yes­ter­day morn­ing, on my only ask­ing her if she was in­dis­posed, she flung her­self in my arms, say­ing, she was very un­happy, and sobbed and cried piteously. You can’t con­ceive my grief; my eyes filled im­me­di­ately; I had scarcely time to turn about, to pre­vent her see­ing me. For­tu­nately, I had the prudence not to ask her any ques­tions, and she did not ven­ture to say any­thing more; nev­er­the­less, I am con­fid­ent it is this un­happy pas­sion dis­turbs her.

			What res­ol­u­tion to take, if it should last, I know not. Shall I be the cause of my child’s un­hap­pi­ness? Shall the most del­ic­ate sen­sa­tions of the mind, ten­der­ness and con­stancy, be em­ployed against her? Is this the duty of a moth­er? Were I even to stifle the nat­ur­al in­clin­a­tion that in­duces us to seek our chil­dren’s hap­pi­ness; should I call that weak­ness, which I am per­suaded is the first, the most sac­red duty? Should I force her in­clin­a­tions, am I not an­swer­able for the dread­ful con­sequences that may en­sue? What ab­use of my ma­ter­nal au­thor­ity would it not be to place my daugh­ter between guilt and misery!

			My dear friend, I will not im­it­ate what I have so of­ten con­demned. I was cer­tainly au­thor­ised to choose for my daugh­ter; in that, I only as­sisted her with my ex­per­i­ence: I did not mean to use it as a right; I only ful­filled a duty, which I should have coun­ter­ac­ted, had I dis­posed of her in con­tempt of an in­clin­a­tion which I could not pre­vent, the ex­tent and dur­a­tion of which neither she or I can fore­see. No; she shall nev­er marry Ger­court and love Dan­ceny; I will much rather ex­pose my au­thor­ity than her vir­tue.

			I am, then, of opin­ion, it will be the most prudent way to re­call my prom­ise to M. de Ger­court. You have my reas­ons which, I think, stronger than my prom­ise. I will go farther; for as mat­ters are cir­cum­stanced, by ful­filling my en­gage­ment I should in real­ity vi­ol­ate it: for if I am bound to keep my daugh­ter’s secret from M. de Ger­court, I am also bound not to ab­use the ig­nor­ance I leave him in, and to act for him, as I be­lieve he would act him­self, was he bet­ter in­formed. Should I, then, in­jur­i­ously de­ceive him, when he re­poses his con­fid­ence in me, and, whilst he hon­ours me with the title of moth­er, de­ceive him in the choice he makes for his chil­dren? Those re­flec­tions, so just in them­selves, and which I can­not with­stand, give me more un­eas­i­ness than I can ex­press.

			In con­trast to the mis­for­tunes I dread, I pic­ture to my­self my daugh­ter happy in the choice her heart has made, ful­filling her du­ties with pleas­ure; my son-in-law, equally sat­is­fied, daily con­grat­u­lat­ing him­self on his choice; each en­joy­ing the oth­er’s hap­pi­ness, and both unit­ing to aug­ment mine. Should, then, the pro­spect of so charm­ing a fu­tur­ity be sac­ri­ficed to vain motives? And what are those that re­strain me? In­terest only. Where is, then, the ad­vant­age of my daugh­ter be­ing born to a large for­tune, if she is to be nev­er­the­less the slave to that for­tune? I will al­low, that M. de Ger­court is, per­haps, a bet­ter match than I could have ex­pec­ted for my daugh­ter; I will even own, I was much pleased when he made her his choice: but Dan­ceny is of as good a fam­ily as he, and is noth­ing in­feri­or to him in per­son­al ac­com­plish­ments; he has, moreover, the ad­vant­age over M. de Ger­court of lov­ing and be­ing be­loved. He is not rich, it’s true; but my daugh­ter is rich enough for both. Ah! Why should I de­prive her the pleas­ure of mak­ing the for­tune of the man she loves? Those matches of con­veni­ence, as they are called, where cer­tainly everything is con­veni­ent ex­cept in­clin­a­tion and dis­pos­i­tion, are they not the most fruit­ful source of those scan­dal­ous ru­mours which are be­come so fre­quent? I would much rather de­fer mat­ters a little. I shall have an op­por­tun­ity to study my daugh­ter’s dis­pos­i­tion, which as yet I am a stranger to. I have res­ol­u­tion enough to give her some tem­por­ary un­eas­i­ness, in or­der to make her en­joy some tem­por­ary hap­pi­ness: but I will not risk mak­ing her miser­able forever.

			Thus, my dear friend, I have re­lated to you my af­flic­tions, on which I beg your ad­vice. Those severe sub­jects are a con­trast to your ami­able gaiety, and seem not at all ad­ap­ted to your age; but your good sense out­strips your years. Your friend­ship will also aid your prudence; and I am con­fid­ent, both will grat­i­fy the ma­ter­nal anxi­ety that im­plores them.

			Adieu, my dear friend! nev­er doubt the sin­cer­ity of my sen­ti­ments.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 2, 17—.
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				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Tri­fling events still, my dear friend; noth­ing of con­sequence; no ac­tion; scenes only; there­fore arm your­self with pa­tience: you must take a large dose; for whilst my Pres­id­ente goes such a slow pace, your pu­pil slides back, which is much worse: but I am of that happy tem­per, I can di­vert my­self with all this non­sense. I really be­gin to be very com­fort­able here; and can as­sure you, I have not ex­per­i­enced a te­di­ous mo­ment in my old aunt’s mel­an­choly castle. What could I wish for more than what I have, en­joy­ments, priva­tions, hope, and in­cer­ti­tude? What more is to be had on a grand theatre? Why spec­tat­ors. Ah! a little pa­tience, they will not be want­ing. If they do not see me at work, they shall at least see my work com­pleted; they will then have noth­ing to do but to ad­mire and ap­plaud: for they shall ap­plaud. I can this in­stant with cer­tainty fore­tell the mo­ment of my aus­tere de­votee’s fall. I this night as­sisted at the last ag­on­ies of her vir­tue; soft weak­ness has re­placed it. I have fixed its epocha, at farthest, to our next in­ter­view: you will call this pride. He an­nounces his vic­tory be­fore he has gained it! Softly; be calm! To give you a proof of my mod­esty, I will give you the his­tory of my de­feat.

			Upon my word, your little pu­pil is a most ri­dicu­lous be­ing. She is really a child, and should be treated as one; it would be of ser­vice to en­join her a little pen­ance. Would you be­lieve it? after what passed between us the day be­fore yes­ter­day, after the am­ic­able man­ner in which we par­ted yes­ter­day morn­ing, I found her door locked on the in­side when I came at night, as was agreed. What do you think of that? Those child­ish tricks are pass­able on the eve; but on the mor­row is it not ri­dicu­lous? I did not, how­ever, laugh at first; for nev­er did I feel the as­cend­ancy of my char­ac­ter more hurt. I went to this ren­dez­vous without any in­cite­ment for pleas­ure, and merely through de­cency; my own bed, which I much wanted at that time, was prefer­able to any oth­er, and I par­ted from it with some re­luct­ance; yet when I met this obstacle I was all on fire to sur­mount it: I was humbled, to be spor­ted with by a child. I was ob­liged to re­tire in very bad hu­mour, fully re­solved to have noth­ing more to do with this silly girl, or her mat­ters. I im­me­di­ately wrote her a note, which I in­ten­ded giv­ing her this day, wherein I ap­pre­ci­ated her as she de­served: but night bring­ing good coun­sel, as is said, I re­flec­ted this morn­ing, that not hav­ing here a choice of dis­sip­a­tions, it was bet­ter to keep this, and sup­pressed my note. Since I have re­flec­ted on it, I can’t re­con­cile it to my­self to have had the idea of put­ting an end to an ad­ven­ture be­fore I had it in my power to ru­in the heroine. What lengths will not a first emo­tion carry us to! Happy are those, my dear friend, who, like you, nev­er ac­cus­tom them­selves to give way to it. I have de­ferred my re­venge; and this sac­ri­fice I make to your designs on Ger­court.

			Now my wrath is sub­sided, I only see the ri­dicu­lous­ness of your pu­pil’s be­ha­viour. I should be fond to know what she ex­pects to gain by it; for my part, I am at a loss: if it should be to make a de­fence, she is rather late. She must ex­plain this en­igma to me one day or oth­er, for I must be sat­is­fied. It is only, per­haps, that she was fa­tigued; and really that may be the case, for cer­tainly she does not yet know that the shafts of love, like the lance of Achilles, carry with them the rem­edy for the wounds they give. But no: I will en­gage by her little mien all day, that there is some­thing like re­pent­ance; a some­thing like vir­tue—vir­tue, in­deed!—she is a pretty creature to pre­tend to vir­tue! Ah! she must leave that to the only wo­man who was truly born for it, knows how to em­bel­lish it, and make it revered. Your par­don, my dear friend: but this very even­ing it was that the scene between Ma­dame de Tourvel and me happened, of which I am about giv­ing you an ac­count, and which has still left me in great emo­tion. It is not without some vi­ol­ence I en­deav­our to dis­sip­ate the im­pres­sion it has left on me; it is even to as­sist it, I sit down to write to you: you must make some al­low­ance for this first im­pulse.

			For some days past Ma­dame de Tourvel and I have been agreed about our sen­ti­ments, and we no longer dis­pute on any­thing but words. It was al­ways, her friend­ship that answered my love: but this con­ven­tion­al lan­guage made no al­ter­a­tion in the mean­ing of things. Had we even still re­mained so, I should not have gone on, per­haps, with so much dis­patch, but with no less cer­tainty. There was no longer any thought of put­ting me from hence, as was at first men­tioned; and as to our daily con­ver­sa­tions, if I am so­li­cit­ous to of­fer op­por­tun­it­ies, she takes care not to let them slip.

			It is usu­ally in our walks our ren­dez­vous oc­cur; the bad weath­er we had all day left no room for hope; I was much dis­ap­poin­ted at it, and did not fore­see how much it was in my fa­vour. Not be­ing able to walk, after din­ner they sat down to cards; as I sel­dom play, and was not wanted, I re­tired to my room, with no oth­er design than to wait till the party was over. I was re­turn­ing to join the com­pany, when the charm­ing wo­man, who was go­ing in­to her apart­ment, wheth­er through weak­ness or im­prudence, said in a soft man­ner, “Where are you go­ing? There is no one in the sa­loon.” That was suf­fi­cient, you may be­lieve, for me to en­deav­our to go in with her. I found less re­luct­ance than ex­pec­ted: it’s true, I had the pre­cau­tion to be­gin the con­ver­sa­tion at the door on in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters; but we were scarcely settled when I began the true one, and I spoke of my love to my friend. “Oh,” says she, “let us not speak of that here;” and trembled. Poor wo­man! she sees her­self go­ing.

			Yet she was in the wrong to have had any ter­rors. For some time past be­ing cer­tain of suc­cess one day or oth­er, and see­ing her em­ploy so much ex­er­tion in use­less struggles, I re­solved to re­serve mine, and wait without ef­fort her sur­render from las­sit­ude. You already know I must have a com­plete tri­umph, and that I will not be in­debted to op­por­tun­ity. It was even after the form­a­tion of this plan, and in or­der to be press­ing without en­ga­ging too far, I re­ver­ted to the word love, so ob­stin­ately res­isted. Be­ing as­sured my ar­dour was not ques­tioned, I as­sumed a milder strain. This re­fus­al no longer vexed me, it only af­flic­ted me; my tender friend should give me some con­sol­a­tions. As she con­soled me, one hand re­mained in mine, the lovely body res­ted on my arm, and we were ex­ceed­ing close to­geth­er. You must have cer­tainly re­marked, how much in such a situ­ation, as the de­fence abates, the de­mands and re­fus­als draw near­er; how the head turns aside, the looks cast down, whilst the con­ver­sa­tion, al­ways pro­nounced in a weak tone, be­comes scarce and in­ter­rup­ted. Those pre­cious symp­toms an­nounce, in an un­equi­voc­al man­ner, the con­sent of the mind, but rarely has it reached the senses. I even think it al­ways dan­ger­ous to at­tempt any en­ter­prise of con­sequence; be­cause this state of aban­don­ment be­ing al­ways ac­com­pan­ied with the soft­est pleas­ure, can­not be dis­turbed without ruff­ling the tem­per, which in­fal­libly de­cides in fa­vour of the de­fence.

			But in the present case, prudence was so much more ne­ces­sary, as I had everything to dread from the for­get­ful­ness of the danger this aban­don­ment would oc­ca­sion to my tender pens­ive de­votee; and the avow­al I so­li­cited I did not even re­quire to be pro­nounced; a look would suf­fice; a single glance would crown my hap­pi­ness.

			My charm­ing friend, those lovely eyes then were raised on me, that ce­les­ti­al mouth even pro­nounced—“Well; yes, I—” in an in­stant the look was ex­tinct, the voice failed, and this ad­or­able wo­man dropped in my arms. I had scarcely time to re­ceive her, when dis­en­ga­ging her­self with a con­vuls­ive force and wild look, her hands raised to heav­en, she ex­claimed, “God—Oh, my God, save me!” and in­stantly, as quick as light­ning, was on her knees ten paces from me. I could hear her al­most suf­foc­at­ing. I came for­ward to as­sist her: but seiz­ing my hands, which she bathed with her tears, some­times em­bra­cing my knees, “Yes it is you,” said she, “it is you will save me; you do not wish my death; leave me; save me; leave me; for God’s sake! leave me:” and those in­co­her­ent ex­pres­sions were brought out with most af­fect­ing sobs; yet still she held me so strong I could not get from her; how­ever, mak­ing an ef­fort, I raised her in my arms: in­stantly her tears ceased; she could not speak, her joints stiffened, and vi­ol­ent con­vul­sions suc­ceeded this storm.

			I must own, I was ex­ceed­ingly moved, and be­lieve I should have com­plied with her re­quest, if the cir­cum­stances had not even ob­liged me to it. But this much is cer­tain; after hav­ing giv­en her some as­sist­ance, I left her, as she de­sired; and I am well pleased with my­self for it. I have already re­ceived al­most my re­ward.

			I ex­pec­ted, as on the first day of my de­clar­a­tion, I should not see her any more for the even­ing; but she came down to the sa­loon about eight, and only told the com­pany she had been much in­dis­posed: her coun­ten­ance was de­jec­ted, her voice weak, her de­port­ment com­posed, but her look mild, and of­ten fixed on me.—As she de­clined play­ing, I was ob­liged to take her seat, and she placed her­self be­side me. Dur­ing sup­per she re­mained alone in the sa­loon. At our re­turn, I thought I per­ceived she had been cry­ing: to be sat­is­fied, I told her I was afraid she still felt some un­eas­i­ness from her dis­order, to which she ob­li­gingly answered, “Her dis­order would not go so quickly as it came.” At last, when we re­tired, I gave her my hand, and at the door of her apart­ment, she very for­cibly squeezed mine: it is true, this mo­tion seemed to me to be in­vol­un­tary; so much the bet­ter; it is a stronger proof of my power.

			I am con­fid­ent she is now happy to have gone such a length; all ex­penses are paid; noth­ing now re­mains but en­joy­ment. Per­haps now, whilst I am writ­ing to you, she is pos­sessed with the soft idea; but, if she should even be en­gaged in a new scheme of de­fence, you and I know how such pro­jects end. Now let me ask you, can things be put off longer than our next in­ter­view? I ex­pect there will be some forms to be settled; but, the first dif­fi­culties sur­moun­ted, do those aus­tere prudes know where to stop? Their af­fec­tions are real ex­plo­sions; res­ist­ance gives them strength; my un­tract­able de­votee would run after me, if I ceased run­ning after her.

			At length, my lovely friend, I shall soon call on you for the per­form­ance of your prom­ise; you un­doubtedly re­mem­ber our agree­ment after my suc­cess; this tri­fling in­fi­del­ity to your Che­va­lier.—Are you ready? I wish for it as pas­sion­ately as if I had nev­er known you. How­ever, know­ing you is, per­haps, a stronger motive for wish­ing for it.

			
				I am just, and no galant.23

			

			It shall be the first in­fi­del­ity I shall com­mit against my sol­emn con­quest; and, I prom­ise you, I will em­brace the first pre­tence to be ab­sent from her four and twenty hours: that shall be her pun­ish­ment for hav­ing kept me so long dis­tant from her: It is now more than two months I have been taken up with this ad­ven­ture: ay, two months and three days, in­clud­ing to­mor­row, as it will not be really con­sum­mated un­til then. This brings to my memory, that Ma­demois­elle B—— held out three com­plete months. I am pleased to find sheer coquetry can make a longer de­fence than aus­tere vir­tue.

			Adieu, charm­er! I must leave off, for it is very late. This let­ter has led me farther than I in­ten­ded; but, as I send to Par­is to­mor­row, I would not miss the op­por­tun­ity of let­ting you par­take a day soon­er of your friend’s good suc­cess.

			
				
					Oct. 2, 17—, at Night.
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				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			My dear friend! I am be­trayed, bubbled, ruined; I am en­raged bey­ond ex­pres­sion: Ma­dame de Tourvel is gone off. She is gone, and I knew noth­ing of it! I was not in the way to op­pose her, to re­proach her with her base treach­ery! Do not ima­gine I should have let her go quietly; she should have stayed, had I been even ob­liged to have used force. Fool as I was! I slept peace­ably, wrapped in a cred­u­lous se­cur­ity! I slept whilst the thun­der struck me! I can­not con­ceive the mean­ing of this ab­rupt de­par­ture; I will forever re­nounce the know­ledge of wo­men.

			When I re­call the trans­ac­tions of yes­ter­day!—or rather the even­ing—the melt­ing look, the tender voice, the squeez­ing the hand—all the while plan­ning her flight.—Oh! wo­man, wo­man! com­plain, then, if you are de­ceived! Yes, every kind of treach­ery that is em­ployed against you is a rob­bery com­mit­ted on you.

			With what rap­ture shall I be re­venged! I shall again meet this per­fi­di­ous wo­man; I will re­sume my power over her. If love has been suf­fi­cient to fur­nish the means, what is it not cap­able of when as­sisted with re­venge? I shall again see her at my knees, trem­bling, and bathed in tears! call­ing on me for pity with her de­ceit­ful voice; and I will have none for her.

			What is she now do­ing? What can she think of? Per­haps ap­plaud­ing her­self for hav­ing de­ceived me; and, true to the geni­us of her sex, en­joys that pleas­ure in the highest de­gree. What her boas­ted vir­tue could not ef­fect, de­ceit has ac­com­plished without a struggle; it was her disin­genu­ity I should have dreaded.—Then, to be ob­liged to stifle my re­sent­ment; to be ob­liged to af­fect a tender sor­row, when my heart is pos­sessed with rage. Re­duced to sup­plic­ate a re­bel­li­ous wo­man, who has with­drawn her­self from my obed­i­ence! Ought I then be so much humbled? And by whom? By a weak wo­man, who was nev­er ac­cus­tomed to res­ist! What avails my hav­ing pos­ses­sion of her heart, hav­ing in­flamed it with the whole fire of love, hav­ing raised her feel­ings even to in­tox­ic­a­tion; if, calm in her re­treat, she can now be prouder of her flight than I of my vic­tor­ies? And must I bear this? My dear friend, you will not be­lieve it; you will not, surely, have such a hu­mi­li­at­ing opin­ion of me!

			What fatal­ity at­taches me to this wo­man? Are there not a hun­dred oth­ers who wish I would pay at­ten­tion to them, and eagerly ac­cept it? If even none were so en­chant­ing, the charms of vari­ety, the al­lure­ments of new con­quests, the splend­our of the num­ber; do not they af­ford a plen­ti­ful har­vest of soft pleas­ures? Why, then, do I run mad­ding after this one that flies me, and neg­lect those that of­fer? I am at a loss to ac­count for it, but so it is.—There is no hap­pi­ness, no re­pose for me, un­til I pos­sess this wo­man, whom I love and hate with equal rage. I shall not be able to sup­port my fate un­til I have dis­posed of hers: then, tran­quil and sa­ti­ated, I shall be­hold her a prey to the rav­ages I now ex­per­i­ence, and will raise a thou­sand oth­ers; hope and fear, dif­fid­ence and se­cur­ity, all evils the off­spring of hatred, all the gifts that love can be­stow, shall al­tern­ately en­gross her heart at my will. The time will come—But what la­bours have I not yet to en­counter?—How near was I yes­ter­day, and how dis­tant today! How am I to re­gain the ground I have lost? I dare not un­der­take any one step: to come to some res­ol­u­tion I should be calm, and my blood boils in my veins.

			The calm serenity with which every­one replies to my de­mands on this ex­traordin­ary, on this un­com­mon event, and its cause, adds to my tor­ments.—No one knows the reas­on: none seem to give them­selves the least un­eas­i­ness about it; it scarcely would have been men­tioned, could I have star­ted any oth­er sub­ject. I flew to Ma­dame de Rose­monde the mo­ment I heard the news, who replied, with the nat­ur­al in­dif­fer­ence of old age, it was the con­sequence of the in­dis­pos­i­tion Ma­dame de Tourvel had suffered yes­ter­day: she dreaded a fit of ill­ness, and wished to be at home; a res­ol­u­tion she did not think prop­er to op­pose, as she would have done on a sim­il­ar oc­ca­sion; as if the con­trast was ap­plic­able—between her who should think of noth­ing but fu­tur­ity, and the oth­er, who is the de­light and tor­ment of my life.

			Ma­dame de Volanges, who I had sus­pec­ted at first of be­ing an ac­com­plice, seems dis­sat­is­fied for not hav­ing been con­sul­ted on this oc­ca­sion. I must own I am very well pleased she has been dis­ap­poin­ted of the pleas­ure of pre­ju­dicing me; which is still a stronger proof she has not the con­fid­ence of this wo­man so much as I dreaded: that is an en­emy the less. How would she have ex­ul­ted, did she know she fled from me! How in­tol­er­able her pride, had it been the con­sequence of her ad­vice! To what an im­mens­ity would her im­port­ance have been raised! Good God! how I de­test her!—Yes, I will re­new my con­nec­tion with the daugh­ter, and ini­ti­ate her in her busi­ness: I be­lieve I shall stay here some time; I am at present in­clined to this meas­ure, in the tu­mult of re­flec­tions that crowd on me.

			Don’t you, really now, think, after so ex­traordin­ary a pro­ceed­ing, my un­grate­ful fair one should dread me? If she ima­gines I shall pur­sue her, she will not fail to pre­vent my ad­mis­sion; and, I can as­sure you, I am as little in­clined to per­mit her such a cus­tom, as to bear such an in­sult. I had much rather she should be told I re­main here; I will even strenu­ously press her to re­turn again: then, when she is fully con­vinced I am far from her, I will sud­denly come to her house, and abide the ef­fect of my scheme.—That it may have its full force, it must not be hur­ried; still I will not an­swer for my im­pa­tience; twenty times this day was I temp­ted to call for my horses. I will con­tain my­self, how­ever, and wait your an­swer here; I only re­quest, my lovely friend, you will not let me wait long for it.

			What hurts me most is to be ig­nor­ant of what hap­pens: my fel­low, who is at Par­is, has a claim on her wait­ing maid; he may be ser­vice­able; I send him money, and his in­struc­tions. Per­mit me to in­clude both in this let­ter, and re­quest to have them de­livered in­to his hand by some of your ser­vants: this pre­cau­tion is the more ne­ces­sary, as the scoun­drel has a trick of nev­er re­ceiv­ing any let­ters I write him on busi­ness he finds trouble­some; and, at this peri­od, he does not seem to be quite so en­rap­tured with his girl as I could wish him.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! If a happy thought should strike you, or any means of bring­ing me speedily to ac­tion, lose not a mo­ment. I have of­ten ex­per­i­enced your friend­ship; I for­cibly ex­per­i­ence it now, for I am more se­rene since I sat down to write. I speak, at least, to one who com­pre­hends me, not to the in­an­im­ate be­ings with whom I ve­get­ate since this morn­ing. On my word, the more I pro­ceed, the more I am in­clined to think we are the only couple worth any­thing in this life.

			
				
					Oct. 3, 17—.
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					The Vis­count de Val­mont to Azolan, His Hunts­man

				
				(En­closed in the fore­go­ing.)

			
			You must be a stu­pid fel­low, in­deed, to set out this morn­ing, and not have known that Ma­dame de Tourvel was go­ing away also; or, if you knew it, not to have giv­en me no­tice. To what pur­pose is it, then, you spend my money, if you only get drunk with the men, and loiter your time in court­ing the wait­ing maids, if you do not give me bet­ter in­form­a­tion of what is go­ing for­ward?—This is en­tirely ow­ing to your neg­li­gence; there­fore, I now give you no­tice, if such an­oth­er hap­pens in this busi­ness, it shall be the last you will be guilty of in my ser­vice.

			You must in­form me of everything that hap­pens at Ma­dame de Tourvel’s, re­l­at­ive to her health; wheth­er she sleeps well; wheth­er she is mel­an­choly or cheer­ful; if she goes abroad of­ten, and where; if she sees much com­pany, and who goes there; how she passes her time; wheth­er she is out of tem­per with her wo­men, par­tic­u­larly the one that was with her here; how she em­ploys her time when alone; if, when she reads, she is com­posed, or stops to muse; and the same when she writes. Re­mem­ber, also, to make a friend of who­ever car­ries the let­ters to the post of­fice: of­ten do that busi­ness for him; and, when he ac­cepts it, send away only those you think of no con­sequence, and send me the rest, es­pe­cially those for Ma­dame de Volanges, if there should be any.

			Settle your mat­ters so as to be still the fa­vour­ite of Ju­lia. If she has an­oth­er, as you thought, bring her to con­sent to share her fa­vours; and do not be so ri­dicu­lous as to give your­self airs of jeal­ousy: you will be only cir­cum­stanced as your su­per­i­ors; but, if your rival should be trouble­some, or if you per­ceive he takes up too much of Ju­lia’s time in the day, so that she should not be so of­ten with her mis­tress, to ob­serve her, you must, by some means or oth­er, drive him away, or pick a quar­rel with him; do not be afraid of the con­sequences—I will sup­port you: above all, leave the house as little as pos­sible; for it is by as­siduity only you can make your ob­ser­va­tions with cer­tainty. If, by chance, any of the ser­vants should be dis­charged, of­fer your­self in their room, as if no longer in my ser­vice: in such case, you must say you left me to get in­to a more quiet and reg­u­lar ser­vice. En­deav­our, as much as pos­sible, to be hired; I shall, not­with­stand­ing, keep you still in mine dur­ing the time; and you will be as you was be­fore at the Duch­ess of ———, and Ma­dame de Tourvel will also re­ward you in the end.

			If you was zeal­ous and skil­ful, those in­struc­tions should be suf­fi­cient: but, to as­sist one and the oth­er, I send you some money: the en­closed bill on my stew­ard en­titles you to call on him for twenty-five louis, for I sup­pose you have no money. You will make use of as much as is ne­ces­sary, to pre­vail on Ju­lia to settle a cor­res­pond­ence with me; the re­mainder to treat the ser­vants: let it be as of­ten as you can in the port­er’s lodge, that he may like to see you. How­ever, do not for­get, it is your ser­vices I mean to pay, and not your pleas­ures.

			Ac­cus­tom Ju­lia, be­times, to ob­serve and re­port everything, even what she may think the most tri­fling; it is bet­ter she should write ten use­less lines, than omit a ma­ter­i­al one; and what of­ten ap­pears a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence, is quite oth­er­wise. As I must be in­stantly in­formed, if any­thing should hap­pen you think of con­sequence after you re­ceive this let­ter, send off Philip dir­ectly on the mes­sage horse, to fix him­self at ———, and re­main there un­til farther or­ders; it will be a stage in case of ne­ces­sity; but, for com­mon cor­res­pond­ence, the post will be suf­fi­cient.

			Take great care not to lose this let­ter; read it over every day; not only not to for­get any­thing, but also to be cer­tain you have it. Do, in a few words everything you ought, now I hon­our you with my con­fid­ence. You very well know, if I am sat­is­fied with your con­duct, you shall be sat­is­fied with me.

			
				
					Oct. 3, 17—.
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				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			You will be very much sur­prised, dear Madam, to learn I quit­ted your house so pre­cip­it­ately: this pro­ceed­ing will, doubt­less, ap­pear very ex­traordin­ary; but how will your as­ton­ish­ment be in­creased, when you shall know my reas­ons! You will per­haps ima­gine, when I con­fide them to you, I have not paid prop­er at­ten­tion to the re­spect the ne­ces­sary tran­quil­ity of your age com­mands; that I am in­sens­ible to the sen­ti­ments of ven­er­a­tion you are so justly en­titled to from me. Ah! for­give me, Madam! my heart is op­pressed; it seeks to pour out its dis­tress in­to the friendly bos­om of prudence and mild­ness:—where could it find it but with you? Look upon me as your child; take a ma­ter­nal com­pas­sion on me; I im­plore it; my sen­ti­ments for you may give me a claim to it.

			The time is fled, when, wholly pos­sessed with those laud­able ideas, I knew not these I now ex­per­i­ence, which rav­age the soul, and de­prive me of the power of res­ist­ance, whilst they im­pose its ne­ces­sity! Ah! this fatal vis­it has un­done me!

			What can I say?—I love—yes, I love to dis­trac­tion! Alas! this fatal word, which now I write for the first time—this word, so of­ten so­li­cited but nev­er gran­ted, my life should now ex­pi­ate to let him hear who has in­spired it; yet I must ever re­fuse! He will re­main doubt­ful of the sen­ti­ments I feel for him.—I am miser­able!—Oh, that he could as read­ily read my heart as rule it! I should suf­fer less if he but knew what I en­dure; but even you, my ven­er­able friend, can have but a faint idea of my suf­fer­ings.

			I shall in a few minutes fly him, and load him with af­flic­tion. He will think me near him, and I shall be far from him.—At the usu­al hour of see­ing him every day, I shall be in places un­known to him, and where he can­not come: everything is pre­pared full in my view, and all an­nounce my un­happy flight: all is ready but me!—and the more my heart re­coils, the more I am con­vinced of the ne­ces­sity of sub­mit­ting to my fate.—I must sub­mit; it is bet­ter to die than live in guilt: already I feel my crimin­al­ity; mod­esty only is pre­served, but vir­tue is van­ished:—what yet is left me, I must ac­know­ledge, is due to his gen­er­os­ity. In­tox­ic­ated with pleas­ure, see­ing and listen­ing to him, en­rap­tured in his arms, and the greatest of all ex­tacy, that of mak­ing him happy, I was di­ver­ted of strength or power; scarce any left to struggle, but none to res­ist; I shuddered at my danger, but had not power to fly:—he saw my suf­fer­ings, and had com­pas­sion on me.—Must I not cher­ish him to whom I owe more than life!

			Had that been my only care, re­main­ing with him, do not ima­gine I should ever have thought of go­ing! for what is life without him? Happy should I have been to die for him! But, con­demned to be the cause of his misery and my own, without dar­ing to com­plain, or con­sole him; to be daily ex­posed to struggle, not only against him, but also against my­self; to em­ploy my cares to bring him to an­guish, when I would de­vote my days to make him happy: such a life is worse than a thou­sand deaths; yet this is to be my fate: I will still res­ol­utely bear up against it. And do you, who I have chosen for a moth­er, re­ceive my sol­emn vow to ob­serve it.

			Re­ceive also an­oth­er, of nev­er con­ceal­ing any of my ac­tions from you. I be­seech you to ac­cept it. I de­mand it as a ne­ces­sary aid to my con­duct. I shall be en­gaged to re­late you all; I shall think my­self in your pres­ence; your vir­tue will as­sist my weak­ness. I will nev­er con­sent to shame in your sight; and by means of this power­ful re­straint, whilst I cher­ish the in­dul­gent friend, the con­fid­ant of my weak­ness, I shall rev­er­ence my tu­telar an­gel that guards me from shame.

			It is ex­per­i­en­cing it too fatally, to be com­pelled to this re­quis­i­tion. Oh, the un­happy ef­fect of pre­sump­tu­ous con­fid­ence! Why did I not op­pose soon­er this grow­ing in­clin­a­tion? Why did I flat­ter my­self with be­ing able to con­quer it at my pleas­ure? Sense­less wretch! Little did I know the power of love! Ah! had I struggled against it with more care, it would not have over­powered me. This sud­den de­par­ture would have been un­ne­ces­sary; or, even be­ing com­pelled to this pain­ful step, I might not have been forced to break a con­nec­tion, which might have been less fre­quent. But to lose all at once, and forever!—Oh, my dear friend!—I for­get my­self, and again wander in crim­in­al wishes. Let us part; and, at least, let me ex­pi­ate by my sac­ri­fice those in­vol­un­tary in­jur­ies.

			Adieu, most re­spect­able friend! Love me as a daugh­ter; ad­opt me as one; and be as­sured, not­with­stand­ing my weak­ness, I would rather die than be un­worthy that name.

			
				
					Oct. 3, 17—,

					One in the morn­ing.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			I was more af­flic­ted, my lovely dear, at your de­par­ture, than sur­prised at the cause; long ex­per­i­ence, and my con­cern for you, had suf­fi­ciently in­formed me the state of your heart; and to sum up all, you have told me al­most noth­ing in your let­ter but what I feared. Was I to de­pend on it for in­form­a­tion, I should still be ig­nor­ant who it is you love; for in speak­ing of him all the time, you nev­er once men­tion his name. It was not ne­ces­sary; too well I know who it is. This I re­mark only, be­cause I re­col­lect, it al­ways has been the lan­guage of love. I see things are the same as they were formerly.

			I little ima­gined my thoughts would ever be called back to things so for­eign to my age, and so much out of my memory. Since yes­ter­day, how­ever, my mind has been much taken up with it, in or­der to find out some­thing that may be use­ful to you. What can I then do, but ad­mire and pity you? I am charmed with your pro­ceed­ing; yet ter­ri­fied be­cause you thought it in­dis­pens­able; and when things have gone so far, it is a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to avoid those our hearts are con­tinu­ally draw­ing us to­wards.

			How­ever, you must not be dis­cour­aged; noth­ing is im­possible to such a vir­tu­ous mind; and were you ever to yield, (which God for­bid!) you will at least, my lovely dear, have the con­sol­a­tion of hav­ing res­isted with all your might; moreover, what hu­man wis­dom can­not ac­com­plish, the di­vine grace op­er­ates when it pleases. You are, per­haps, now at the eve of your de­liv­er­ance; and your vir­tue, which has been tried in those dread­ful con­flicts, will arise more pure and re­fined. The strength which for­sakes you today, you must hope for to­mor­row. Do not, how­ever, de­pend on it; use it only as an in­cent­ive to en­cour­age you to em­ploy all your own.

			Leav­ing to Provid­ence the care of as­sist­ing you in a danger where I can bring no pre­ven­tion, I re­serve to my­self that of sup­port­ing and con­sol­ing you as much as in my power. I can­not re­lieve your troubles, but I will share them. On those con­di­tions I will ac­cept your con­fid­ence. I know your heart wants to be dis­burdened; I of­fer you my own; age has not so far frozen it, as to leave it in­sens­ible to friend­ship: you will al­ways find it open to re­ceive you. This is a poor re­lief to your dis­tress, but you shall not, how­ever, weep alone; and when this un­happy pas­sion over­powers you, and ob­liges you to speak, it will be bet­ter it should be with me than him. Now I speak as you do; and I be­lieve between us both we shall not be able to name him, but we un­der­stand each oth­er.

			I do not know wheth­er I do right in telling you he ap­peared amaz­ingly af­fected as your sud­den de­par­ture; it would, per­haps, be bet­ter not to men­tion it: but I am not fond of that prudence that af­flicts one’s friends. I am ob­liged to stop short on that sub­ject; for the weak­ness of my sight and a trem­bling hand will not in­dulge long let­ters, when I am un­der the ne­ces­sity of writ­ing them my­self.

			Adieu, my lovely dear! Adieu, my ami­able child! I ad­opt you freely as a daugh­ter. You have every ac­com­plish­ment to fill a moth­er’s heart with pride and pleas­ure.

			
				
					Oct. 3, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			It was with some dif­fi­culty, my dear worthy friend, I could sup­press an im­pulse of pride on read­ing your let­ter. You hon­our me, then, with your full con­fid­ence; you even con­des­cend to ask my ad­vice. I should be com­pletely happy if I mer­ited this fa­vour­able opin­ion; or, that it did not pro­ceed from the pre­pos­ses­sion of your friend­ship. Whatever may be the motive, it is so flat­ter­ing, that hav­ing ob­tained it, I shall en­deav­our more ar­dently to de­serve it. I shall then, but without pre­sum­ing to ad­vise, tell you freely my thoughts. I own I am dif­fid­ent of them, as they dif­fer from yours; yet, when you have my reas­ons, you will then judge, and if they should not meet with your ap­prob­a­tion, I de­clare be­fore­hand I sub­mit. I shall, at least, be so prudent as not to think my­self wiser than you. How­ever, for this once, if my opin­ion should have the pref­er­ence, you will find the cause in the fa­cil­ity of ma­ter­nal fond­ness. With you we must look for so laud­able an in­clin­a­tion, and read­ily re­cog­nize it in the meas­ure you are in­clined to em­brace. Thus if you some­times err, it is al­ways on the side of vir­tue.

			When we are to de­cide on the lot of oth­ers, but more es­pe­cially, when the ques­tion is to fix it by a sac­red and in­dis­sol­uble band, such as mar­riage, prudence, I think, ought to take place of all oth­er con­sid­er­a­tions. It is then an equally wise and tender moth­er should, as you well ob­serve, as­sist her daugh­ter with her own ex­per­i­ence. I ask then, how is she to at­tain it, but by mak­ing a dis­tinc­tion between what is pleas­ing and what con­veni­ent.

			Would it not be de­bas­ing ma­ter­nal au­thor­ity, nay even an­ni­hil­at­ing it, to make it sub­ser­vi­ent to a frivol­ous in­clin­a­tion, whose il­lus­ive power is felt only by those that dread it, and im­me­di­ately van­ishes when con­temp­tu­ously treated? For my part, I must own I nev­er be­lieved in those ir­res­ist­ible, im­petu­ous pas­sions, which one would ima­gine the world has ad­op­ted, as an uni­ver­sal ex­cuse for their ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies. I can­not con­ceive how a pas­sion, that one mo­ment cre­ates, and the next des­troys, can over­power the un­al­ter­able prin­ciples of chastity, de­cency and mod­esty; nor how a wo­man, that has re­lin­quished them, can be jus­ti­fied by a pre­ten­ded pas­sion, no more than a rob­ber for a thirst for money, or a mur­der­er for a de­sire of re­venge. Where is the per­son who has not had their struggles? I have been al­ways per­suaded, in­clin­a­tion was suf­fi­cient for res­ist­ance, and ex­per­i­ence has con­firmed my opin­ion. Of what es­tim­a­tion would vir­tue be, without the ob­lig­a­tions it im­poses? Its wor­ship are our sac­ri­fices, its re­ward in our hearts. Those in­con­test­able truths can be denied only by those whose in­terest it is to for­get them; and who be­ing already con­tam­in­ated, hope to carry on the il­lu­sion, and jus­ti­fy their bad con­duct by worse reas­on­ing.

			But is this to be ap­pre­hen­ded from an in­no­cent tim­id child; from a child of yours, whose pure and mod­est edu­ca­tion is strengthened by a happy dis­pos­i­tion? Still it is to this ap­pre­hen­sion, which I will ven­ture to call very hu­mi­li­at­ing for your daugh­ter, you would give up an ad­vant­age­ous match your prudence had provided. I have a great friend­ship for Dan­ceny; and you know for some time past I have sel­dom seen M. de Ger­court: but my friend­ship for the one, nor my in­dif­fer­ence for the oth­er, can pre­vent me from ob­serving the im­mense dif­fer­ence between the two matches.

			As to birth, I agree with you, they are on an equal­ity: but the one is de­fi­cient in for­tune, and the oth­er’s is such as, ex­clus­ive of blood, is suf­fi­cient to raise him to the highest em­ploy­ments. I ac­know­ledge, hap­pi­ness may be in­de­pend­ent of for­tune; but we must also own it a very ne­ces­sary in­gredi­ent. You say, Ma­demois­elle de Volanges is rich enough for both; yet sixty thou­sand livres per an­num, which she is to pos­sess, will not be too much for one who bears the name of Dan­ceny, to fur­nish and keep up a house suit­able to it. These are not Ma­dame de Sévigné’s days. Lux­ury ab­sorbs everything; we blame, yet im­it­ate it; and our su­per­fluit­ies end in de­priving us of ne­ces­sar­ies. As to per­son­al ac­com­plish­ments, which you with great reas­on dwell much on, cer­tainly on that point M. de Ger­court is ir­re­proach­able, which he has already proved. I am fond of think­ing, and really be­lieve Dan­ceny is not his in­feri­or; but are we so cer­tain of it? It is true, hitherto he ap­pears un­tain­ted with the fol­lies of the age, and not­with­stand­ing the ton of the day, he shows a taste for good com­pany, which in­clines one to judge fa­vour­ably of him. Yet who knows wheth­er this ap­par­ent dis­cre­tion is not the res­ult of the me­diocrity of his in­come? To be a gamester or a lib­ertine, money must be had; or if there should be a tinc­ture of knavery or epi­cur­ism, one may be fond of the de­fects, and still dread their ex­cess. There are thou­sands who are ad­mit­ted in­to good com­pany be­cause they have no oth­er em­ploy­ment.

			I do not say, God for­bid I should! that I be­lieve such things of him: yet there is some danger; and if the event should not an­swer your ex­pect­a­tions, how you would re­proach your­self! What reply could you make to your daugh­ter, who would prob­ably say, “Moth­er, I was young and un­ex­per­i­enced; I was even led astray by an er­ror ex­cus­able at my age: Provid­ence, which had fore­seen my in­ca­pa­city, had giv­en me a prudent moth­er to pre­serve me. How is it then, that lay­ing your dis­cre­tion aside, you have con­sen­ted to make me un­happy? Was I to choose a hus­band, I who knew noth­ing of a mar­ried state? If even I was de­term­ined on it, should you not have op­posed it? But I nev­er was pos­sessed with that fool­ish self will. De­term­ined to obey you, I waited with re­spect­ful ven­er­a­tion your choice. Did I ever swerve from my sub­mis­sion? Yet now I suf­fer the af­flic­tions due to re­bel­li­ous chil­dren only. Your weak­ness has been my ru­in.” Per­haps her re­spect might stifle those com­plaints: but your ma­ter­nal love would dis­cov­er them; and your daugh­ter’s tears, though con­cealed, would still over­whelm your heart.

			Where then will you seek con­sol­a­tion? Will it be in this ri­dicu­lous pas­sion, against which you should have guarded her, by which you even suf­fer your­self to be se­duced?

			Per­haps I may, my dear friend, con­ceive too strong a pre­ju­dice against this at­tach­ment: I view it in a for­mid­able light, even in case of a mar­riage. Not that I dis­ap­prove a de­cent and pure in­ten­tion should em­bel­lish the mat­ri­mo­ni­al bands, to soften in some meas­ure the ob­lig­a­tions it re­quires: but he is not the man ap­poin­ted to tie them; it is not an il­lus­ory mo­ment that ought to reg­u­late our choice for life: for to choose well, we ought to com­pare; how then is it pos­sible, when our ima­gin­a­tions are en­grossed by a sole ob­ject; when that ob­ject can­not even be in­vest­ig­ated, as we are plunged in in­tox­ic­a­tion and blind­ness? I have of­ten, I as­sure you, fallen in with wo­men at­tacked by this dan­ger­ous dis­order; some of them I have been in con­fid­ence with: hear them speak, their lov­ers were in every de­gree all per­fec­tion; but those per­fec­tions were con­fined to their ima­gin­a­tions only. Their ex­al­ted ideas dress at pleas­ure those they prefer; they dream of noth­ing but ex­cel­lence and vir­tue; it is the drapery of an an­gel of­ten worn by an ab­ject mod­el: be him as he may, they have no soon­er ad­orned him, than, dupes to their own la­bour, they fall down and ad­ore him.

			Your daugh­ter, then, does not love Dan­ceny, or, she is fas­cin­ated by this same il­lu­sion; and if they mu­tu­ally love, they both ex­per­i­ence the same. Thus your reas­on for unit­ing them is re­duced to a cer­tainty that they do not know each oth­er, but also, that they nev­er can know each oth­er. I think I hear you say, “Can M. de Ger­court and my daugh­ter know each oth­er bet­ter?” No, cer­tainly; but at least they do not mis­take them­selves; they are not suf­fi­ciently ac­quain­ted to­geth­er. What then hap­pens between a couple that I sup­pose de­cent? Why they study to please, ob­serve, seek, and find out soon what in­clin­a­tions or de­sires they must re­lin­quish, for their mu­tu­al tran­quil­lity. Those small self deni­als give but little un­eas­i­ness, as they are fore­seen, and are re­cip­roc­al; they are soon con­ver­ted in­to mu­tu­al good will; and cus­tom, which ever strengthens all in­clin­a­tions it does not des­troy, gradu­ally leads to that sin­cere friend­ship, that tender con­fid­ence, which, when united with es­teem, forms, I think, the true sol­id hap­pi­ness of the mar­ried state.

			The il­lu­sions of love, I will al­low, are more en­ga­ging; but don’t we well know they are not so last­ing? And what dangers does not their de­struc­tion bring on! Then the most trivi­al faults be­come shock­ing and in­tol­er­able, be­ing con­tras­ted with the ideas of per­fec­tion which had se­duced us. Each then thinks the oth­er is only altered, and they them­selves of as much worth as in the first in­stant the er­ror took its rise. They are as­ton­ished they can no longer cre­ate the charm they ex­per­i­enced; they are humbled; van­ity is hurt, the mind is soured, in­jur­ies aug­men­ted, which bring on peev­ish­ness, and is suc­ceeded by hatred; thus frivol­ous pleas­ures are re­paid by long mis­for­tunes.

			I have now giv­en you, my dear friend, my thoughts on this sub­ject. I do not in­sist on them, only lay them be­fore you:—you are to de­cide. Should you per­sist in your opin­ion, I shall only beg to know the reas­ons that com­bat mine. I shall be happy to be set right by you, and, above all, to be made easy on the fate of that lovely child, whose hap­pi­ness I so ar­dently wish, not only for my par­tic­u­lar friend­ship for her, but also for that which unites me to you forever.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 4, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			Well, my dear little creature, you are very much vexed and ashamed; and this same Val­mont is a wicked man, is he not? How is all this? He dared be­have to you as he would to the wo­man he loved best! He has taught you what you was go­ing mad to know! Upon my word, such pro­ceed­ings are un­par­don­able. And you, like a good girl, would have kept your chastity for your lov­er, who would not at­tempt it; you cher­ish the tor­ments of love only, but not its pleas­ures. Why this is charm­ing; and you will make a con­spicu­ous fig­ure in a ro­mance. Love, mis­for­tunes, and vir­tue in abund­ance! Lord! what a deal of fine things! In the midst of this bril­liant train, it is true, one may have noth­ing to do, but they may re­pay them­selves.

			How the poor little thing is to be pit­ied! her eyes were sunk the next morn­ing! What will you say, then, when your lov­er’s will be so? My dear an­gel, you will not be al­ways so; all men are not Val­monts: and again; not dare lift up your eyes! Oh, there you was very right; every­one would have read your ad­ven­ture in them. Be­lieve me, how­ever, if it was so, our wo­men and our young ladies even would as­sume more mod­est coun­ten­ances.

			Not­with­stand­ing the praises you per­ceive I am ob­liged to give you, yet you must agree you failed in your mas­ter piece, which was to tell all to your mama. You had be­gun so well; you had flung your­self in her arms; you sobbed and cried. What a pathet­ic scene! What a pity you did not com­plete it! Your tender mama, over­joyed, and to as­sist your vir­tue, would have shut you up in a con­vent for life; and there you might have loved Dan­ceny as much as you pleased, without a rival, and without any sin; you might be af­flic­ted at your leis­ure; Val­mont would not cer­tainly have come to trouble your af­flic­tion with his naughty amuse­ments.

			But ser­i­ously, is it pos­sible to be so child­ish, and turned of fif­teen, as you are! You are much in the right to say, you are scarcely worthy my care; yet I wish to be your friend: you want one with the moth­er you have, and the hus­band she in­tends for you; but if you do not im­prove more, what can one make of you? What can be hoped, if what gives girls sense and un­der­stand­ing, de­prives you of them.

			If you could once bring your­self to re­flect for a mo­ment, you would soon dis­cov­er, you would rather con­grat­u­late your­self than grieve: but you are ashamed; and that hurts you. Com­pose your­self; the shame that fol­lows love is like the pain; you suf­fer it but once. It may be feigned af­ter­wards, but is nev­er felt: and yet the pleas­ure re­mains, and you will own that is of con­sequence. I think I can even pick out among your non­sense, you lay some stress on it. Come, be hon­est; that un­eas­i­ness that pre­ven­ted you from do­ing as you said; that made you find it so dif­fi­cult to struggle; that made you, as it were, vexed, when Val­mont went away; was it shame or pleas­ure oc­ca­sioned it? And his man­ner of speak­ing, to which one did not know how to an­swer, did it not pro­ceed from his man­ner of do­ing? Ah, little girl! you tell a lie to your friend; that’s not right: but enough of that.

			What above everything to any­one else is noth­ing more than pleas­ure, in your situ­ation is real hap­pi­ness. Be­ing so cir­cum­stanced with a moth­er, whose af­fec­tion is of so much im­port­ance, and a lov­er whom you wish ever to en­joy, can you not plainly see the only means to unite suc­cess­fully those op­pos­ite in­terests is to bring in a third? Drawn off by this new ad­ven­ture, whilst you will seem to your mama to sac­ri­fice sub­missively to her will, a pas­sion that was not agree­able to her, you will es­tab­lish with your lov­er the hon­our of hav­ing made a fine res­ist­ance. As­sur­ing him con­stantly of your af­fec­tions, you must not grant him the con­vin­cing proofs. Those re­fus­als, which are so tri­fling in your situ­ation, he will not fail to at­trib­ute to vir­tue; he may, per­haps, re­pine, but his love will in­crease; and to en­joy the double mer­it of sac­ri­fi­cing to the one your af­fec­tion, and to the oth­er only to res­ist its force, it will cost noth­ing more than the en­joy­ment of its de­lights. How many wo­men have lost their repu­ta­tion, who would have anxiously pre­served it, had they such a field.

			Does not this scheme ap­pear the most feas­ible as well as the most de­light­ful to you? Do you know what you have got by the one you have taken? Your mama at­trib­uted your im­mod­er­ate grief to your in­crease of love, and was so en­raged, that she only waited to be con­vinced, in or­der to pun­ish you. I have just re­ceived a let­ter from her. She will at­tempt every meth­od to ex­tract the avow­al from your­self. She writes me, she may, per­haps, even go so far as to pro­pose Dan­ceny to you for a hus­band, and this only to make you speak out. If, se­duced by this af­fect­a­tion of ten­der­ness, you should open your heart, she would shut you up for a long time, per­haps, forever, to de­plore at leis­ure your blind credu­lity.

			This scheme she in­tends to ex­ecute against you must be coun­ter­ac­ted by an­oth­er. Be­gin, then, to be more cheer­ful, to make her be­lieve you do not think so much of Dan­ceny. She will be the more eas­ily pre­vailed on to be­lieve it, as it is the usu­al ef­fect of ab­sence; and she will be the more pleased with you, as she will ap­plaud her­self for her prudence which sug­ges­ted the meth­od. If she should still have her doubts, should per­sist in sound­ing you, and should come to men­tion mat­ri­mony, abide, like a prudent girl, in your ab­so­lute sub­mis­sion for you risk noth­ing; as to a hus­band, one is al­ways as good as an­oth­er; the most trouble­some is not more so than a moth­er.

			When your mama is once bet­ter pleased, she will have you mar­ried; then, be­ing more free in your pro­ceed­ings, you can, if you please, quit Val­mont to have Dan­ceny, or even keep both; for ob­serve, Dan­ceny is agree­able, it is true, but he is one of those men one can have when they please, and as of­ten as they please; so you may be easy as to him.—Not so with Val­mont; it is dan­ger­ous to quit him, and dif­fi­cult to keep him; one must be very skil­ful, or very tract­able: if you could, how­ever, at­tach him as a friend, you would be happy in­deed. He would el­ev­ate you to the first rank among the mod­ish wo­men; that is the way to gain con­sist­ency in life, and not sit blush­ing and cry­ing as if your nuns had made you eat your din­ner on your knees.

			If you are prudent, you will then en­deav­our to make it up with Val­mont, who must be very angry with you: as you must learn to re­pair your folly, do not be afraid to make him some ad­vances; you will soon learn, that al­though the men make the first to us, we are al­ways ob­liged to make the second. You will have a pre­tence for it, for you must not keep this let­ter; and I re­quire you will de­liv­er it to Val­mont as soon as you have read it. Do not for­get to seal it again, how­ever, be­fore you give it: for, in the first place, I want to leave the whole mer­it of this pro­ceed­ing to your­self, that it should not carry the ap­pear­ance of an ad­vice; moreover, I do not know any­one I have so much friend­ship for, as to write as I do to you.

			Adieu! my charm­ing an­gel! fol­low my ad­vice, and let me know how it suc­ceeds.

			
				
					P.S. Now I think on’t, I had like to for­get—A word more—Take a little more care in your style of writ­ing; you al­ways write so like a child; I know from whence it pro­ceeds; you al­ways write as you think, but do not study what you ought to say: that may do very well between you and me, who should not have any secrets from one an­oth­er; but with every­one else, par­tic­u­larly with your lov­er, it looks so fool­ish. You must ob­serve, when you write to any­one, it is for them, and not for your­self: you must en­deav­our, then, to write to please them, and not give them your thoughts.

					Adieu! my heart! I em­brace you, in­stead of be­ing angry, in hopes you will be more ra­tion­al.

				

				Par­is, Oct. 4, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					106
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Ad­mir­able, my dear Vis­count! now I love you to dis­trac­tion; after the first of your two let­ters, I might well ex­pect the second, which did not much sur­prise me; al­though you were so proud of your fu­ture suc­cess as to so­li­cit the re­ward, and ask me if I was ready, I foresaw there was no ne­ces­sity for all that ex­ped­i­tion. Yes, upon hon­our, per­us­ing the re­cit­al of your tender scene, that had af­fected you so much; and re­flect­ing on your mod­esty, worthy the most glor­i­ous days of chiv­alry, I ex­claimed, “The op­por­tun­ity is lost!” How could it be oth­er­wise? What would you have a poor wo­man do, who sur­renders, and will not be ac­cep­ted? Why, faith, in such a cir­cum­stance, ap­pear­ances must be saved, and that is only what your Pres­id­ente has done. For my part, I very well know, the step she has taken has its ef­fect, and in­tend to fol­low the ex­ample on the first ser­i­ous oc­ca­sion that of­fers; but I swear, if who­ever I take this trouble for does not make a bet­ter use of it than you have done, he may cer­tainly re­nounce me forever.

			Thus are you re­duced, pos­it­ively, to a mere noth­ing! by two wo­men, one of which was fixed for the next day, and the oth­er wished for noth­ing so much! Well, you will be apt to think I boast, and say it is easy to proph­ecy after the event; but I swear I ex­pec­ted it; for you really have no geni­us for your pro­fes­sion; you barely know what you have learned; you have no in­ven­tion; when cir­cum­stances do not as­sist your form­al­it­ies of cus­tom, and you are ob­liged to go out of the com­mon road, you stop short like a school­boy; to sum up all, a child­ish­ness on the one hand, a re­turn of prudery on the oth­er, be­cause they are not every day ex­per­i­enced, are enough to dis­con­cert you; you neither know how to rem­edy or pre­vent them. Ah, Vis­count! Vis­count! you teach me not to judge men by their suc­cess, and we must soon say of you, “he was brave such a day.” When you com­mit blun­der on blun­der, why then you fly to me—One would ima­gine I have noth­ing else to do but re­trieve your fol­lies: it is cer­tainly work enough for any one per­son.

			How­ever, as to those two ad­ven­tures; the one was un­der­taken con­trary to my in­clin­a­tion;—the oth­er, as you have paid some at­ten­tion to my wishes, I take on my­self.

			Read first the en­closed let­ter, then give it to the little Volanges; it is more than suf­fi­cient to re­call her; but I beg you will pay some at­ten­tion to this child; let us join to­geth­er to make her the greatest curse and af­flic­tion of her moth­er and Ger­court: there is no danger in giv­ing her large doses; I see plainly the little thing will not be frightened; and, our scheme once com­pleted, she may act as she pleases.

			I shall be totally un­con­cerned about her. I had some thoughts of mak­ing her a sub­al­tern in­triguer, to take her to play the second parts un­der me; but I per­ceive she has no geni­us; she has a kind of fool­ish open­ness that has not giv­en way to the spe­cif­ic you ad­min­istered, which, how­ever, sel­dom fails; and, in my opin­ion, it is the most dan­ger­ous dis­order a wo­man can pos­sibly have; it marks, more than any­thing, a weak­ness of tem­per, which op­poses everything, and which is al­most al­ways in­cur­able; so that our time would be lost in form­ing this little girl for in­trigue, as, at best, she nev­er will be more than a comeat­able wo­man. I don’t know any­thing so in­sip­id, as that stu­pid fa­cil­ity, that makes a wo­man com­pli­ant without know­ing why or where­fore; only be­cause she is at­tacked, and knows not how to res­ist; those sort of wo­men are ab­so­lutely mere ma­chines. You will say, that is all we want; and that is suf­fi­cient for our pur­pose. Be it so: but it must not be for­got, that every­one soon be­comes ac­quain­ted with the springs and con­trivers of those ma­chines; so that to use this one, without bad con­sequences, we must lose no time, stop when ne­ces­sary, and af­ter­wards break it. We shall not be at a loss to get rid of her, and Ger­court will be ready to cloister her when we please. When he can no longer doubt his dis­aster, when it will be pub­lic and no­tori­ous, what mat­ters it us if he re­venges him­self, provided he is in­con­sol­able? What I say of the hus­band, I dare say you think the same of the moth­er; there­fore look it as done.

			This meas­ure, which I con­ceive to be the best, at­trac­ted my thoughts, made me re­solve to lead on the young thing briskly, as you will per­ceive by my let­ter; it is also of the ut­most con­sequence not to leave any­thing in her pos­ses­sion that may com­mit us, which I beg you will at­tend to. This pre­cau­tion ob­served, I take the mor­al­ity on my­self; the re­mainder is in your de­part­ment; how­ever, if we should here­after find she im­proves, we shall al­ways have time to al­ter our plan; which had like to have been the case, and that we should one time or oth­er have been em­ployed at what we are now about; but at all events our la­bour will not be lost.

			I must, how­ever, tell you, mine had like to be des­troyed; and Ger­court’s good for­tune had nearly over­powered my prudence. Ma­dame de Volanges, in a fit of ma­ter­nal fond­ness, was on the point of giv­ing away her daugh­ter to Dan­ceny; from thence pro­ceeded the re­mark­able ten­der­ness you ob­served the next morn­ing. This would have been still one of your mas­ter strokes. For­tu­nately the tender par­ent con­sul­ted me about it; and I ex­pect my an­swer will give her a dis­rel­ish to it. I said so much in praise of vir­tue, and wheedled her so well, that I am sure she will be pleased with my reas­ons.

			I am sorry I had not time to take a copy of my let­ter, for your edi­fic­a­tion, on the aus­ter­ity of my mor­als. You would there see how con­tempt­ible I hold those wo­men of de­praved prin­ciples who have lov­ers. Noth­ing so com­mo­di­ous, as to be a rigourist in con­ven­tion; it only hurts oth­ers, and gives us no un­eas­i­ness. Moreover, I am in­formed the good lady has had her little foibles, as well as oth­ers, in her young­er days. I was not sorry to humble her con­science, at least, which was some con­sol­a­tion for the praises I was ob­liged to give her against my own. It was thus, in the same let­ter, the idea of hurt­ing Ger­court in­spired me the res­ol­u­tion to speak well of him.

			Adieu, Vis­count! I ap­prove much of your plan of re­main­ing where you are for some time. I have no means for ex­ped­it­ing your march: but I re­com­mend you should em­ploy your time with our pu­pil. As to my­self, not­with­stand­ing your po­lite sum­mons, you find you must still wait, and you will agree with me it is not my fault.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 4, 17—.
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				Azolan to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Sir,

			On re­ceipt of your or­ders, I im­me­di­ately waited on Mr. Ber­trand, your hon­our’s stew­ard, who paid me twenty-five louis d’ors, as your hon­our had ordered. I asked him for two more for Philip, who was to set off im­me­di­ately, as your hon­our had ordered, and who had no money; but your stew­ard would not give them, as he said he had not any or­der from your hon­our to that pur­pose; so I was ob­liged to give them to my­self, and which your hon­our will be pleased to ob­serve.

			Philip set out last night. I re­com­men­ded it to him strongly not to leave the inn, that you may find him when ne­ces­sary.

			I went im­me­di­ately after to Ma­dame the Pres­id­ente’s, to see Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie: but she was abroad, and I could only speak to La Fleure, from whom I could not get any in­tel­li­gence, be­cause he has been al­ways abroad since his re­turn only at meal times. It is the second that has al­ways at­ten­ded table, and your hon­our knows I had no ac­quaint­ance with him: but I began today.

			I re­turned this morn­ing to Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie, and she seemed very glad to see me. I asked her con­cern­ing the reas­on of her mis­tress re­turn­ing to town; she told me, she knew noth­ing of it, and I be­lieve she spoke truth. I scol­ded her, be­cause she did not tell me of their go­ing away, and she de­clared she knew noth­ing of it till her mis­tress was go­ing to bed; so she was ob­liged to sit up to settle everything, and the poor girl had but two hours rest. She did not leave her mis­tress till past one; and she left her writ­ing.

			In the morn­ing Ma­dame de Tourvel left a let­ter with the house­keep­er. Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie does not know for who: but ima­gined it was for your hon­our, but your hon­our said noth­ing of it to me. Dur­ing the whole jour­ney Ma­dame had a great cloak over her, which hid her en­tirely; but Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie thinks she cried very of­ten. She did not speak a word dur­ing the whole jour­ney, and she would not stop at ———,24 as she did in com­ing; which was not very agree­able to Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie, who had not break­fas­ted: but, as I said, mas­ters will be mas­ters.

			When they came to town, Ma­dame went to bed for two hours. When she got up, she sent for the port­er, and gave him or­ders not to ad­mit any­one. She did not make any toi­lette. She sat down to din­ner, but only tasted a little soup, and went away dir­ectly. Her cof­fee was brought to her apart­ment. Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie went in at the same time. She found her mis­tress set­tling some pa­pers in her desk, and she could per­ceive they were let­ters. I would lay a wager they were your hon­our’s; and of the three she re­ceived the same even­ing, there was one she had be­fore her late the same night. I am very cer­tain it was one from your hon­our: but why should she come away that way, that as­ton­ishes me; but cer­tainly your hon­our knows, and it is no busi­ness of mine.

			Ma­dame the Pres­id­ente went to the lib­rary in the even­ing, and took two books, which she car­ried in­to her dress­ing room: but Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie de­clares she did not read a quarter of an hour the whole day, and that she did noth­ing but read the let­ter, muse, and lean on her arm. As I thought your hon­our would be glad to know what books they were, and that Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie did not know, I made an ex­cuse to go and see the lib­rary today: there is no void but for two books; one is the second volume of Chris­ti­an Thoughts, and the oth­er the first book of a work en­titled Clarissa. I write as it was be­fore me; your hon­our will cer­tainly know what it is.

			Last night Ma­dame had no sup­per, only took tea. This morn­ing she rung early, and ordered her car­riage im­me­di­ately, and went be­fore nine to mass at the Fenil­lant’s. She wanted to go to con­fes­sion, but her con­fess­or was not in the way, and will not re­turn for eight or ten days. I thought it ne­ces­sary to in­form your hon­our of this. She then came home, break­fas­ted, and sat down to write, and stayed at it till near one o’clock. I then found an op­por­tun­ity of do­ing what your hon­our wished most for, for I car­ried the let­ters to the post of­fice. There was none for Ma­dame de Volanges; but I send your hon­our one for Mon­sieur the Pres­id­ent; I thought that might be the most ne­ces­sary. There was one also for Ma­dame de Rose­monde; but I thought your hon­our might see that whenev­er you had a mind, and I let it go. Be­sides, your hon­our will know all, as Ma­dame the Pres­id­ente has wrote to him. Here­after I can have all your hon­our pleases; for it is Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie that al­most al­ways gives them to the ser­vants, and she has prom­ised me, that out of friend­ship to me as well as for your hon­our, she will do everything I would have her. She would not even take the money I offered her; but I dare say your hon­our will make her some small present; and if it is your pleas­ure, and that you think prop­er, I shall soon know what will please her.

			I hope your hon­our will not think me neg­li­gent in your ser­vice. I have it much at heart to be clear of the re­proaches made me. It was my zeal for your hon­our’s ser­vice was the reas­on of my not know­ing Ma­dame the Pres­id­ente’s de­par­ture, be­cause your hon­our ordered me to set out at three in the morn­ing, which hindered me from see­ing Ma­demois­elle Ju­lie at night as usu­al, as I went to sleep with the ost­ler, that I might not dis­turb the people in the castle.

			As to what your hon­our says, I am of­ten in want of money, it is be­cause I al­ways love to be de­cent, as your hon­our may see; be­sides, one must keep up the hon­our of the liv­ery they wear. I know very well I ought to save some­thing for a rainy day; but I de­pend en­tirely on your hon­our’s gen­er­os­ity, who has been so good a mas­ter.

			As to what your hon­our de­sires, of my en­ter­ing in­to Ma­dame de Tourvel’s ser­vice, and still re­main­ing in yours, I hope your hon­our will not re­quire it; it was quite dif­fer­ent at the Duch­ess’s, for I cer­tainly can­not stoop to wear a liv­ery, and a law­yer’s liv­ery, after hav­ing been your hon­our’s hunts­man. As for all the rest, your hon­our may dis­pose as you please of him, who is, with the greatest re­spect and af­fec­tion, his most humble and obed­i­ent ser­vant,

			
				Roux Azolan, hunts­man.

				Par­is, Oct. 05, 17—, at night.
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				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			My dear in­dul­gent moth­er, what ob­lig­a­tions do I not lay un­der to you! what com­fort have I not re­ceived from your let­ter! I have read it over and over; I can­not lay it down; to it I owe the few mo­ments of ease I have had since my de­par­ture. Your bounty, your vir­tue, your prudence can, then, com­pas­sion­ate my weak­ness. You pity my mis­for­tunes. Ah! could you but be sens­ible of them—they are fright­ful. I ima­gined I had ex­per­i­enced the pangs of love; but the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing, which must be felt to have any idea of it, is to be sep­ar­ated from the be­loved ob­ject, forever sep­ar­ated!—The an­guish that sinks me today will again re­turn to­mor­row, the next day, all my life! Great God! I am yet but young, what a length of suf­fer­ings!

			To be the cause of one’s own misery; to tear one’s heart with their own hands; and dur­ing those in­sup­port­able tor­ments, to know one can put a peri­od to them with a word, and that word to be crim­in­al!—Alas, my dear friend!—

			When I took the pain­ful res­ol­u­tion to ban­ish my­self from him, I was flattered with the hope that ab­sence would in­crease my strength and res­ol­u­tion. How fatally am I de­ceived! They seem to have totally aban­doned me. I had more to struggle with, it’s true: but in my res­ist­ance I was not de­prived of all re­source; I could some­times see him; of­ten even not dar­ing to look on him, I was sens­ible his eyes were fixed on me, they seemed to cheer my heart. But now in my dis­mal solitude, sep­ar­ated from all my heart held dear, lonely with my mis­for­tunes, every mo­ment of my pain­ful ex­ist­ence is marked with tears, noth­ing to soften their bit­ter­ness, no con­sol­a­tion to mingle with my sac­ri­fices; and those I have already made, render those I still must make more sor­row­ful.

			Even yes­ter­day, how for­cibly did I ex­per­i­ence this! Among the let­ters brought me, there was one from him, which I dis­tin­guished from among the rest be­fore they were de­livered. I trembled—I rose in­vol­un­tar­ily—scarce could con­ceal my emo­tion; and yet that state was not un­pleas­ing. Soon after left alone, this de­ceit­ful pleas­ure fled, and left one more sac­ri­fice to be made: for how could I open this let­ter, which I was im­pa­tient to read? Strange fatal­ity! that the few con­sol­a­tions which of­fer are so many new priva­tions to me; which are still made more in­tol­er­able by the idea that M. de Val­mont shares them.

			It is out at last; that name that in­cess­antly pos­sesses me, that I had so much pain to write: the kind of re­proach you gave me, has been truly alarm­ing—I be­seech you will be per­suaded, no false shame has altered my con­fid­ence in you;—then why should I be afraid to name him? Ah! I am ashamed of my sen­ti­ments, but not of him who causes them. Where is there an­oth­er so worthy to in­spire them? Yet I can’t ac­count why that name does not nat­ur­ally flow from my pen; and even now, I could not write it without some pause: but to re­turn to him. You write me, he ap­peared amaz­ingly af­fected at my de­par­ture. What did he say then? What did he do? Did he talk of re­turn­ing to Par­is? I beg you will put him off it, if you pos­sibly can. If he does me justice, he ought not to be angry with me for this step: but he must be sens­ible it is an ir­re­vers­ible res­ol­u­tion. One of my greatest tor­tures is to be ig­nor­ant of his thoughts. I still have his let­ter there—but you will cer­tainly agree with me, I ought not to open it.

			It is only through you, my most in­dul­gent friend, I shall not be en­tirely sep­ar­ated from him. I will not ab­use your good­ness. I know well you must not write long let­ters: but you will not re­fuse a few words to your child, to as­sist her res­ol­u­tion, and con­sole her. Adieu, my most re­spect­able friend!

			
				Par­is, Oct. 5, 17—.
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				Cecil­ia Volanges to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Dear Madam, I did not de­liv­er the let­ter you did me the hon­our to write me un­til this day to M. de Val­mont. I kept it four days, of­ten un­der great ap­pre­hen­sions lest it should be dis­covered; but con­cealed it care­fully; and when a fit of dull­ness seized me, I locked my­self up to read it again. I be­gin to think what I ima­gined so great a mis­for­tune, is a tri­fling thing; I own there is a deal of pleas­ure in it; so that I be­gin to be tol­er­ably easy. Noth­ing now gives me any trouble, but the idea of Dan­ceny; I am of­ten, that I do not think of him at all, and I be­lieve it is be­cause M. de Val­mont is so en­ga­ging. I made it up with him two days ago; which was not at all dif­fi­cult; for be­fore I had scarcely spoke, he said, if I had any­thing to tell him, he would come to my room at night if it was agree­able to me. As soon as he came, he was as good hu­moured as if I had not done any­thing to vex him. He did not scold me till af­ter­wards, and then very gently, but in such a man­ner—just as you used to do; which con­vinces me, he loves me very much.

			I can­not re­mem­ber all the com­ic­al stor­ies he told me, which I should nev­er have be­lieved, par­tic­u­larly about mama. I would be much ob­liged to you, if you would let me know if it is all true. I could not re­frain from laugh­ing; once I was ready to burst out, which frightened us both; for mama would have heard me, and then what would be­come of me! she would have in­fal­libly shut me up in the con­vent.

			I must be prudent; and, as M. de Val­mont says he would not run the risk of a dis­cov­ery for all the world, we have agreed, here­after he will only come, open the door, and we will go to his cham­ber. There will be no danger then; I was there last night: whilst I am writ­ing to you, I ex­pect him. Now, Madam, I hope you will not be angry with me. There is still some­thing in your let­ter that sur­prises me a good deal; that is, in re­gard to Dan­ceny and M. de Val­mont when I am mar­ried. I think you told me at the op­era, when once I was mar­ried, I should love no one but my hus­band, and I must even for­get Dan­ceny: may be I did not un­der­stand you right; and I would much rather it was oth­er­wise, be­cause I should not then be so much afraid of be­ing mar­ried. I shall even wish for it, as I shall have the more liberty. I hope then mat­ters may be so settled, that I shall have Dan­ceny only to think of. I know very well I shall nev­er be truly happy but with him; for the thoughts of him con­stantly dis­turb me; I have no peace but when I do not think of him, and that is not in my power; as soon as he comes in my head, I grow mel­an­choly.

			My greatest con­sol­a­tion is, you prom­ise me Dan­ceny will love me the more for it: are you very sure of it? You would not de­ceive me, I know; how­ever, it is very whim­sic­al that it should be Dan­ceny I love, and that M. de Val­mont—but, as you say, may be it is all for the bet­ter. I do not well un­der­stand what you men­tion about my writ­ing. Dan­ceny likes my let­ters very well: I must not say any­thing to him, I know, about what passes between M. de Val­mont and me—you need not be un­easy about that.

			Mama has not spoke yet about mar­riage; but when she does, since it is to en­snare me, I prom­ise you I will know how to tell a lie.

			Adieu, my dear friend; I am very much ob­liged to you; I as­sure you I shall nev­er for­get your friend­ship: I must con­clude, for it is al­most one, and M. de Val­mont will be here soon.

			
				
					Oct. 10, 17—.
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				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Ye heav­enly powers! I have a soul formed for sor­row; grant me one for bliss.25 I think it is the tender Saint Preux, who thus ex­presses him­self: more equally di­vided than he, I at once am pos­sessed of both. I am, my dear friend, at once very happy and very miser­able; since you are en­tirely in my con­fid­ence, I will re­late my pains and pleas­ures.

			My un­grate­ful de­votee still per­severes in her in­flex­ib­il­ity; she has re­turned me four let­ters un­opened—not four neither, for guess­ing that after the first, it would be fol­lowed by an­oth­er, I re­solved not to lose my time thus, to make my mourn­ful com­plaints as com­mon­place without a date, and since the second post, it is al­ways the same let­ter goes and comes, I only change the cov­er. If my fair one ends as fair ones gen­er­ally do, and will re­lent, at least through fa­tigue; she will at length keep it: then will be the time to re­new the cor­res­pond­ence; you may guess this new meth­od hurts my in­tel­li­gence.—I have, how­ever dis­covered the fickle wo­man has changed her con­fid­ant; I am cer­tain at least since her leav­ing the castle, she has not wrote to M. de Volanges; but has twice wrote to old Rose­monde. As she has not said any­thing of it to us, and does not even men­tion her dear fair one, who she was in­cess­antly talk­ing of, I con­cluded she is ap­poin­ted suc­cessor: I con­jec­ture the ne­ces­sity of talk­ing of me on the one hand, and the shame of again as­sum­ing with Ma­dame de Volanges, a sub­ject so long dis­avowed, have pro­duced this grand re­volu­tion: I am ap­pre­hens­ive I shall lose by the change; for the older wo­men grow, the more mor­ose and severe they are: the first would have said everything evil of me, but the oth­er will say more of the evils of love; and the sens­ible prude is more afraid of the pas­sion than the Per­son. The only meth­od to be in­formed is, as you will ob­serve, to put a stop to the clandes­tine trade; I have already giv­en my hunts­man ample dir­ec­tions, and am hourly in ex­pect­a­tion; un­til then, chance rules all. For these last eight days I have run over all man­ner of known meth­ods, as also those of ro­mances and secret mem­oirs, and can­not find a pre­ced­ent neither for the cir­cum­stances of the ad­ven­ture, or char­ac­ter of the heroine. The dif­fi­culty does not lie in get­ting in­to her house, even at night, or even to set her asleep as in Clarissa, but after two months of care and trouble, to be ob­liged to re­cur to such strange meth­ods; fol­low the track oth­ers have left, and tri­umph without glory!—No, she shall not have the pleas­ure of vice and the hon­our of vir­tue.26 It is not enough to pos­sess her, she shall give her­self up: to com­pass this, I must not only get in to her house, with her con­sent; find her alone, and in­clined to listen to me; above all, blind her on her danger, for if she per­ceives it, she will over­come it or per­ish. The more con­vinced I am what is ne­ces­sary to be done, the great­er I find the dif­fi­culties in the ex­e­cu­tion; were you again to ri­dicule me, I will con­fess my em­bar­rass­ment in­creases the more I think of it.

			I really be­lieve I should have gone mad, were it not for the pleas­ing dis­trac­tion our pu­pil gives me; my re­cre­ations with her are an an­ti­dote to mel­an­choly.

			Would you be­lieve it was three whole days be­fore your let­ter had any ef­fect on the little ter­ri­fied creature? Thus one false idea is cap­able of des­troy­ing the best dis­pos­i­tion.

			At length on Sat­urday she came about, began to mut­ter a few words, in such a low tone, and so in­ar­tic­u­late, with shame no doubt, it was al­most im­possible to un­der­stand her: her blushes, how­ever, de­clared the busi­ness; un­til then, I as­sumed a con­sequen­tial air, but soon softened by so pleas­ing a re­pent­ance, I con­des­cen­ded to prom­ise the pretty pen­it­ent, to go to her at night; this fa­vour was ac­cep­ted with all the grat­it­ude due to so great a kind­ness.

			As I nev­er lose sight of your schemes or my own, I re­solved not to neg­lect this op­por­tun­ity of com­ing at the in­trins­ic value of this child, also to ac­cel­er­ate her edu­ca­tion. To be more at liberty to pro­sec­ute this busi­ness, it was ne­ces­sary to change the place of ren­dez­vous, for as there is only a closet which sep­ar­ates her room from that of her moth­er’s, she could not think her­self suf­fi­ciently safe to in­dulge at her ease: I was de­term­ined then to con­trive in­no­cently, some noise which should fright­en her, and make her re­solve in fu­ture to ac­cept a place of more safety, but she saved me the trouble.

			The little thing laughs much, and to keep up her spir­its, I took it in my head between the acts, to tell her some scan­dal­ous ad­ven­tures that oc­curred to me; to give them a great­er rel­ish, and fix her at­ten­tion the more, I put them all to her moth­er’s ac­count, who I loaded with vice and folly. My design in this, was to en­cour­age my tim­id schol­ar, and in­spire her with a most despic­able opin­ion of her moth­er. I have al­ways ob­served, that if this meth­od was not al­ways ne­ces­sary for the se­duc­tion of a young girl, it is in­dis­pens­able, even the most ef­fic­a­cious, to viti­ate her; for she who has no re­spect for her moth­er, will nev­er have any for her­self: this mor­al truth, which I think so use­ful, I am glad to il­lus­trate by an ex­ample to cor­rob­or­ate the pre­cept. But your pu­pil, who did not dream of the mor­al, was every mo­ment ready to burst with laugh­ing, and once had like to have broke out. I had no dif­fi­culty to per­suade her she made a great noise; I seemed much alarmed, so did she: that it might make the im­pres­sion more for­cible, I did not suf­fer pleas­ure to make its ap­pear­ance again, but left her three hours soon­er than usu­al, after hav­ing agreed to meet the next night in my cham­ber. I have already re­ceived her twice: in this short in­ter­val, the schol­ar is al­most as learned as the mas­ter: yes, upon my word I have taught her everything as far as the com­pli­ances: I have con­cealed noth­ing but the pre­cau­tions.

			Be­ing thus en­gaged all night, I sleep the greatest part of the day; and as, in the present state of the castle, I have noth­ing to at­tract me, I scarcely ap­pear an hour in the day in the sa­loon. Today I have taken the res­ol­u­tion to eat in my room—shall only leave it now and then for a short walk: those oddit­ies will be im­puted to my health; I have de­clared I was de­voured with spleen; I have also talked of a little fever; it will be suf­fi­cient to speak in a weak and lan­guid voice to make that go down; and for an al­ter­a­tion in my coun­ten­ance, rely on your pu­pil, love will provide for it.27 My leis­ure hours are taken up with the means of re­gain­ing the ad­vant­ages I have lost over my in­grate, in com­pet­ing a cat­ech­ism of de­bauch­ery for the use of my schol­ar, wherein I call everything by its tech­nic­al name; I an­ti­cip­ate my joy on the very af­fect­ing con­ver­sa­tion it will fur­nish between Ger­court and she the first night after their mar­riage. Noth­ing can be more di­vert­ing than the in­genu­ous­ness with which she ex­presses what little she knows of this lan­guage; she does not think people ought to speak oth­er­wise; this is really en­chant­ing; this con­trast of simple cand­our, with the style of bare­faced im­pudence, has its ef­fect; and I do not know how it is, but of late noth­ing pleases me but oddit­ies.

			I give too much way per­haps to this, as I com­mit my time and health; but I hope my feigned sick­ness may, be­sides sav­ing me the dis­agree­able te­di­ous­ness of the sa­loon, be of ser­vice with my aus­tere de­votee, whole fe­ro­cious vir­tue is still al­lied to tender sens­ib­il­ity! I make no doubt she is by this time in­formed of this great event, and I have a strong de­sire to know how she takes it, as I would ven­ture to lay a wager she will take the hon­our of it to her­self; I shall reg­u­late the state of my health ac­cord­ing to the im­pres­sion it makes on her. Now, my charm­ing friend, you have my whole story: I wish to have more in­ter­est­ing news for you; and I hope you will be per­suaded, that I reck­on on the re­ward I ex­pect from you as a great share in the pleas­ure I prom­ise my­self.

			
				
					Oct. 11, 17—.
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				Count Ger­court to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			Everything in this coun­try, Madam, has the most pa­cific ap­pear­ance, and we daily ex­pect or­ders to re­turn to France. I hope you have not the least doubt of my eager­ness for this re­turn, to com­plete my uni­on with Ma­demois­elle de Volanges and you. Yet the Duke of ———, my cous­in, to whom you know I am un­der so many ob­lig­a­tions, has just in­formed me of his re­call from Naples. He writes me, his in­ten­tion to come by Rome, and take in his way that part of Italy he has not seen. He re­quests I should ac­com­pany him on this jour­ney, which will be of six weeks or two months. I will not con­ceal from you, it would be very agree­able to me to em­brace this op­por­tun­ity. For when once mar­ried, I shall not read­ily un­der­take any jour­neys but those the ser­vice will re­quire; per­haps, it would be also more con­veni­ent to post­pone the ce­re­mony un­til winter, as all my re­la­tions will not be in Par­is un­til then, par­tic­u­larly the Mar­quis de ———, to whom I am in­debted for the hope of be­ing al­lied to you. Not­with­stand­ing those con­sid­er­a­tions, my res­ol­u­tions on this mat­ter shall be en­tirely gov­erned by yours; and if you are not per­fectly sat­is­fied with this pro­pos­al, I in­stantly re­nounce mine. I only re­quest you will do me the fa­vour to in­form me of your in­ten­tions. I shall wait your an­swer here, which will reg­u­late my con­duct.

			I am, with great re­spect, and every sen­ti­ment due from a son,

			
				your most humble ser­vant,

				Count de Ger­court.

				Bastia, Oct. 10, 17—.
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					Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

				
				(Dic­tated only.)

			
			This in­stant, my lovely dear, I re­ceived your let­ter of the 11th,28 and the mild re­proaches it con­tains. You must con­fess you in­ten­ded to make many more; if you had not re­col­lec­ted my title of moth­er, you would have giv­en me a scold­ing. That would have been very un­just. It was my hope and wish, to have been able to an­swer you my­self, which made me de­fer it daily; yet, after all, you see I am ob­liged to em­ploy my wait­ing wo­man’s hand, to do me that of­fice. The ab­om­in­able rheum­at­ism has again seized me; it has this time taken its res­id­ence in my right arm, so I am ab­so­lutely de­prived of its use. This is the con­sequence of such a young bloom­ing creature’s hav­ing old friends; they suf­fer from our dis­orders.

			As soon as my pains will give me any re­lief, as­sure your­self I will have a long chat with you. In the mean­time I must ac­quaint you, I re­ceived both your let­ters. If it was pos­sible, they would have re­doubled my friend­ship for you; and that I shall nev­er cease tak­ing a lively share in everything that con­cerns you.

			My neph­ew is also a little in­dis­posed; but it is not of any con­sequence, and need not give any un­eas­i­ness. It is a slight in­dis­pos­i­tion, which seems to af­fect his tem­per more than his health. We scarcely ever see him now.

			His re­treat, and your de­par­ture, will not much en­liven our little circle. The little Volanges has an im­mense deal of chat, and yawns all day, as if she would swal­low you; for these few days es­pe­cially, she does us the hon­our to fall in­to a pro­found sleep every even­ing.

			Adieu, my lovely dear! I am ever your sin­cere friend, your mama, your sis­ter even, if my great age would al­low me the title. I am, in few words, most ten­derly at­tached to you.

			
				Signed, Ad­elaide, for

				Ma­dame de Rose­monde.

				From the castle of ———,

				Oct. 14, 17—.
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				Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I think it time to in­form you, Vis­count, the world be­gin to talk of you. Your ab­sence from Par­is is re­marked, and the cause guessed. I was yes­ter­day at a pub­lic sup­per, which was very nu­mer­ous; where it was pos­it­ively as­ser­ted, you was de­tained in a vil­lage by an un­for­tu­nate ro­mantic amour. Joy was in­stantly vis­ible on the coun­ten­ance of all those en­vi­ous of your suc­cesses, and of all the wo­men you have neg­lected. Be­lieve me, you should not suf­fer such dan­ger­ous re­ports to gain ground, and should im­me­di­ately re­turn to des­troy them by your pres­ence.

			Re­mem­ber, if you once lose the repu­ta­tion of ir­res­ist­ible, you will soon more read­ily find res­ist­ance; your rivals will lose the re­spect they had for you, and will dare you; for is there one amongst them who does not think him­self more power­ful than vir­tue? But, above all, re­mem­ber, among the num­ber of wo­men you have held up to pub­lic view, all those you have not had, will at­tempt to un­de­ceive the pub­lic, whilst the oth­ers will use every means to ab­use it. To sum up all, you must ex­pect to be rated, per­haps, as much be­neath your value, as you have hitherto been above it.

			Re­turn then, Vis­count, and no longer sac­ri­fice your repu­ta­tion to a pu­erile whim. You have done all we wanted with the little Volanges; and as for your Pres­id­ente, it is not very prob­able you will do your busi­ness with her at ten leagues dis­tance. Do you ima­gine she will go after you? Per­haps she no longer thinks of you, or thinks of you only to fe­li­cit­ate her­self for hav­ing humbled you. But here you would find some op­por­tun­ity of ap­pear­ing with éclat, and you really want it. If even you should con­tin­ue ob­stin­ate in your ri­dicu­lous ad­ven­ture, I can’t see how your re­turn would hurt you—on the con­trary.

			For if your Pres­id­ente ad­ores you, as you have so of­ten told me, but nev­er yet proved, her only con­sol­a­tion, her sole pleas­ure, ought now to be to speak of you, to know what you do, what you say, what you think, even the most tri­fling mat­ter about you. Those wretched fool­er­ies are of some con­sequence, ac­cord­ing to the priva­tions that are ex­per­i­enced. They are the crumbs fall­ing from the table of the rich man, which he des­pises; but which the poor one col­lects with avid­ity, and feeds on. So the poor Pres­id­ente at present re­ceives those crumbs; and the more she has of them, she will be less greedy for the rest. Moreover, as you know her con­fid­ant, there is no doubt but every let­ter con­tains a little ex­horta­tion to cor­rob­or­ate her prudence, and strengthen her vir­tue. Why will you then leave re­sources to the one for her de­fence, and power to the oth­er to hurt you.

			Not that I am in the least of your opin­ion on the loss you think you sus­tain by the change of con­fid­ant; for M. de Volanges de­tests you, and hatred is al­ways more in­geni­ous and clear sighted than friend­ship. Your old aunt’s vir­tue will nev­er per­mit her to slander her dear neph­ew, for vir­tue has its foibles. Again, your fears lead you in­to an er­ror. It is not true, that the older wo­men grow, the more mor­ose and severe they are. It is from forty to fifty that grief for faded beau­ties rage, to be forced to aban­don pre­ten­sions and pleas­ures to which the mind is still at­tached, make al­most all wo­men peev­ish and ri­dicu­lous. It is ne­ces­sary they should have this long in­ter­val to pre­pare for this great sac­ri­fice: but when it is once com­pleted, they di­vide in­to two classes.

			The most nu­mer­ous, which are those who nev­er pos­sessed any­thing but youth and beauty, fall in­to a weak apathy, from which they nev­er re­cov­er but for play and a few prac­tic­al de­vo­tions; that class is al­ways tire­some, of­ten mor­ose, some­times marplots, but rarely mis­chiev­ous. It is not easy to de­term­ine wheth­er those wo­men are or are not severe; without ideas, or in a man­ner without ex­ist­ence, they re­peat in­dif­fer­ently, and without com­pre­hend­ing, everything they hear; and are, as to them­selves, non en­tit­ies.

			The oth­er class, much more un­com­mon, but truly valu­able, are those of good dis­pos­i­tion, who hav­ing cul­tiv­ated their minds, can cre­ate them­selves an ex­ist­ence, when nature fails; and can, when the em­bel­lish­ments of the out­ward fig­ure are use­less, place them to their minds. Those wo­men have most com­monly a sound judg­ment, and a mind re­plete with solid­ity, good hu­mour, and kind­ness.—They re­place the se­du­cing charms with at­tract­ive good­ness and cheer­ful­ness, whose charms in­crease with their years. Thus they may be said in some shape to re­new their age, by gain­ing the af­fec­tions of the youth­ful part of so­ci­ety. But far from be­ing what you call mor­ose and severe; the habits of in­dul­gence, the long re­flec­tions on hu­man nature, but es­pe­cially the re­mem­brance of youth, by which alone they have a rel­ish for life, would rather make them too con­des­cend­ing.

			I can aver, hav­ing al­ways cul­tiv­ated an in­tim­acy with old wo­men, of whose good opin­ion I saw early the ad­vant­age, I have known sev­er­al who I fre­quen­ted as much from in­clin­a­tion as in­terest. I shall stop here; for I dread you should fall in love with your old aunt, you are so apt to be in­flamed sud­denly and mor­ally, and bury your­self with her in the tomb you have so long dwelt in.

			But to re­turn. Al­though you seem en­rap­tured with your little schol­ar, I fancy she has no share in your pro­jects. You found her ready to your hand, and took her: be it so. But that can­not be called taste. It is not even, prop­erly speak­ing, an en­joy­ment; you pos­sess her per­son only. Not to men­tion her heart, which I sup­pose does not give you the least un­eas­i­ness, you don’t even en­gage her ima­gin­a­tion. I can­not tell wheth­er you have ob­served it, but I have a proof of it in the last let­ter she wrote me: I send it you, that you may be con­vinced. Ob­serve, al­ways when she men­tions you, it is M. de Val­mont; all her ideas, even those you raise, ter­min­ate in Dan­ceny; she does not call him Mon­sieur, but plain Dan­ceny. Thus she dis­tin­guishes him from all oth­ers: and even giv­ing her­self up to you, she fa­mil­i­ar­ises her­self only with him. If such a con­quest has any­thing be­witch­ing, if the pleas­ures you re­ceive are so at­tach­ing, you are cer­tainly mod­est, and not dif­fi­cult to please. Keep her; I agree to it; it is even a part of my scheme: but I really think it should not dis­com­pose you in the least. You should also have some as­cend­ant over her, and not suf­fer her to draw near Dan­ceny, un­til he is a little worn out of her memory.

			Be­fore I think of your com­ing to me, I must tell you this pre­ten­ded sick­ness is an ex­ploded com­mon trick. On my word, Vis­count, you lack in­ven­tion! I am also guilty of re­pe­ti­tions some­times, as you shall hear: but I en­deav­our to amuse by the cir­cum­stances; and suc­cess jus­ti­fies me. I am go­ing to at­tempt an­oth­er ad­ven­ture. I will agree, it has not the mer­it of dif­fi­culty; but it will be a dis­trac­tion at least, for time lies very heavy on my hands.

			I can­not ac­count for the reas­on, but since Pre­van’s af­fair, Belleroche is be­come in­sup­port­able to me. He has re­doubled his at­ten­tion, ten­der­ness, and ven­er­a­tion, to so vi­ol­ent a de­gree, I can hold out no longer. His wrath at the time was pleas­ant enough; but it was ne­ces­sary to check it, oth­er­wise I must have com­mit­ted my­self; there was no mak­ing him listen to reas­on. I re­solved to show him more af­fec­tion, to bring him round more eas­ily; he has taken it so ser­i­ously, that ever since he puts me out of all pa­tience with his etern­al charms. I moreover take no­tice of his in­sult­ing con­fid­ence, for he really looks on me as his prop­erty. I am really humbled. He holds me cheap, in­deed, if he thinks him­self cap­able of fix­ing me. He had the as­sur­ance to tell me lately, I nev­er should have loved any oth­er but him. Then, in­deed, I lost all pa­tience, and was ob­liged to call my prudence in aid, not to un­de­ceive him in­stantly, by telling how mat­ters stood. He is cer­tainly a pretty fel­low, to as­pire to an ex­clus­ive right! I will al­low, he is well made, and a tol­er­able per­son: but take him all in all, he is only a man­euver­er in love. The time is come, we must part.

			I have en­deav­oured at it this fort­night past. I have, by turns, treated him with cool­ness, ca­pri­cious­ness, bad hu­mour, quar­relled even; all in vain: the ten­a­cious creature will not quit his hold. I must, then, use some vi­ol­ence; for this pur­pose I take him with me to the coun­try. We set out the day after to­mor­row. We shall only have some people of no con­sequence, and not very dis­cern­ing, and shall be al­most as much at liberty as if we were alone. There I shall so over­load him with love and fond­ness, we shall so live for each oth­er only, that he will wish to see the end of this jour­ney, which is now his greatest bliss, more than I shall; and if he does not re­turn more tired of me than I shall be of him, I con­sent you may say, you know more of the mat­ter than I do.

			The pre­tence for this re­treat is, I want ser­i­ously to em­ploy my time in pre­par­ing for my great law­suit, that is to be de­cided the be­gin­ning of winter, which pleases me much; for it is really very dis­agree­able to have one’s for­tune in sus­pense. Not that I am un­easy about the is­sue; for, first, I have right on my side, as all my law­yers as­sure me;—if it even was not the case, I should be very un­skil­ful, in­deed, if I could not gain a suit against minors of tender years, and their old guard­i­an: how­ever, as noth­ing must be omit­ted in a busi­ness of such con­sequence, I shall have two law­yers with me. Will not this be a sprightly jaunt? If I gain my cause, and lose Belleroche, I shall not re­gret the time.

			Now, Vis­count, I will give you a hun­dred guesses be­fore you name his suc­cessor; I for­get though, you nev­er guess any­thing—Why, Dan­ceny. You are as­ton­ished; for I am not yet re­duced to the edu­ca­tion of chil­dren. This one, how­ever, de­serves an ex­cep­tion in his fa­vour. He has the graces of youth, but not its frivol­ous­ness. His re­serve in a circle is well ad­ap­ted to ban­ish all man­ner of sus­pi­cion, and he is the more ami­able when in a tête-à-tête; not that I yet have had one with him on my own ac­count. I am only his con­fid­ant: but un­der this mask of friend­ship, I think I see a strong in­clin­a­tion for me, and I already feel a vi­ol­ent one for him. It would be pity so much wit and del­ic­acy should be sac­ri­ficed and stup­i­fied with that little idi­ot Volanges. I hope he de­ceives him­self in think­ing he loves her; she is so far from de­serving him. Not that I have the least tinc­ture of jeal­ousy: but it would be murder; and I wish to save Dan­ceny. I there­fore beg, Vis­count, you will use your en­deav­ours that he may not come near his Cecil­ia, as he has got the dis­agree­able cus­tom of call­ing her. A first lik­ing has al­ways an in­con­ceiv­able power. If he was now to see her, I could not be cer­tain of any­thing, es­pe­cially dur­ing my ab­sence. At my re­turn, I shall take everything on my­self, and will an­swer for the suc­cess.

			I had some no­tion of tak­ing the young man with me; but sac­ri­ficed my in­clin­a­tion to my usu­al prudence: moreover, I should have been ap­pre­hens­ive he might make some ob­ser­va­tions on Belleroche and me; an idea even of such a thing would dis­tract me; as I wish to of­fer my­self im­macu­late to his ima­gin­a­tion: such as one should be to be worthy of him.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 15, 17—.
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				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			My dear friend, my un­eas­i­ness for the state of your health is so great, I can­not for­bear writ­ing to you. Without know­ing wheth­er you will be able to an­swer me, I can­not avoid in­ter­rog­at­ing you. M. de Val­mont’s state, which you tell me is not dan­ger­ous, does not, how­ever, dis­pel my ap­pre­hen­sions so much as it does yours. It is no nov­elty that mel­an­choly and dis­taste for com­pany should be symp­toms of an ap­proach­ing dis­ease; bod­ily dis­orders, as well as those of the mind, in­cline us to solitude; and we of­ten load those with ill tem­per, whose dis­order we ought to com­pas­sion­ate.

			I think he ought, at least, con­sult with someone. How hap­pens it, that be­ing your­self in­dis­posed, you have not a phys­i­cian? Mine, who I sent for this morn­ing, and whom, for I will not con­ceal it from you, I con­sul­ted in­dir­ectly, is of opin­ion, that with per­sons of nat­ur­ally an act­ive dis­pos­i­tion, this kind of sud­den apathy should by no means be neg­lected. He told me, moreover, dis­orders will not give way to rem­ed­ies, when they have been neg­lected in the be­gin­ning. Why then run such a haz­ard with one so dear to you?

			It adds greatly to my un­eas­i­ness, I have not had any news of him these four days. Good God! I beg you will not de­ceive me on his state! Why is it he has left off writ­ing to me so sud­denly? If it was only the ef­fect of my ob­stin­acy in re­turn­ing his let­ters, I be­lieve he would have taken the res­ol­u­tion soon­er. Without hav­ing, how­ever, any faith in fore­bod­ings, for these few days I have been in a most mel­an­choly situ­ation. I fear I am on the eve of some great mis­for­tune. You can­not ima­gine, and I am ashamed to tell you, how much I re­gret not re­ceiv­ing those let­ters which I re­fused to read. I was cer­tain he at least thought of me, and saw some­thing that came from his hands. I did not open them, but I wept over them: my tears were softer, and flowed with more ease; they only partly dis­sip­ated the ha­bitu­al op­pres­sion I ex­per­i­ence since my re­turn. I con­jure you, my most re­spect­able friend, to write to me your­self as soon as you can; in the mean­time, pray in­dulge me every day in hear­ing from you, and of him.

			I now per­ceive, I have scarcely said a word to you: but you know my sen­ti­ments, my un­re­served at­tach­ment, my tender grat­it­ude, for your sin­cere friend­ship. You will for­give my dis­tress, my pain­ful an­guish, for dread­ing evils of which I am, per­haps, the cause. Mer­ci­ful God! this des­pond­ing idea pur­sues me and wrings my heart. This mis­for­tune only was want­ing. I know I am born to ex­per­i­ence them all.

			Adieu, my dear friend! love me, pity me. Shall I hear from you this day?

			
				Par­is, Oct. 16, 17—.
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				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			It is a most un­ac­count­able thing, my charm­ing friend, when we are at a re­mote dis­tance, we can­not so read­ily un­der­stand each oth­er. Whilst I was near you, we al­ways had the same sen­ti­ments, and viewed every ob­ject in the same light; be­cause I am now about three months ab­sent, we are no longer of the same opin­ion on any­thing. Which of us is in the wrong? You cer­tainly will not hes­it­ate in your an­swer: but I, more wise, or more po­lite, will not de­cide. I shall only reply to your let­ter, and con­tin­ue to lay my con­duct open.

			First, ac­cept my thanks for the in­tel­li­gence of the re­ports fly­ing about me; that does not make me un­easy: I think soon I shall be fur­nished with ma­ter­i­als to si­lence them all. Have a little pa­tience; I shall again ap­pear more cel­eb­rated than ever, and more worthy of you.

			I ex­pect even they will give me cred­it for the af­fair of the little Volanges, which you af­fect to treat as such a trifle: as if there was no mer­it in car­ry­ing in one night a young girl from a fa­voured lov­er; to make use of her after as much as one chooses, even as their own prop­erty, and without any farther trouble; to ob­tain from her what one dare not even re­quire from girls whose vo­ca­tion it is; and all this without in the least dis­turb­ing her tender af­fec­tion; without mak­ing her in­con­stant, or even false; for cer­tainly I don’t en­gage her ima­gin­a­tion. So that after my fancy is at an end, I will de­liv­er her in­to her lov­er’s arms, without, as I may say, her hav­ing taken no­tice of any­thing. Pray is that so com­mon an ex­ploit? Yet be­lieve, when she is gone from un­der my tu­ition, the prin­ciples I have in­stilled in­to her will nev­er­the­less dis­play them­selves; and I proph­esy, the tim­id schol­ar will take a flight that will do hon­our to her mas­ter.

			If, how­ever, they like hero­ics bet­ter, I will show my Pres­id­ente; this mod­el cited for every vir­tue, re­spec­ted even by our greatest lib­ertines; in­somuch, they had giv­en up the idea of at­tack­ing her. I will show her, for­get­ting duty and vir­tue, sac­ri­fi­cing her repu­ta­tion and two years prudence to run after the hap­pi­ness of pleas­ing me; in­tox­ic­ated with love; suf­fi­ciently re­com­pensed for so many sac­ri­fices by a word, a look, which yet she will not al­ways ob­tain. I will do more, I will even aban­don her; and if I know this wo­man, I shall not have a suc­cessor; she will res­ist the ne­ces­sity of con­sol­a­tion; the habitude of pleas­ure; even the thirst for re­venge: she shall have ex­is­ted for me only; and let her ca­reer be long or short, I alone will have opened and shut the bar­ri­er; when once I rise to this tri­umph, I will tell my rivals, “that is my ex­ploit, search the world for such an ex­ample.”

			You ask me whence pro­ceeds this ex­cess­ive con­fid­ence? Why, for eight days past, I am my fair one’s con­fid­ant; she does not tell me her secrets, but I come at them; two of her let­ters have giv­en me suf­fi­cient in­form­a­tion; the rest I will only read out of curi­os­ity. I now ab­so­lutely want noth­ing to crown my suc­cess but ad­mit­tance, my meas­ures are taken; I shall im­me­di­ately ex­ecute them. I think you are curi­ous; but to pun­ish you for not be­liev­ing my in­ten­tions, you shall not know them; you really in earn­est de­serve I should with­draw my con­fid­ence from you, at least, for this ad­ven­ture; were it not for the tender re­ward you have at­tached to its suc­cess, I would not men­tion it again. You see I am vexed; how­ever, in hopes of your amend­ment, I will be sat­is­fied with this slight rep­rim­and, and my in­dul­gent mind for a mo­ment, for­get­ting my grand pro­ject, shall em­ploy it­self on yours.

			You are then in the coun­try, dull as sen­ti­ment, and sor­row­ful as fi­del­ity; and poor Belleroche, not sat­is­fied with mak­ing him drink the wa­ters of ob­li­vi­on, you will also put him to the tor­ture; how does he like it? Does he bear the naus­ea of love well? I would rather than a great deal he should be­come more at­tached to you; I am curi­ous to learn what more ef­fic­a­cious rem­edy you would use; I really pity you, to have been ob­liged to have re­course to that. Nev­er did I make love but once meth­od­ic­ally; I cer­tainly had a strong motive, as it was with the Count­ess de ———; and twenty times in her arms have I been temp­ted to tell her, “Madam, I re­nounce the place I so­li­cit, and per­mit me to quit that I oc­cupy.” Of all the wo­men I have had, she is the only one of whom I take pleas­ure in speak­ing ill. Your motive, I must own, is truly ri­dicu­lous, and you was right in think­ing I should not guess the suc­cessor:—What, then, is it for Dan­ceny you have taken all this trouble? Ah, my dear friend, let him alone to ad­ore his vir­tu­ous Cecil­ia, and do not com­mit your­self in this chil­dren’s play; leave the schol­ars to be formed by good old wo­men, or play with the pen­sion­ers at pretty in­no­cent games. What, would you in­struct a novice who neither knows how to take or leave you, for whom you must do everything? I tell you ser­i­ously, I dis­ap­prove your choice; and let it be ever so secret, it will humble you in my mind, and your own con­science. You say you have taken a great lik­ing to him; for shame! you cer­tainly de­ceive your­self. I think I have dis­covered the cause of your er­ror; this fine dis­gust for Belleroche happened at a time of scarcity, and Par­is not of­fer­ing any choice, your lively ideas fixed on the first ob­ject they met; but re­mem­ber, at your re­turn you may choose among a thou­sand; and if you dread the in­ac­tion you risk fall­ing in­to in de­fer­ring your choice, I of­fer my­self for your amuse­ment at your leis­ure hours. From this time un­til your ar­rival, my great af­fairs will be de­term­ined one way or oth­er; cer­tainly neither the little Volanges, nor the Pres­id­ente even, will em­ploy me so much, but I may de­vote my­self to you as much as you wish; per­haps even be­fore that time, I may have de­livered the little one in­to the hands of her dis­creet lov­er. Say what you please, which I don’t agree to, that it is not an at­tach­ing en­joy­ment, as I in­ten­ded she should ever re­tain an idea of me su­per­i­or to all the rest of man­kind, I as­sumed such a tone with her as I could not sup­port long without pre­ju­dice to my health; and from this mo­ment I am no longer hers only for fam­ily duty. You don’t un­der­stand me; I mean I wait a second peri­od to con­firm my hopes, and give me full as­sur­ance I have amply suc­ceeded in my scheme. Yes, my dear friend, I have already a first in­dic­a­tion that my schol­ar’s hus­band will not die without pos­ter­ity, and the chief of the house of Ger­court will be a young­er broth­er of that of Val­mont. But let me fin­ish to my own lik­ing this busi­ness which I un­der­took at your re­quest: re­mem­ber if you make Dan­ceny in­con­stant, you de­prive the ad­ven­ture of its poignancy. Con­sider also, in of­fer­ing my­self to you, I have a right to a pref­er­ence.

			I de­pend so much upon it, I was not afraid to coun­ter­act your designs in even as­sist­ing to in­crease the tender pas­sion of the dis­creet lov­er, for the first and worthy ob­ject of his choice. Hav­ing yes­ter­day found your pu­pil writ­ing to him, and dis­turbed her in this pleas­ing task, for an­oth­er still more pleas­ing: I af­ter­wards de­sired to see the let­ter; as it was too cold and con­strained, I made her sens­ible it was not thus she should con­sole her lov­er, and made her write an­oth­er which I dic­tated; where, im­it­at­ing her non­sense as well as I could, I en­deav­oured to feed the young man’s pas­sion by more cer­tain hopes; the little, creature was over­joyed, she said, to find she wrote so well, and here­after I should hold the cor­res­pond­ence. What have I not done for this Dan­ceny! I have been at once his friend, his con­fid­ant, his rival, and his mis­tress; even at this in­stant, I am en­deav­our­ing to save him from your dan­ger­ous toils: ay, dan­ger­ous; for to pos­sess, and then lose you, is pur­chas­ing a mo­ment’s hap­pi­ness with an etern­ity of re­gret.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! muster up res­ol­u­tion to dis­patch Belleroche as soon as pos­sible; think no more of Dan­ceny; and pre­pare to again find and re­turn me the de­li­cious pleas­ures of our first con­nec­tion.

			
				
					Oct. 19, 17—.
				

				P.S. I con­grat­u­late you on the ap­proach­ing de­cision of your great cause; I should be very happy this event should oc­cur dur­ing my reign.
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				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Cecil­ia Volanges

			
			Ma­dame de Mer­teuil set out this morn­ing for the coun­try; thus am I de­prived, my charm­ing Cecil­ia; of my only re­main­ing con­sol­a­tion in your ab­sence, of con­vers­ing of you with our mu­tu­al friend: she has giv­en me leave for some time past to dis­tin­guish her by that title; I ac­cep­ted it the more eagerly, as it has some­thing the ap­pear­ance of draw­ing me near­er to you; she is a most ami­able wo­man, and knows how to add the most at­tract­ive charms to friend­ship:—It would seem as if this pleas­ing sen­sa­tion was em­bel­lished and strengthened in her the more, for what she re­fuses to love. You can­not ima­gine how much she loves you; how pleased she is to hear me speak of you: it is this cer­tainly that at­taches me so much to her. What hap­pi­ness, to ex­ist only for you both! to make such sud­den trans­itions from the ec­stasy of love, to the charms of friend­ship; to de­vote my life to it; to be in some meas­ure the point of re­union to your re­cip­roc­al at­tach­ment; to be con­vinced the hap­pi­ness of the one is also that of the oth­er.

			You can­not, my charm­ing Cecil­ia, love this ad­or­able wo­man too much: add to my at­tach­ment for her, by shar­ing it with me. Now I ex­per­i­ence the charms of friend­ship, I wish you also to taste them; I think no en­joy­ment com­plete you do not par­take of: Yes, my dear Cecil­ia, I wish to in­spire you with all the tender sen­ti­ments; that every idea should con­vey hap­pi­ness to you; and would still think I re­turned you only a por­tion of the fe­li­city I have re­ceived from you.

			Alas! those en­chant­ing dreams are only the pleas­ing fan­cies of ima­gin­a­tion, and real­ity only of­fers me mor­ti­fy­ing priva­tions. I now plainly see I must give up the flat­ter­ing hope of see­ing you in the coun­try: my sole con­sol­a­tion is en­deav­our­ing to be per­suaded you can­not ac­com­plish it, and you do not choose to af­flict me more by in­form­ing me of it; twice already have I lamen­ted this dis­ap­point­ment, and re­ceived no reply:—Ah! Cecil­ia, I really be­lieve you love me with your whole soul, but your heart is not so ar­dent as mine. If the obstacles were left to me to be re­moved, or my own in­terests to be man­aged in­stead of yours, I would soon con­vince you noth­ing was im­possible to love. You do not in­form me even when this cruel ab­sence is to be at an end: here surely I can see you; your en­chant­ing looks would re­vive my sor­row­ful heart which is al­most totally de­pressed: for­give, my dear Cecil­ia, my fears, they are not sus­pi­cious; I place im­pli­cit faith in your love, in your con­stancy; I should be too miser­able, had I any doubts; but so many obstacles still re­newed—I am, my dear, very much de­jec­ted:—Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s de­par­ture has re­newed all my sor­rows.

			Adieu, my dear Cecil­ia, adieu!—Re­mem­ber your lov­er is in af­flic­tion, and you only can make him happy.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 17, 17—.
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					Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

				
				(Dic­tated by Val­mont.)

			
			Do you think my dear friend there is any ne­ces­sity to be angry with me to make me mel­an­choly, when I know you to be in af­flic­tion; and do you think I have not my share of suf­fer­ings as well as you? I even par­take of those I am ob­liged to give you; and still you are un­just. I see plainly what puts you out of tem­per; it is be­cause I was si­lent to the two re­quis­i­tions you made to me here; do you think an an­swer to it is so easy to give? Do you think I do not know what you want is not right? And if I am so dis­tressed to re­fuse you at such a dis­tance, how would it be if you was here? Then again I must be af­flic­ted all my life for giv­ing you a mo­ments con­sol­a­tion.

			I hide noth­ing from you, I give you my reas­ons, you may judge for your­self; I should per­haps have done what you wish, had it not been for what I wrote you, that M. de Ger­court, who is the cause of all our trouble, will not come so soon; and as mama is greatly pleased with me now, I caress her as much as pos­sible; who knows what I may bring her to: if we could be happy without hav­ing any­thing to re­proach my­self with, surely it would be much bet­ter. If I am to be­lieve what I have of­ten heard, that men, when they have loved their wives be­fore mar­riage, do not love them so much after; the dread of that re­strains me more than any­thing:—Are you not sure of my heart, and will there not be al­ways time enough.

			I prom­ise you, if I can­not avoid mar­ry­ing M. de Ger­court, who I already hate without know­ing him, noth­ing shall pre­vent me from be­ing yours as much as I can, even be­fore any­thing, as I do not mind be­ing loved by any but you:—you will see if I act wrong it shall not be my fault; the rest is in­dif­fer­ent to me, provided you prom­ise to love me al­ways as much as you do now:—but un­til then let me be as I am; and do not ask a thing I have good reas­ons not to do, and am vexed to re­fuse you.

			I would like­wise be very glad M. de Val­mont would not be so press­ing on your ac­count, which only makes me more un­happy: he is your very good friend I as­sure you; he does everything as you would do your­self; but adieu, my dear friend! it was late when I began to write, and spent a good part of the night at it. I am go­ing to bed to re­trieve the time I lost. I em­brace you; but do not scold me any more.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 18, 17—.
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				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			If I am to cred­it my al­man­ac, my charm­ing friend, you are ab­sent only two days; but my heart tells me it is an age. Ac­cord­ing to your own doc­trine then, the heart must al­ways be be­lieved. It is time you should re­turn: surely your af­fairs should be fin­ished by this time. How can I be any way con­cerned in the suc­cess of your law­suit, as I must suf­fer by your ab­sence? I am now much in­clined to scold; and it is really hard, be­ing so ripe for bad hu­mour, I dare not give way to it.

			Is it not a spe­cies of in­fi­del­ity, to leave your friend, after hav­ing ac­cus­tomed him not to be able to ex­ist out of your pres­ence? Your law­yers will even find it dif­fi­cult to de­fend so bad a cause: be­sides, those gen­tle­men gen­er­ally make use of ar­gu­ments which are not val­id an­swers to sen­ti­ments.

			You have giv­en me so many for this jour­ney, that I am sick of them, and will pay no farther at­ten­tion to them, were they even to per­suade me to for­get you. Yet that would not be so un­reas­on­able, nor so dif­fi­cult, as you may ima­gine: it would be only lay­ing aside the habit of al­ways think­ing of you; for noth­ing here, I can as­sure you, would ever re­call you to my memory.

			Our pret­ti­est wo­men, those even called the most ami­able, are so in­feri­or to you, that they could give but a very faint idea in­deed. I even think, that, with all their prac­tised looks, the more one might at first think that they re­sembled you, the more strik­ing the dif­fer­ence would af­ter­wards ap­pear. In vain do they use their ut­most ex­er­tions; they al­ways fail be­ing you; and that pre­cisely con­sti­tutes the charm. Un­for­tu­nately, when the days are so long, and one is un­oc­cu­pied, rev­er­ies, ideal pro­jects, and chi­mer­as, fill the brain; the mind ac­quires a de­gree of el­ev­a­tion. We are in­tent on or­na­ment­ing our pro­duc­tions; we col­lect to­geth­er everything that can please; we ar­rive at length at per­fec­tion; and when we are there, the por­trait brings us back to the ori­gin­al, and one is quite as­ton­ished to see that you were the only ob­ject of all these turns of the mind. Even at this mo­ment I am the dupe of pretty much the same sort of er­ror. You fancy, per­haps, that it was in or­der to em­ploy my­self on your sub­ject, that I re­solved to write to you—not at all: it was in or­der to dir­ect my at­ten­tion a little from you. I have a hun­dred things to tell you, of which you were not the ob­ject, and which, nev­er­the­less, you very well know con­cern me nearly; and yet it is from these things my at­ten­tion is led away. Since when, then, do the charms of Friend­ship dis­sip­ate those of Love? If I con­sidered it nar­rowly, per­haps I should have to re­proach my­self—but hush! Let us for­get that small fault, lest we re­lapse in­to it; and let even my best fe­male friend be in ig­nor­ance of it.

			Why are you ab­sent? Why not here to give me an an­swer? To re­call me if I should stray? To talk to me of my Cecil­ia? To add, if pos­sible, to the hap­pi­ness I ex­per­i­ence in lov­ing her, by the ad­di­tion­ally charm­ing idea that it is your friend I love? Yes, I avow the love she in­spires me, is be­come more pre­cious. Since you have been kind enough to be­come the con­fid­ant of it, I feel so great a pleas­ure in open­ing my heart to you, in in­ter­est­ing yours in my sen­ti­ments, in de­pos­it­ing them there without re­serve! I think them the more dear to me in pro­por­tion as you con­des­cend to hear them; that I look at you, and say to my­self, It is in her that all my hap­pi­ness is centered. I have noth­ing new to in­form you of as to my situ­ation. The last let­ter I re­ceived from her in­creases, and gives a de­gree of se­cur­ity to my hopes; though she still brings a delay to them, yet her motives are so tender and hon­our­able, that I can neither blame her, nor com­plain of it. Per­haps this is ob­scure to you; but why are you not here? Though we can say everything to a friend, everything can­not be writ­ten. The secrets of love es­pe­cially, are so del­ic­ate, that one ought not to let them go in that way, re­ly­ing on hon­our. If they are some­times per­mit­ted to go abroad, they nev­er should be per­mit­ted to go out of sight; they ought even to be watched back to their new asylum. Re­turn, then my ad­or­able friend; you see your re­turn is ne­ces­sary: for­get, then, the thou­sand reas­ons that de­tain you where you are, or teach me to live where you are not.

			
				I have the hon­our to be, etc.

				Par­is, Oct. 16, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			Al­though, still suf­fer­ing much pain, my lovely dear, I en­deav­our to write to you my­self, in or­der to tell you what in­terests you so much. My neph­ew still pre­serves his mis­an­thropy: he sends every day reg­u­larly to en­quire about my health; but has nev­er come once in per­son, al­though I re­ques­ted it; so that we see no more of him than if he was at Par­is. This morn­ing, how­ever, I met him, when least ex­pec­ted: it was in my chapel, where I came down for the first time since my pain­ful dis­order. They in­form me, for four days past he goes there reg­u­larly every morn­ing to mass. God grant it may last.

			When I entered, he con­grat­u­lated me very af­fec­tion­ately on my re­cov­ery. As mass was be­gin­ning, we broke off the con­ver­sa­tion, ex­pect­ing to re­new it af­ter­wards: he dis­ap­peared be­fore I could join him again. I will not con­ceal from you, he is some­thing altered; but, my lovely dear, do not make me re­pent my con­fid­ence in your good sense, by your too great un­eas­i­ness; and be as­sured I would rather af­flict than de­ceive you.

			If my neph­ew con­tin­ues to treat me so severely, I am re­solved, when I am some­thing bet­ter, to vis­it him in his cham­ber, and en­deav­our to dive in­to the cause of this ex­traordin­ary mad­ness, in which you cer­tainly have some share. The res­ult of my ob­ser­va­tions you shall be in­formed. I must leave off, not be­ing able to stir my fin­gers. If Ad­elaide knew I had been writ­ing, she would be very much vexed. Adieu, my lovely dear!

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 20, 17—.
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					Vis­count de Val­mont to Fath­er An­selmus,

				
				(Of the Feuil­lant Con­vent, St. Hon­oré Street.)

			
			Not hav­ing the hon­our of be­ing known to you, Sir, but thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with the well-placed con­fid­ence Ma­dame the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel re­poses in you, I think I may ad­dress my­self to you without be­ing guilty of in­dis­cre­tion, to ob­tain an es­sen­tial piece of ser­vice, truly worthy your holy min­istry, wherein Ma­dame de Tourvel’s ad­vant­age is equally con­cerned with mine.

			Hav­ing in my pos­ses­sion some pa­pers of con­sequence that con­cern her nearly, and should not be en­trus­ted to any per­son, which I neither ought or will de­liv­er but in­to her own hands. Be­ing de­prived of the means of in­form­ing her of this res­ol­u­tion, for reas­ons which you may prob­ably have learned from her, but which I do not think my­self at liberty to ac­quaint you with, she de­term­ined to re­fuse cor­res­pond­ing with me; a de­term­in­a­tion which I do not now in the least blame, as she could not fore­see events, so un­ex­pec­ted, and which re­quired the su­per­nat­ur­al power, that one is forced to ac­know­ledge for their com­ple­tion. There­fore I re­quest, Sir, you will be so good to in­form her of my new re­solves, and ask, in my name, a par­tic­u­lar in­ter­view, where I may in some meas­ure re­pair the in­jur­ies I have been guilty of by my apo­lo­gies; and, as the last sac­ri­fice, an­ni­hil­ate, in her pres­ence, the only re­main­ing im­pres­sions of an er­ror or crime, which made me culp­able to­wards her.

			It can­not be un­til after this pre­lim­in­ary ex­pi­ation, I shall dare, at your knees, make the hu­mi­li­at­ing, avow­al of my long bad con­duct, and im­plore your me­di­ation, for a still more im­port­ant, and, un­hap­pily, a much more dif­fi­cult re­con­cili­ation. May I hope, Sir, you will not re­fuse me your as­sist­ance in a busi­ness so ne­ces­sary and so im­port­ant; and that you will vouch­safe to aid my weak­ness, and guide my steps in this new path, which I ar­dently wish to fol­low, and to which, with shame, I own my­self an ut­ter stranger.

			I wait your an­swer with the im­pa­tience of re­pent­ance that wishes to re­form; and beg you will be­lieve me to be, with as much grat­it­ude as ven­er­a­tion,

			
				Your most humble, etc.

				P.S. I au­thor­ise you, Sir, if you think prop­er, to com­mu­nic­ate this let­ter en­tirely to Ma­dame de Tourvel, who I shall make it my duty to re­spect dur­ing the rest of my days, and whom I shall nev­er cease to revere, as the in­stru­ment heav­en has been pleased to use to bring me back to vir­tue, by the strik­ing ex­ample of her own.

				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 22, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			I re­ceived your let­ter, my very young friend, and must scold you be­fore you re­ceive my thanks for it; farther I warn you, if you do not amend, you shall not have any an­swer from me. Leave, then, that wheed­ling style, which is but mere cant, when it is not the ex­pres­sion of love. Is it the style of friend­ship? No, my dear friend; each sen­ti­ment has its pe­cu­li­ar lan­guage suit­able to it; and to use an­oth­er, is to dis­guise the thought we should ex­press. I am well aware our silly wo­men do not un­der­stand what is said to them, un­less it is trans­lated in some shape in­to this fash­ion­able non­sense: but I ima­gined you would have dis­tin­guished me from them. I am really hurt, and, per­haps, more than I ought, you should im­bibe such an opin­ion of me.

			You will find in my let­ter what is want­ing in yours, frank­ness and sim­pli­city. As I shall say, it would give me in­fin­ite pleas­ure to see you, and am grieved to have only those about me who stupi­fy me in­stead of those that give me pleas­ure; but you trans­late this same phrase thus: Teach me to live where you are ab­sent; thus, sup­pose you was with your mis­tress, you could not live was I ab­sent. What a mis­for­tune! And these wo­men that al­ways fail be­ing me! You will find, per­haps, that want­ing also to your Cecil­ia! This, how­ever, is the style which, by the ab­use now made of it, is be­neath the non­sense of com­pli­ment, and be­comes a mere pre­ced­ent, to which no more at­ten­tion is paid than to your most humble ser­vant.

			My dear friend, when you write to me, let it be to ex­press your thoughts and feel­ings, and do not stuff your let­ter with phrases, which I shall find, without your as­sist­ance, well or ill told in the first ro­mance of the day. I hope you will not be dis­pleased at what I now say, if even you should dis­cov­er some peev­ish­ness in it; for it must not be denied I am a little so at present. To avoid even the shad­ow of the de­fect with which I re­proach you, you must not be told, per­haps, this peev­ish­ness is not a little in­creased by the dis­tance I am from you. And I am in­clined to think, all things con­sidered, you are more eli­gible than a law­suit and two law­yers, and, per­haps, even the at­tent­ive Belleroche.

			Ob­serve, in­stead of be­ing af­flic­ted at my ab­sence, you should be highly grat­i­fied; for I nev­er be­fore paid you so hand­some a com­pli­ment. Your ex­ample in­flu­ences me; I shall be apt to wheedle. No; I will re­tain my sin­cer­ity: it alone as­sures you of my tender friend­ship, and the in­ter­est­ing things it in­spires. Is it not very pleas­ing to have a young friend, whose in­clin­a­tions lead him else­where? How­ever, that is not the sys­tem of the gen­er­al­ity of wo­men, but it is mine. I al­ways thought the pleas­ure great­er, and more sat­is­fact­ory, in a sen­ti­ment where there is no ap­pre­hen­sion. Don’t you think I have as­sumed the char­ac­ter of con­fid­ant for you tol­er­ably soon: but you choose your mis­tress so young, that, for the first time, I be­gin to think I grow old. You are cer­tainly right, thus to pre­pare your­self for a long ca­reer of con­stancy; and I sin­cerely wish it may be re­cip­roc­al.

			You do right to cher­ish the tender and hon­our­able motives, which you say re­tard your hopes. A long de­fence is the only mer­it of those who do not al­ways res­ist; and I should think it un­par­don­able in any oth­er but a child, like the little Volanges, not to fly a danger, of which she has had suf­fi­cient warn­ing by the con­fes­sion she made of her love. You men have no idea of vir­tue, and what the sac­ri­fice of it costs a wo­man; but if she is cap­able of reas­on­ing, she should know, that in­de­pend­ent of the fault she com­mits, a single weak­ness is one of the greatest mis­for­tunes; and I can­not con­ceive how any can fall, if they have a mo­ment for re­flec­tion.

			Do not at­tempt to com­bat this idea: it prin­cip­ally at­taches me to you. You will save me from the dangers of love; and al­though I have hitherto guarded my­self against them without your as­sist­ance, yet I con­sent to be grate­ful, and shall love you more and the bet­ter for it.

			On which, my dear che­va­lier, I pray God to have you in his holy keep­ing.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 22, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			I flattered my­self, my lovely daugh­ter, to have been able to calm your un­eas­i­ness; with grief, how­ever, I am forced still to in­crease it; yet be pa­ci­fied, my neph­ew is not in any dan­ger­ous way. I can­not even say he is really sick. Still there is some­thing very ex­traordin­ary in his dis­order, which is in­com­pre­hens­ible. I left his cham­ber with sen­sa­tions of grief, and even of ter­ror, which I blame my­self for im­part­ing to you, and still can­not con­ceal. I will give you an ac­count of the trans­ac­tion. You may de­pend on its vera­city; Were I to live eighty years more, I should nev­er for­get this mel­an­choly scene.

			I went this morn­ing to see my neph­ew. He was writ­ing, sur­roun­ded with a heap of pa­pers, which ap­peared to be the ob­ject of his em­ploy­ment. He was so deeply en­gaged, I was in the middle of the room be­fore he looked about to see who came in. As soon as he per­ceived me, I ob­served, as he rose, he en­deav­oured to com­pose his coun­ten­ance, and per­haps it was that made me pay more at­ten­tion to it. He was un­dressed, and without powder; but his coun­ten­ance pale, wan, and very much altered; his look, which used to be so gay and lively, was mel­an­choly and de­jec­ted: and, between ourselves, I would not for any con­sid­er­a­tion you had seen him thus, for his whole de­port­ment was very af­fect­ing, and the most apt to in­spire that tender com­pas­sion, which is one of the most dan­ger­ous snares of love.

			Al­though struck with those re­marks, yet I began a con­ver­sa­tion as if I had not taken no­tice of any­thing. First, I en­quired about his health; and without say­ing it was very good, he did not com­plain of its be­ing bad. I then began to lament his re­cluse­ness, which had some­thing the ap­pear­ance of a dis­ordered fancy, and en­deav­oured to mingle a little spright­li­ness with my rep­rim­and: but he replied in an af­fect­ing tone; “I con­fess it is an­oth­er er­ror, which shall be re­paired with the rest.” His looks more than his reply, dis­con­cer­ted my cheer­ful­ness; and I told him, he took up a little friendly re­proach in too ser­i­ous a man­ner.

			We then began to chat on in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters. A little while after he told me, an af­fair, the greatest af­fair of his whole life, would, per­haps, soon call him back to Par­is. I was afraid to guess at it, my lovely dear; and lest this be­gin­ning should lead to a con­fid­ence I did not wish, asked him no ques­tions, but only replied, a little dis­sip­a­tion might put him in bet­ter health; say­ing, at this time I would not press him, as lov­ing my friends for their own sake. At this so simple a speech, he squeezed my hands, and with a vehe­mence I can’t ex­press, “Yes, my dear aunt,” said he, “love a neph­ew who re­spects and cher­ishes you, and, as you say, love him for his own sake. Do not be af­flic­ted at his hap­pi­ness, and do not dis­turb with any sor­row, the etern­al tran­quil­lity he soon hopes to en­joy. Re­peat once more, you love me, you for­give me; yes, you will for­give me; I know the good­ness of your heart: but can I hope for the same in­dul­gence from those I have so griev­ously of­fen­ded?” Then leaned down to­wards me, as I be­lieve to con­ceal some marks of grief, which, how­ever, the tone of his voice be­trayed.

			In­ex­press­ibly af­fected, I rose sud­denly; and he, no doubt, ob­served my af­fright, for in­stantly com­pos­ing him­self, he replied, “Your par­don, Madam, I per­ceive I am wan­der­ing in spite of me. I beg you will re­mem­ber my pro­found re­spect, and for­get my ex­pres­sions. I shall not omit wait­ing on you be­fore my de­par­ture to re­new them.” This last sen­tence seemed to im­ply a wish, I should ter­min­ate my vis­it; I ac­cord­ingly re­tired.

			I am lost in re­flec­tion, as to his mean­ing. What can this af­fair be, the greatest of his whole life? On what ac­count should he ask my par­don? From whence could that in­vol­un­tary melt­ing pro­ceed whilst he was speak­ing? I have since put my­self those ques­tions a thou­sand times, without be­ing able to solve them. I can’t even dis­cov­er any­thing re­l­at­ive to you; yet, as the eyes of love are more pen­et­rat­ing than those of friend­ship, I would not con­ceal any­thing from you that passed between my neph­ew and me.

			This is the fourth time I have sat down to write this long let­ter, which I should yet have made longer, but for the fa­tigue I un­der­go. Adieu, my lovely dear!

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 25, 17—.
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				Fath­er An­selmus to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I re­ceived, Mon­sieur Vis­count, the let­ter you did me the hon­our to write to me, and yes­ter­day, as you re­ques­ted, waited on the per­son men­tioned. I laid be­fore her the motives and in­ten­tions that in­duced you to this meas­ure. Al­though very de­term­ined to pur­sue the prudent res­ol­u­tion she at first took, yet on the re­mon­strances I made, that by a re­fus­al she might in­cur the danger of throw­ing an obstacle in the way of your con­ver­sion and in a man­ner op­pose the designs of all-mer­ci­ful Provid­ence, she con­sen­ted to re­ceive your vis­it, on con­di­tion nev­er­the­less, it shall be the last; and has de­sired me to in­form you, she should be at home on Thursday next, the 28th. If this day should not be con­veni­ent for you, please to in­form her, and ap­point some oth­er; your let­ter will be re­ceived.

			Give me leave to re­com­mend to you, Sir, to avoid delays, un­less for very co­gent reas­ons, that you may as soon as pos­sible give your­self up en­tirely to the laud­able dis­pos­i­tions you ex­press. Re­mem­ber, who­ever is si­lent to the calls of di­vine grace, ex­poses him­self to have it with­drawn; that if the di­vine bounty is in­fin­ite, the dis­pens­a­tion of it is reg­u­lated by justice; and the time may come, when the God of mercy may be changed to a God of ven­geance.

			If you con­tin­ue to hon­our me with your con­fid­ence, be as­sured all my care shall be de­voted to you the in­stant you re­quire it. Let my busi­ness be ever so great, the most im­port­ant shall ever be to ful­fil the du­ties of the holy min­istry, to which I am par­tic­u­larly de­voted; and the most valu­able part of my life, that wherein I see my weak en­deav­ours crowned with the be­ne­dic­tion of the Most High. We are weak sin­ners, and can­not do any­thing of ourselves! but the God that now calls you is om­ni­po­tent; and we shall equally owe to his good­ness; you the de­sire of be­ing re­united to him, and I the means of con­duct­ing you. It is with his di­vine as­sist­ance, I hope soon to con­vince you, that re­li­gion only can give even in this world that sol­id and dur­able hap­pi­ness, which is vainly sought in the blind­ness of hu­man pas­sions. I have the hon­our to be, with great re­spect, etc.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 25, 17—.
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				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			The as­ton­ish­ment in which I am thrown, Madam, at the news I re­ceived yes­ter­day, will not, how­ever, make me for­get the sat­is­fac­tion it ought to give you, there­fore I am in haste to im­part it. M. de Val­mont’s thoughts are no longer taken up with me or his love; he wishes noth­ing more ar­dently, than to re­pair, by a more edi­fy­ing life, the faults, or rather the er­rors of his youth. This great event was an­nounced to me by Fath­er An­selmus, whom he ad­dressed to be his dir­ect­or in fu­ture, and to treat with me of an in­ter­view, the prin­cip­al design of which is, I ima­gine, to re­turn my let­ters, which he has kept hitherto, not­with­stand­ing my re­quis­i­tions.

			I can­not un­doubtedly but ap­plaud this happy change, and con­grat­u­late my­self, if, as he says, I have any way con­trib­uted to it. But why should I have been the in­stru­ment, and that at the ex­pense of my re­pose for life? Could not M. de Val­mont’s hap­pi­ness be com­pleted but by my mis­for­tune? Oh! for­give me this com­plaint, my most in­dul­gent friend! I know it does not be­long to mor­tals to fathom the de­crees of heav­en. Whilst I am in­cess­antly and vainly im­plor­ing strength to over­come my un­for­tu­nate pas­sion, it is prod­ig­al of its fa­vour to him who does not sue for it, and leaves me help­less a prey to my weak­ness.

			Let me stifle those guilty mur­murs. Did not the prod­ig­al son at his re­turn, find more grace with his fath­er, than the one who nev­er had been ab­sent? What ac­count can we de­mand of him who owes us noth­ing? And were it pos­sible we could have any pre­ten­sions in the sight of God, what could mine be? Should I boast of a mod­esty, for which I am only in­debted to Val­mont? It was he saved me; and shall I dare com­plain of suf­fer­ing for him? No, my suf­fer­ings shall be dear to me, if his hap­pi­ness is pur­chased at their ex­pense. Doubt­less, in his turn he should come back to our com­mon fath­er. The almighty hand that formed him should cher­ish its own work. He did not cre­ate that charm­ing be­ing to be rep­rob­ated. It is me should bear the pain of my dar­ing im­prudence. Should I not have re­flec­ted, since I was for­bid lov­ing him, I should not in­dulge my­self in gaz­ing on him.

			My fault or mis­for­tune is to have re­jec­ted this truth too long. You, my dear and worthy friend, will be my wit­ness, I sub­mit­ted to this sac­ri­fice as soon as I dis­covered the ne­ces­sity of it: but to render it com­plete, there wanted the cir­cum­stance of M. de Val­mont not tak­ing any share in it. Shall I con­fess to you, this is the idea that at present tor­ments me most? In­tol­er­able pride! which al­le­vi­ates the evils we en­dure, by a con­scious­ness of those woes we cause to oth­ers! But I will con­quer this re­bel­li­ous heart. I will ac­cus­tom it to hu­mi­li­ation.

			This, motive ex­clus­ive of all oth­er con­sid­er­a­tions, made me at last con­sent to re­ceive next Thursday, M. de Val­mont’s pain­ful vis­it;—he will then tell me he no longer knows me; that the feeble, trans­it­ory im­pres­sion I had made on him ex­ists, no longer! He will look upon me without any emo­tion, whilst the dread of re­veal­ing mine will cast my eyes down. Even those very let­ters which he so long re­fused to my re­peated so­li­cit­a­tions, I shall re­ceive from his in­dif­fer­ence; he will re­turn them as use­less trifles he no longer cares for; and my trem­bling hand will re­ceive this shame­ful trust from a tran­quil steady one; last he will de­part!—De­part forever!—My eyes which will fol­low him, will not see his re­turn to me.

			Am I then re­served for all this hu­mi­li­ation? Let me at least make it use­ful by be­ing pen­et­rated with a sense of my weak­ness.—Those let­ters he will no longer keep, I will lay up with care:—I will im­pose on my­self the shame of daily read­ing them un­til my tears have de­faced the last let­ter—and his, I will des­troy, as in­fec­ted with the dan­ger­ous pois­on which has tain­ted my soul.—What then is love, which makes us re­gret even the danger it ex­poses us to, and dread feel­ing it, even when we can no longer in­spire it? Let me fly this de­struct­ive pas­sion, which leaves no choice between shame and misery, and of­ten re­unites them:—let prudence then re­place vir­tue.

			How dis­tant is this Thursday still! Why can’t I in­stantly con­sum­mate this sor­row­ful sac­ri­fice, and for­get at once the cause and the ob­ject? This vis­it im­por­tunes me; I re­pent hav­ing prom­ised it—what oc­ca­sion to see me again—what are we now to each oth­er? If he has of­fen­ded me, I for­give him—I even con­grat­u­late him on his re­form­a­tion; I praise him for it; I do more, I will fol­low his ex­ample; and, se­duced by the same er­rors, his ex­ample shall re­form me. But why, when his res­ol­u­tion is to fly me, why be­gin by seek­ing me? The one that is in most danger, ought they not to for­get the oth­er? Doubt­less they ought; and that shall here­after be my sole care.

			With your per­mis­sion, my ami­able friend, it shall be with you I will un­der­take this dif­fi­cult task; if I should want as­sist­ance, or per­haps con­sol­a­tion, I will not re­ceive it from any oth­er—you alone un­der­stand and can speak to my heart:—Your en­dear­ing friend­ship will fill up my ex­ist­ence;—noth­ing will be dif­fi­cult to second your cares:—I shall be in­debted to you for my tran­quil­lity, my hap­pi­ness, my vir­tue; and the fruits of your good­ness will be to have at length made me de­serving of it.

			I be­lieve I have gone very much astray in this let­ter, at least I think so, from the per­turbed state I have been in dur­ing the whole time:—If there is a sen­ti­ment which ought to make me blush, cov­er it with your in­dul­gent friend­ship; I sub­mit en­tirely to it; I have not a wish to hide from you any emo­tion of my heart.

			Adieu, my most re­spect­able friend! I hope to be able in a few days to an­nounce that of my ar­rival.

			
				Par­is, Oct. 25, 17—.
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				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			At last this haughty wo­man is conquered, who dared think she could res­ist me.—She is mine—totally mine.—She has noth­ing left to grant since yes­ter­day.

			My hap­pi­ness is so great I can­not ap­pre­ci­ate it, but am as­ton­ished at the un­known charm I feel:—Is it pos­sible vir­tue can aug­ment a wo­man’s value even at the time of her weak­ness?—Avaunt such pu­erile ideas—don’t we every day meet res­ist­ance more or less feigned at the first con­quest? Yet I nev­er ex­per­i­enced the charm I mean; it is not love—for al­though I have had fits of weak­ness with this amaz­ing wo­man, which very much re­sembled that pusil­lan­im­ous pas­sion, I ever sub­dued them and re­turned to my first rules—if even the scene of yes­ter­day should have led me farther than I in­ten­ded; had I par­took for a mo­ment of the in­tox­ic­a­tion I raised, that trans­it­ory il­lu­sion would have been now evap­or­ated, yet still the same charm re­mains—I own I should be pleased to in­dulge it, if it did not give me some un­eas­i­ness:—At my age must I then be mastered like a school­boy by an un­known and in­vol­un­tary sen­ti­ment?—I must first op­pose and then ex­am­ine it.

			Per­haps I already see in­to the cause—the idea pleases me—I wish it may be true.

			Among the mul­ti­tude of wo­men with whom I have played the part of a lov­er, I nev­er met any who were not as well in­clined to sur­render as I was to per­suade them—I used even to call those prudes who met me but halfway, in con­trast to so many oth­ers, whose pro­vok­ing de­fence is in­ten­ded as a cloak to their first ad­vances.

			But here I found an un­fa­vour­able pre­pos­ses­sion against me, af­ter­wards con­firmed on the re­port and ad­vice of a pen­et­rat­ing wo­man who hated me; a nat­ur­al, ex­cess­ive timid­ity, for­ti­fied with genu­ine mod­esty; a strong at­tach­ment to vir­tue un­der the power­ful dir­ec­tion of re­li­gion, and who had already been mar­ried two years—an un­sul­lied char­ac­ter—the res­ult of those causes, which all ten­ded to screen her from my so­li­cit­a­tions.

			It is not any way sim­il­ar to my former ad­ven­tures:—a mere ca­pit­u­la­tion more or less ad­vant­age­ous, which is easi­er to be ac­quired than to be vain of; but this is a com­plete vic­tory, pur­chased by a hard cam­paign, and de­cided by skil­ful man­euvers, there­fore it is not at all sur­pris­ing, this suc­cess, solely my own ac­quis­i­tion, should be dear to me; and the in­crease of pleas­ure I ex­per­i­enced in my tri­umph, which I still feel, is no more than the soft im­pres­sion of a sen­ti­ment of glory. I in­dulge this thought, as it saves me the hu­mi­li­ation of har­bour­ing the idea of my be­ing de­pend­ent on the very slave I have brought un­der sub­jec­tion, as well as the dis­agree­able thoughts of not hav­ing with­in my­self the plen­it­ude of my hap­pi­ness, or that the power of call­ing it forth in­to en­ergy and mak­ing me fully en­joy it, should be re­vived for this or that wo­man ex­clus­ively of any oth­er.

			Those ju­di­cious re­flec­tions shall reg­u­late my con­duct on this im­port­ant oc­ca­sion and you may de­pend, I shall nev­er suf­fer my­self to be so cap­tiv­ated, but that I may at pleas­ure break those new bands:—Already I be­gin to talk of a rap­ture, and have not yet in­formed you how I ac­quired the powers—pro­ceed and you will see to what dangers wis­dom ex­poses it­self en­deav­our­ing to as­sist folly—I stud­ied my con­ver­sa­tion and the an­swers to them with so much at­ten­tion, I hope to be able to give you both with the ut­most ex­actitude.

			You will ob­serve by the an­nexed cop­ies of let­ters,29 what kind of me­di­at­or I fixed on to gain me ad­mit­tance with my fair one, with what zeal the holy man ex­er­cised him­self to re­unite us; I must tell you also, I learned from an in­ter­cep­ted let­ter, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, the dread the hu­mi­li­ation of be­ing left, had a little dis­con­cer­ted the aus­tere de­votee’s prudence, and stuffed her head and heart with ideas and sen­ti­ments which, though des­ti­tute of com­mon sense, were nev­er­the­less in­ter­est­ing—After these pre­lim­in­ar­ies ne­ces­sary to be re­lated, yes­ter­day, Thursday the 28th, the day ap­poin­ted by my in­grate, I presen­ted my­self as a tim­id and re­pent­ant slave, to re­tire a suc­cess­ful con­quer­or.

			It was six in the even­ing when I came to the fair re­cluse; for since her re­turn, her gates were shut against every­one. She en­deav­oured to rise when I was an­nounced; but her trem­bling knees be­ing un­able to sup­port her, she was ob­liged to sit down im­me­di­ately. The ser­vant who had showed me in, hav­ing some­thing to do in the apart­ment, she seemed im­pa­tient. This in­ter­val was taken up with the usu­al com­pli­ments. Not to lose a mo­ment of so pre­cious an op­por­tun­ity, I ex­amined the room care­fully, and fixed my eye on the in­ten­ded spot for my vic­tory. I could have chose a more com­mo­di­ous one; for there was a sofa in the room: but I ob­served dir­ectly op­pos­ite to it a pic­ture of the hus­band; and I own I was afraid with so strange a wo­man, a single glance, which ac­ci­dent­ally she might cast on that side, would in an in­stant have des­troyed a work of so much care. At last we were alone, and I entered on the busi­ness.

			After re­lat­ing in few words, I sup­posed Fath­er An­selmus had in­formed her the motive of my vis­it, I lamen­ted the rig­or­ous treat­ment I re­ceived, and dwelt par­tic­u­larly on the con­tempt that had been shown. She made an apo­logy, as I ex­pec­ted, and you also: but I groun­ded the proof on the dif­fid­ence and dread I had in­fused; on the scan­dal­ous flight in con­sequence of it, the re­fus­al to an­swer my let­ters, or even re­ceive them, etc. etc. As she was be­gin­ning a jus­ti­fic­a­tion, which would have been very easy, I thought prop­er to in­ter­rupt her; and to com­pensate for this ab­rupt be­ha­viour, I im­me­di­ately threw in a flat­tery. “If such charms,” said I, “have made so deep an im­pres­sion on my heart, so many vir­tues have made as great a one on my mind. Se­duced by the de­sire of im­it­at­ing them, I had the van­ity to think my­self worthy of them. I do not re­proach you for think­ing oth­er­wise; but I pun­ish my­self for my er­ror.” As she pre­served a si­lent per­plex­ity I went on. “I wish, Madam, to be jus­ti­fied in your sight, or ob­tain your par­don for all the wrongs you sup­pose me to have been guilty of; that I may, at least, ter­min­ate in tran­quil­lity a life which is no longer sup­port­able since you re­fuse to em­bel­lish it.”

			To this, how­ever, she en­deav­oured to reply. “My duty would not per­mit me.”—The dif­fi­culty to fin­ish the fib which duty re­quired, did not al­low her to end the sen­tence. I replied in the most tender strain, “Is it true, then, it was me you fled from?—this re­treat was ne­ces­sary—and that you should put me from you—It must be so—and forever—I should—” It is un­ne­ces­sary to tell you, dur­ing this short dia­logue, the tender prude’s voice was op­pressed, and she did not raise her eyes.

			I thought it was time to an­im­ate this lan­guish­ing scene; and rising in a pet—“Your res­ol­u­tion, Madam,” said I, “has giv­en me back mine. We will part; and part forever: you will have leis­ure to con­grat­u­late your­self on your work.” Sur­prised with this re­proach­ing tone, she should have replied—“The res­ol­u­tion you have taken,” said she—“Is only the ef­fect of des­pair,” I replied with pas­sion. “It is your pleas­ure I should be miser­able—you shall have the full ex­tent of your wish. I wish you to be happy.” Here the voice began to an­nounce a strong emo­tion: then fall­ing at her knees, in the dra­mat­ic style, I ex­claimed, “Ah, cruel wo­man! Can there be hap­pi­ness for me that you do not par­take? How then shall I find it, when ab­sent from you? Oh, nev­er, nev­er!”—I own, in abandon­ing my­self thus, I de­pended much on the as­sist­ance of tears; but, wheth­er for want of dis­pos­i­tion, or, per­haps, only the con­tinu­al, pain­ful at­ten­tion my mind was en­gaged in, I could not weep. For­tu­nately I re­col­lec­ted, all means are equally good to sub­due a wo­man; and it would be suf­fi­cient to as­ton­ish her by a grand move­ment, to make a deep and fa­vour­able im­pres­sion. I there­fore made ter­ror sup­ply the place of ab­sent sens­ib­il­ity; chan­ging only my tone, but still pre­serving my pos­ture, I con­tin­ued, “Yes, at your feet I swear I will die or pos­sess you.” As I pro­nounced those last words our eyes met. I don’t know what the tim­id wo­man saw, or thought she saw, in mine; but she rose with a ter­ri­fied coun­ten­ance, and es­caped from my arms, which sur­roun­ded her waist: it is true, I did not at­tempt to hold her; for I have of­ten ob­served, those scenes of des­pair be­came ri­dicu­lous when pushed with too much vi­va­city or lengthened out, and left no re­source but what was really tra­gic, of which I had not the least idea. Whilst she fled from me, I ad­ded in a low dis­astrous tone, but so that she might hear, “Well then, death.”

			I rose si­lently, and cast­ing a wild look on her, as if by chance, nev­er­the­less ob­served her un­steady de­port­ment, her quick res­pir­a­tion, her con­trac­ted muscles, her trem­bling, half-raised arms; everything gave me suf­fi­cient evid­ence, the ef­fect was such as I wished to pro­duce: but as in love noth­ing can be brought to is­sue at a dis­tance, and we were pretty far asun­der, it was ne­ces­sary to draw near­er. To at­tain which, I as­sumed, as soon as pos­sible, an ap­par­ent tran­quil­lity, prop­er to calm the ef­fects of this vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion, without weak­en­ing the im­pres­sion. My trans­ition was:—“I am very miser­able. I only wished to live for your hap­pi­ness, and I have dis­turbed it:”—then with a com­posed but con­strained air;—“For­give me, Madam; little used to the rage of pas­sions, I do not know how to sup­press their vi­ol­ence. If I am wrong in giv­ing way to them, I beg you will re­mem­ber it shall be the last time. Com­pose your­self; I en­treat you com­pose your­self.” Dur­ing this long dis­course, I drew near in­sens­ibly. “If you wish I should be calm,” replied the ter­ri­fied fair, “do you then be calm.” “I will then, I prom­ise you,” said I; and in a weak­er tone, “If the ef­fort is great, it ought not at least to be long: but I came to re­turn your let­ters. I re­quest you will take them. This af­flict­ing sac­ri­fice is the only one re­main­ing; let me have noth­ing to weak­en my res­ol­u­tion.” Then draw­ing from my pock­et the pre­cious col­lec­tion—“Here is the de­ceit­ful de­pos­it of your friend­ship: it made this life sup­port­able; take it back, and give the sig­nal that is to sep­ar­ate us forever.” Here the tim­id lov­er gave way to her tender grief—“But, M. de Val­mont, what is the mat­ter? What do you mean? Is not your pro­ceed­ing today your own vol­un­tary act? Is it not the res­ult of your own re­flec­tions? And is it not they have ap­proved this ne­ces­sary step, in com­pli­ance with my duty?” I replied, “Well, this step de­cides mine.”—“And what is that?”—“The only one that can put an end to my suf­fer­ings, by part­ing me from you.”—“But an­swer me what is it.”—Then press­ing her in my arms without any op­pos­i­tion, and ob­serving from the neg­lect of de­cency, how strong and power­ful her emo­tions were, I ex­claimed, “Ad­or­able wo­man! you can’t con­ceive the love you in­spire. You will nev­er know how much you was ad­ored, and how much dear­er this pas­sion was than my ex­ist­ence. May all your days be for­tu­nate and peace­ful! May they be dec­or­ated with that hap­pi­ness you have de­prived me of! At least, re­pay this sin­cere wish with one sigh, one tear; and be as­sured, the last sac­ri­fice I make will not be the most pain­ful to my heart. Adieu!”

			Whilst I spoke, I felt her heart throb vi­ol­ently; her coun­ten­ance altered; her tears al­most suf­foc­ated her. Then I re­solved to feign re­treat: but she held me strongly.—“No, hear what I have to say,” said she, eagerly. I answered, “Let me go.”—“You shall hear me.”—“I must fly from you; I must.”—“No,” she ex­claimed; then sunk, or rather swooned in my arms. I was still doubt­ful of so happy an is­sue, seemed much ter­ri­fied, and still led, or rather car­ried her to the place I had marked out for the field of glory. She did not re­cov­er her­self un­til she was sub­mit­ted, and giv­en up to her happy con­quer­or.

			So far, my lovely friend, you will per­ceive a meth­od­ic­al neat­ness, which I am sure will give you pleas­ure. You will also ob­serve, I did not swerve in the least from the true prin­ciples of this war, which we have of­ten re­marked bore so near a re­semb­lance to the oth­er. Rank me, then, with the Turennes or the Fre­d­er­icks. I forced the en­emy to fight who was tem­por­ising. By skil­ful man­euvers, gained the ad­vant­age of the ground and dis­pos­i­tions; con­trived to lull the en­emy in­to se­cur­ity, to come up with him more eas­ily in his re­treat; struck him with ter­ror be­fore we en­gaged. I left noth­ing to chance; only a great ad­vant­age, in case of suc­cess; or a cer­tainty of re­sources, in case of a de­feat. Fi­nally, the ac­tion did not be­gin till I had se­cured a re­treat, by which I might cov­er and pre­serve all my former con­quests. What more could be done? But I be­gin to fear I have en­er­vated my­self, as Han­ni­bal did with the de­lights of Cap­ua.

			I ex­pec­ted so great an event would not pass over without the cus­tom­ary tears and grief. First I ob­served some­what more of con­fu­sion and re­col­lec­tion than is usu­al, which I at­trib­uted to her state of prudery. Without pay­ing much at­ten­tion to those slight dif­fer­ences, which I ima­gined merely loc­al, I fol­lowed the beaten road of con­sol­a­tion; fully per­suaded, as com­monly hap­pens, the sen­sa­tions would fly to the as­sist­ance of sen­ti­ment, that one act would pre­vail more than all my speeches, which I did not, how­ever, neg­lect: but I met with a res­ist­ance really tre­mend­ous: less for its ex­cess, than the form un­der which it ap­peared. Only think of a wo­man sit­ting stiff and mo­tion­less, with un­al­ter­able fea­tures; seem­ing di­vested of the fac­ulties of think­ing, hear­ing, or un­der­stand­ing, from whose eyes tears flowed without ef­fort. Such was M. de Tourvel dur­ing my con­ver­sa­tion. If I en­deav­oured to re­call her at­ten­tion by a caress, or even the most in­no­cent ges­ture, ter­ror im­me­di­ately fol­lowed this ap­par­ent apathy, ac­com­pan­ied with suf­foc­a­tion, con­vul­sions, sobs, and shrieks by in­ter­vals, but without a word ar­tic­u­lated. Those fits re­turned sev­er­al times, and al­ways stronger; the last was even so vi­ol­ent, I was much frightened, and thought I had gained a fruit­less vic­tory. I re­turned to the usu­al com­mon­place phrases—“What do you then re­gret you have made me the hap­pi­est man on earth?” At those words this ad­or­able wo­man turned to me; her coun­ten­ance, al­though still a little wild, had yet re­covered its ce­les­ti­al ex­pres­sion. “The hap­pi­est?” said she.—You may guess my reply. “You are happy, then?”—I re­newed my prot­est­a­tions. “Have I made you happy?”—I ad­ded praises, and everything tender. Whilst I was speak­ing, all her mem­bers were stilled; she fell back softly in her chair, giv­ing up a hand I ven­tured to take. “This idea re­lieves and con­soles me,” said she.

			You well be­lieve, be­ing thus brought back in the right road, I quit­ted it no more; it cer­tainly was the best, and, per­haps, the only one. When I made a second at­tempt, I met some res­ist­ance; what had happened be­fore made me more cir­cum­spect: but hav­ing called on my idea of hap­pi­ness for as­sist­ance, I soon ex­per­i­enced its fa­vour­able in­flu­ence. “You are right,” replied the tender creature, “I can sup­port my ex­ist­ence no longer than it con­trib­utes to your hap­pi­ness. I de­vote my­self en­tirely to you. From this mo­ment I give my­self up to you. You shall no more ex­per­i­ence re­gret or re­fus­al from me.” Thus with art­less or sub­lime cand­our did she de­liv­er her per­son and charms, in­creas­ing my hap­pi­ness by shar­ing it. The in­tox­ic­a­tion was com­plete and re­cip­roc­al: for the first time mine sur­vived the pleas­ure. I quit­ted her arms, only to throw my­self at her feet, and swear etern­al love. To own the truth, I spoke as I thought. Even after we par­ted, I could not shake off the idea; and I found it ne­ces­sary to make ex­traordin­ary ef­forts to di­vert my at­ten­tion from her.

			I wish you were now here, to coun­ter­poise the charm of the ac­tion by the re­ward: but I hope I shall not lose by wait­ing; for I look on the happy ar­range­ment I pro­posed in my last let­ter as a settled point between us. You see I dis­patch busi­ness as I prom­ised: my af­fairs will be so for­ward, I shall be able to give you some part of my time. Quickly get rid, then, of the stu­pid Belleroche, and leave the whin­ing Dan­ceny to be en­grossed solely by me. How is your time taken up in the coun­try? You don’t even an­swer my let­ters. Do you know, I have a great mind to scold you? Only prosper­ity is apt to make us in­dul­gent. Be­sides, I can’t for­get ran­ging my­self again un­der your ban­ner. I must sub­mit to your little whim. Re­mem­ber, how­ever, the new lov­er will not sur­render any of the an­cient rights of the friend.

			Adieu, as formerly!—Adieu, my an­gel! I send you the soft­est kisses of love.

			
				P.S. Poor Pre­van, at the end of his month’s im­pris­on­ment, was ob­liged to quit his corps; it is pub­lic all over Par­is. Upon my word he is cruelly treated, and your suc­cess is com­plete.

				Par­is, Oct. 29, 17—.
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					126
				

				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			I would have answered your let­ter soon­er, my dear child, if the fa­tigue of my last had not brought on a re­turn of my dis­order, which has de­prived me ever since of the use of my arm. I was very anxious to thank you for the good news you gave me of my neph­ew, and not less to con­grat­u­late you sin­cerely on your own ac­count. Here the in­ter­pos­i­tion of Provid­ence is vis­ible, that touch­ing the heart of the one has also saved the oth­er. Yes, my lovely dear! the Almighty, who sent you this tri­al, has as­sisted you in the mo­ment your strength was ex­hausted; and not­with­stand­ing your little mur­mur­ings, I think you have great reas­on to re­turn him your un­feigned thanks: not but I be­lieve you would have been very glad to have been the first in this res­ol­u­tion, and that Val­mont’s should have been the con­sequence of it; I even think, hu­manly speak­ing, the dig­nity of our sex would have been bet­ter pre­served, and we are not fond of giv­ing up any of our rights. But what are these con­sid­er­a­tions to those more im­port­ant ob­jects! We sel­dom hear a per­son saved from ship­wreck com­plain, the means were not in his op­tion.

			You will soon ex­per­i­ence, my dear child, the af­flic­tions you dreaded so much will grow light­er of them­selves, and even were they to last forever in their full force, you will be sens­ible they are easi­er to bear than the re­morse of guilt or self-con­tempt. It would have been use­less to talk to you be­fore with this ap­par­ent sever­ity: love is an in­de­pend­ent pas­sion, that prudence may make us avoid, but can­not con­quer, which when once it has taken root, must die its own nat­ur­al death, or of ab­so­lute des­pair. This last be­ing your case, gives me the res­ol­u­tion and the right to tell you freely my sen­ti­ments. It is cruel to fright­en a sick per­son that is des­paired of, to whom pal­li­at­ives only and con­sol­a­tions should be ad­min­istered: but it is the part of wis­dom to re­mind those on the re­cov­ery, of the dangers they es­caped, to as­sist them with ne­ces­sary prudence and sub­mis­sion to the ad­vice they stand in need of. As you have chose me for your phys­i­cian, in that char­ac­ter I ad­dress you, and tell you, the little in­con­veni­en­cies you feel at present, which may re­quire, per­haps, some rem­ed­ies, are noth­ing in com­par­is­on of the dread­ful dis­order whose cure is now cer­tain. Then, as your friend, as the friend of a vir­tu­ous and reas­on­able wo­man, give me leave to add, this pas­sion you have sub­dued, so un­happy in it­self, be­came in­fin­itely more so in its ob­ject. If I am to be­lieve what I am told, my neph­ew, who I must own I love even to a de­gree of weak­ness, unites many laud­able qual­it­ies to a great many at­trac­tions, is very dan­ger­ous to the wo­men, blame­able in his be­ha­viour to­wards them, and piques him­self as much on ex­pos­ing as se­du­cing them. I really be­lieve you would have con­ver­ted him. Sure nev­er was any­one so worthy; how­ever, so many oth­ers flattered them­selves in the same man­ner, whose hopes were frus­trated, that I am over­joyed to find you are not re­duced to that re­source.

			Re­flect now, my dear wo­man, that in­stead of so many dangers as you would have had to go through, you will have, be­sides the testi­mony of a good con­science and your own peace, the sat­is­fac­tion of be­ing the cause of Val­mont’s re­form­a­tion. I own, I think it in a great meas­ure ow­ing to your res­ol­ute de­fence, and that a mo­ment’s weak­ness on your part would have left my neph­ew in last­ing dis­orders. I love to in­dulge this way of think­ing, and wish you to do the same; you will find it con­sol­ing; it will be an ad­di­tion­al reas­on for me to love you the more.

			I shall ex­pect you in a few days, my dear child, as you prom­ised. You will once more find serenity and hap­pi­ness where you lost them. Come and re­joice with your tender moth­er, that you have so hap­pily kept your word to do noth­ing un­worthy your­self or her.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Oct. 30, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			It was not for want of time, that I did not an­swer your let­ter of the 19th, Vis­count, but plainly be­cause it put me out of tem­per, and did not con­tain a single syl­lable of com­mon sense. I thought it then the best way to leave it in ob­li­vi­on—but since you seem fond of this pro­duc­tion, and the sub­lime ideas it con­tains, that you con­strue my si­lence in­to con­sent, it is ne­ces­sary you should have my opin­ion ex­pli­citly.

			I may have here­to­fore formed the design of singly per­form­ing the func­tions of a whole seraglio; but it nev­er entered my head to be­come only a part of one; this I thought you knew, now, that you can­not plead ig­nor­ance, you may read­ily con­ceive how ri­dicu­lous your pro­pos­i­tion must ap­pear to me. Should I sac­ri­fice an in­clin­a­tion, and a new one, for you? And in what man­ner, pray? Why, wait­ing for my turn, like a sub­missive slave, the sub­lime fa­vours of your high­ness. When, for ex­ample, you was in­clined to re­lax for a mo­ment from that un­known charm that the ad­or­able, the ce­les­ti­al M. de Tourvel only had made you feel;—or when you dread to risk with the en­ga­ging Cecil­ia, the su­per­i­or idea you wished her to pre­serve for you;—then con­des­cend­ing to stoop to me, you will seek pleas­ures less vi­ol­ent, but of not much con­sequence, and your in­es­tim­able bounty, though scarce, must fill the meas­ure of my fe­li­city. Cer­tainly you stand high in your own opin­ion; and my mod­esty nor my glass have yet pre­vailed on me to think I am sunk so low. This may be ow­ing to my wrong way of think­ing; but I beg you will be per­suaded I have more ima­gin­a­tions of the same kind.

			One es­pe­cially, which is, that Dan­ceny, the school­boy, the whiner, totally taken up with me, sac­ri­fi­cing, without mak­ing a mer­it of it, his first love, even be­fore it was en­joyed, and lov­ing me to that ex­cess that is usu­al with those at his age, may con­trib­ute more to my hap­pi­ness and pleas­ure than you—I will even take the liberty to add, that if I had the in­clin­a­tion to give him a part­ner, it should not be you, at least now.

			Per­haps you’ll ask me why? Prob­ably I should be at a loss for a reas­on; for the same whim that would give you the pref­er­ence, might also ex­clude you. How­ever, po­lite­ness re­quires I should in­form you of my motive—I think you must make too many sac­ri­fices; and in­stead of be­ing grate­ful, as you cer­tainly would ex­pect, I should be in­clined to think you still owed me more—You must there­fore be sens­ible, our man­ner of think­ing be­ing so op­pos­ite, we can by no means unite: I fear it will be some time, nay a great while, be­fore I change my opin­ion.

			When that hap­pens, I prom­ise to give you no­tice:—Un­til then, let me ad­vise you to take some oth­er meas­ures, and keep your kisses for those to whom they will be more agree­able.

			You say adieu, as formerly! but formerly, if I re­mem­ber, you set a great­er value on me than to ap­point me en­tirely to the third char­ac­ters; and was con­tent to wait un­til I answered in the af­firm­at­ive, be­fore you was cer­tain of my con­sent: don’t be angry then, if in­stead of say­ing adieu, as formerly, I say adieu, as at present.

			
				Your ser­vant, Vis­count.

				The castle of ———,

				Oct. 31, 17—.
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				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I did not re­ceive, un­til yes­ter­day, Madam, your dilat­ory an­swer—it would in­stantly have put an end to my ex­ist­ence if I had any left; but M. de Val­mont is now in pos­ses­sion of it: you see I do not con­ceal any­thing from you; if you no longer think me worthy your friend­ship, I dread the loss of it less than to im­pose on you; to tell you all in all, I was placed by M. de Val­mont, between his death and hap­pi­ness—I chose the lat­ter—I neither boast nor ac­cuse my­self; I re­late the fact plainly as it is.

			You will read­ily per­ceive, after this, what kind of im­pres­sion your let­ter, and the truths it con­tains, must have made on me. Do not, how­ever, ima­gine, it could give birth to any re­pin­ing, or ever make me al­ter my sen­ti­ments or con­duct; not that I am ex­empt from some tor­tur­ing mo­ments; but when my heart is rent, and I dread not be­ing any longer able to bear my tor­ments, I say to my­self, Val­mont is happy; and at this idea my miser­ies van­ish; all is con­ver­ted in­to joy.

			It is to your neph­ew, then, I have de­voted my­self; it is for his sake I am un­done; he is now the centre of my thoughts, sen­ti­ments, and ac­tions. Whilst my life can con­trib­ute to his hap­pi­ness, I shall cher­ish it; I shall think it for­tu­nate; if he should here­after think oth­er­wise, he shall nev­er hear from me either com­plaint or re­proach. I have already ven­tured to fix my eyes on this fatal peri­od, and my res­ol­u­tion is taken.

			You will now per­ceive how little I am af­fected with the dread you seem to en­ter­tain, that M. de Val­mont, will one day or oth­er de­fame me—Be­fore that hap­pens, he must lose the af­fec­tion he has for me; that once lost, of what sig­ni­fic­a­tion will vain re­proaches be which I shall nev­er hear? He alone will judge me, as I will have lived for him, and him only; and my memory will re­pose in him; and if he will be ob­liged to ac­know­ledge I loved him, I shall be jus­ti­fied suf­fi­ciently.

			Now, Madam, you read my heart—I pre­ferred the mis­for­tune of be­ing de­prived of your es­teem by my cand­our, to that of mak­ing my­self un­worthy of it by the base­ness of a lie. I thought I owed this en­tire con­fid­ence to your former good­ness; the ad­di­tion of a word would, per­haps, give room to sus­pect I should be vain enough yet to de­pend on it; far from it: I will do my­self justice, by giv­ing up all pre­ten­sions to it.

			I am with great re­spect, Madam, your most humble and most obed­i­ent ser­vant.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 1, 17—.
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				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Whence arises, my charm­ing friend, this strain of ac­ri­mony and ri­dicule which runs through your last let­ter? What crime have I un­in­ten­tion­ally com­mit­ted which puts you so much out of tem­per? You re­proach me with pre­sum­ing on your con­sent be­fore I had ob­tained it—I ima­gined, how­ever, what might ap­pear like pre­sump­tion in any­one else, would, between you and me, be only the ef­fect of con­fid­ence. I would be glad to know how long has this sen­ti­ment been det­ri­ment­al to friend­ship or love? Unit­ing hope with de­sire, I only com­plied with that nat­ur­al im­pulse, which makes us wish to draw as near as pos­sible to the hap­pi­ness we are in pur­suit of—and you have mis­taken that for van­ity, which is noth­ing more than ar­dour. I know very well, in such cases, cus­tom has in­tro­duced a re­spect­ful ap­pre­hen­sion; but you also know, it is only a kind of form, a mere pre­ced­ent; and I ima­gined my­self au­thor­ised to be­lieve those tri­fling niceties no longer ne­ces­sary between us.

			I even think this free and open meth­od much prefer­able to in­sip­id flat­tery, which so of­ten love naus­eates, when it is groun­ded on an old con­nec­tion. Moreover, per­haps the pref­er­ence I give this meth­od pro­ceeds from the hap­pi­ness it re­calls to my memory—this gives me more un­eas­i­ness that you should take it in an­oth­er light. How­ever, this is the only thing that I am culp­able in—for I can­not be­lieve you can ser­i­ously ima­gine, that the wo­man ex­ists who I would prefer to you; and still less, that I should es­tim­ate you so little as you feign to be­lieve. You say, you have con­sul­ted your glass on this oc­ca­sion, and you do not find your­self sunk so low—I be­lieve it; and that only proves your glass to be true—but should you not rather from thence con­cluded that cer­tainly that was not my opin­ion.

			In vain I seek the cause of this strange idea—how­ever, I sus­pect it is more or less de­pend­ent on the praises I lav­ished on oth­er wo­men—at least, this I in­fer, from the af­fect­a­tion of quot­ing the epi­thets, ad­or­able, ce­les­ti­al, at­tach­ing, which I used, speak­ing of Madam de Tourvel, and the little Volanges: but you are not to be told, those words, which are of­ten­er the ef­fect of chance than re­flec­tion, ex­press more the situ­ation one hap­pens to be in at the time, than the value one sets upon the per­son. If at the time I was af­fected with the one or the oth­er, I nev­er­the­less rap­tur­ously wished for you—If I gave you an em­in­ent pref­er­ence over both, as I would not re­new our first con­nec­tion without break­ing off the two oth­ers, I do not think there is such great reas­on for re­proaches.

			I shall not find it more dif­fi­cult to ex­culp­ate my­self from the charge of the un­known charm, which, it seems, shocks you not a little; for be­ing un­known, it does not fol­low that it is stronger—What can equal the de­lights you alone can al­ways em­bel­lish with nov­elty and bliss? I only wished to con­vey to you an idea, it was a kind I nev­er be­fore ex­per­i­enced; but without pre­tend­ing to give it any rank; and ad­ded, what I again re­peat, whatever it be, I will over­come it: and shall ex­ert my­self more zeal­ously if I can in this tri­fling af­fair, to have one homage more to of­fer to you.

			As to the little Cecil­ia, it is use­less to men­tion her: you have not for­got it was at your in­stance I took charge of this child; and only wait your or­ders to be rid of her. I may have made some re­marks on her bloom and in­no­cence; and for a mo­ment thought her en­ga­ging, be­cause one is al­ways more or less pleased with their work; but she has not, in any shape, con­sist­ency to fix the at­ten­tion.

			Now, my lovely friend, I ap­peal to your justice, your first at­tach­ment to me, the long and sin­cere friend­ship, the un­boun­ded con­fid­ence which have linked us to­geth­er—have I de­served the severe man­ner in which you have treated me? But how easy can you make me amends when you please! Speak but the word, and you will see wheth­er all the charms, all the at­tach­ments will keep me here, not a day, but even a minute; I will fly to your feet—in­to your arms—and will prove a thou­sand times, and in a thou­sand ways, that you are, you ever will be, the only mis­tress of my heart.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! I wait your an­swer im­pa­tiently.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 3, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					130
				

				Ma­dame de Rose­monde, to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			Why, my lovely dear, will you no longer be my daugh­ter? Why do you seem to an­nounce that our cor­res­pond­ence is to cease?30 Is it to pun­ish me for not guess­ing at what was im­prob­able; or do you sus­pect me of cre­at­ing you af­flic­tion de­sign­edly? I know your heart too well, to ima­gine you would en­ter­tain such an opin­ion of mine.—The dis­tress your let­ter plunges me in is much less on my own ac­count than yours. Oh! my young friend, with grief I tell you, you are too worthy of be­ing be­loved ever to be happy in love—Where is there a truly del­ic­ate and sens­ible wo­man, who has not met un­hap­pi­ness where she ex­pec­ted bliss? Do men know how to rate the wo­men they pos­sess?

			Not but many of them are vir­tu­ous in their ad­dresses and con­stant in their af­fec­tions—but even among those, how few that know how to put them­selves in uni­son with our hearts. I do not ima­gine, my dear child, their af­fec­tion is like ours—They ex­per­i­ence the same trans­port of­ten with more vi­ol­ence, but they are strangers to that un­easy of­fi­cious­ness, that del­ic­ate so­li­citude, that pro­duces in us those con­tinu­al tender cares, whose sole aim is the be­loved ob­ject—Man en­joys the hap­pi­ness he feels, wo­man that she gives.

			This dif­fer­ence, so es­sen­tial, and so sel­dom ob­served, in­flu­ences in a very sens­ible man­ner, the to­tal­ity of their re­spect­ive con­duct. The pleas­ure of the one is to grat­i­fy de­sires; but that of the oth­er is to cre­ate them. To know to please, is in man the means of suc­cess; and in wo­man it is suc­cess it­self.

			And do not ima­gine, the ex­cep­tions, be they more or less nu­mer­ous, that may be quoted, can be suc­cess­fully op­posed to those gen­er­al truths, which the voice of the pub­lic has guar­an­teed, with the only dis­tinc­tion as to men of in­fi­del­ity from in­con­stancy; a dis­tinc­tion of which they avail them­selves, and of which they should be ashamed; which nev­er has been ad­op­ted by any of our sex but those of aban­doned char­ac­ters, who are a scan­dal to us, and to whom all meth­ods are ac­cept­able which they think may de­liv­er them from the pain­ful sen­sa­tion of their own mean­ness.

			I thought, my lovely dear, those re­flec­tions might be of use to you, in or­der to op­pose the chi­mer­ic­al ideas of per­fect hap­pi­ness, with which love nev­er fails to amuse our ima­gin­a­tion. De­ceit­ful hope! to which we are still at­tached, even when we find ourselves un­der the ne­ces­sity of abandon­ing it—whose loss mul­ti­plies and ir­rit­ates our already too real sor­rows, in­sep­ar­able from an ar­dent pas­sion—This task of al­le­vi­at­ing your troubles, or di­min­ish­ing their num­ber, is the only one I will or can now ful­fil—In dis­orders which are without rem­edy, no oth­er ad­vice can be giv­en, than as to the re­gi­men to be ob­served—The only thing I wish you to re­mem­ber is, that to pity is not to blame a pa­tient. Alas! who are we, that we dare blame one an­oth­er? Let us leave the right of judging to the search­er of hearts; and I will even ven­ture to be­lieve, that in his pa­ternal sight, a crowd of vir­tues, may com­pensate a single weak­ness.

			But I con­jure you above all things, my dear friend, to guard against vi­ol­ent res­ol­u­tions, which are less the ef­fects of forti­tude than des­pond­ency: do not for­get, that al­though you have made an­oth­er pos­sessor of your ex­ist­ence (to use your own ex­pres­sion) you had it not in your power to de­prive your friends of the share they were be­fore pos­sessed of, and which they will al­ways claim.

			Adieu, my dear child! Think some­times on your tender moth­er; and be as­sured you al­ways will be, above everything, the dearest ob­ject of her thoughts.

			
				Castle of ———

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					131
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Very well, Vis­count; come, I am bet­ter pleased with you than I was be­fore: now let us con­verse in a friendly man­ner, and I hope to con­vince you, the scheme you pro­pose would be the highest act of folly in us both.

			Have you nev­er ob­served that pleas­ure, which is the prim­um mo­bile of the uni­on of the sexes, is not suf­fi­cient to form a con­nec­tion between them? and that if de­sire, which brings them to­geth­er, pre­cedes it, it is nev­er­the­less fol­lowed by dis­gust, which re­pels it—This is a law of nature, that love alone can al­ter; and pray, can we have this same love at will? It is then ne­ces­sary it should be al­ways ready, which would have been very trouble­some had it not been dis­covered, it is suf­fi­cient if it ex­ists on one side: by this means the dif­fi­culty is lessened by half, even without ap­par­ent pre­ju­dice; for the one en­joys the hap­pi­ness of lov­ing, the oth­er of pleas­ing—not per­haps in al­to­geth­er so lively a man­ner, but that is com­pensated by de­ceit, which makes the bal­ance, and then all is right.

			But say, Vis­count, which of us two will un­der­take to de­ceive the oth­er? You know the story of the two sharp­ers who dis­covered each oth­er at play—“We must not pre­ju­dice ourselves,” said they; “let us club for the cards, and leave off.” Let us fol­low this prudent ad­vice, nor lose time to­geth­er, which we may so use­fully em­ploy else­where.

			To con­vince you that I con­sult your in­terest as much as my own, and that I am not ac­tu­ated either by ill hu­mour or ca­pri­cious­ness, I will not re­fuse your re­ward—I am very sens­ible one night will be suf­fi­cient; and do not in the least doubt, we shall know how to make it so pleas­ing, the morn­ing will come with re­gret—but let us not for­get, this re­gret is ne­ces­sary to hap­pi­ness; al­though the il­lu­sion may be en­chant­ing, nor flat­ter ourselves it can be dur­able.

			You see I ful­fil my prom­ise in my turn, and even be­fore you per­form the con­di­tions stip­u­lated—for I was to have had your ce­les­ti­al prude’s first let­ter. Wheth­er you do not choose to part with it, or that you have for­got the con­di­tions of a bar­gain that is not so in­ter­est­ing to you as you would have me think, I have not re­ceived any­thing; and I am much mis­taken, or the tender de­votee must have wrote a great deal; for how can she em­ploy her time alone? she cer­tainly has not sense enough for dis­sip­a­tion? If I was in­clined, then, I have room to make you some little re­proaches, which I shall pass over in si­lence, in con­sid­er­a­tion of the petu­lance I per­haps showed in my last let­ter.

			Noth­ing more re­mains, now, Vis­count, but to make you a re­quest, and it is as much for you as my­self; that is, to de­fer the time, which per­haps I wish for as much as you, but which I think may be put off un­til my re­turn to town. On the one hand, it would be very in­con­veni­ent here; and on the oth­er, it would be run­ning too great a risk; for a little jeal­ousy would fix me with the dis­mal Belleroche, who no longer holds but by a thread. He is already strug­gling to love me; we are at present so crit­ic­ally cir­cum­stanced, I blend as much malice as prudence in the caresses I lav­ish on him; at the same time you will ob­serve, it would not be a sac­ri­fice worthy of you—A re­cip­roc­al in­fi­del­ity will add power to the charm.

			Do you know I re­gret some­times we are re­duced to those re­sources—At the time we loved each oth­er, for I be­lieve it was love, I was happy—and you, Vis­count—but why en­gage our thoughts on a hap­pi­ness that can nev­er re­turn? No, say what you will, it is im­possible—First, I should re­quire sac­ri­fices that you could not or would not make; that prob­ably I do not de­serve. Again, how is it pos­sible to fix you? Oh, no; I will not even think of it; and not­with­stand­ing the pleas­ure I now have in writ­ing to you, I prefer quit­ting you ab­ruptly. Adieu, Vis­count.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Nov. 06, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					132
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			Deeply im­pressed, Madam, with your good­ness, to which I would en­tirely aban­don my­self, if I was not re­strained from ac­cept­ing by the dread of pro­fan­ing it. Why, con­vinced of its in­es­tim­able value, must I know my­self no longer worthy of it? Let me, at least, at­tempt to testi­fy my grat­it­ude. I shall ad­mire, above all, the len­ity of vir­tue, which views weak­ness with the eye of com­pas­sion; whose power­ful charm pre­serves its for­cible but mild au­thor­ity over hearts, even by the side of the charm of love.

			Can I still be worthy a friend­ship, which is no longer use­ful to my hap­pi­ness? I must say the same of your ad­vice. I feel its force, but can­not fol­low it. How is it pos­sible to dis­cred­it per­fect hap­pi­ness, when I ex­per­i­ence it this mo­ment? If men are such as you de­scribe them, they must be shunned, they are hate­ful: but where is the re­semb­lance between Val­mont and them? If, in com­mon with them, he has that vi­ol­ence of pas­sion you call trans­port, is it not re­strained by del­ic­acy? My dear friend, you talk of shar­ing my troubles; take a part, then, in my hap­pi­ness; to love I am in­debted for it, and how im­mensely does the ob­ject raise its value! You love your neph­ew, you say, per­haps, with fond­ness: ah! if you knew him as I do, you would id­ol­ize him, and yet even less than he de­serves. He has un­doubtedly been led astray by some er­rors; he does not con­ceal it; but who like him ever knew what was love? What can I say more? He feels it as he in­spires it. You will think this is one of the chi­mer­ic­al ideas with which love nev­er fails to ab­use our ima­gin­a­tion: but in my case, why should he be more tender, more earn­est, when he has noth­ing farther to ob­tain? I will own, I formerly thought I ob­served an air of re­flec­tion and re­serve, which sel­dom left him, and which of­ten, con­trary to my in­clin­a­tion, re­called to me the false and cruel im­pres­sions that were giv­en me of him; but since he has aban­doned him­self without con­straint to the emo­tions of his heart, he seems to guess at all my de­sires. Who knows but we were born for each oth­er? If this hap­pi­ness was not re­served for me to be ne­ces­sary to his!—Ah! if it be an il­lu­sion, let me die be­fore it ends.—No, I must live to cher­ish, to ad­ore him. Why should he cease lov­ing me? What wo­man on earth could he make hap­pi­er than me? And I ex­per­i­ence it by my­self, this hap­pi­ness that he has giv­en rise to, is the only and the strongest tie. It is this de­li­cious sen­ti­ment that ex­alts and pur­i­fies love, and be­comes truly worthy a tender and gen­er­ous mind, such as Val­mont’s.

			Adieu, my dear, my re­spect­able, my in­dul­gent friend! Vainly should I think of con­tinu­ing my let­ter. This is the hour he prom­ised to come, and every idea flies be­fore him. Your par­don. But you wish me hap­pi­ness; it is now so great I can scarce sup­port it.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 7, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					133
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			What, then, my charm­ing friend, are those sac­ri­fices you think I would not make to your pleas­ure? Let me only know them; and if I hes­it­ate to of­fer them to you, I give you leave to re­fuse the homage. What opin­ion have you of late con­ceived of me, when even fa­vour­ably in­clined, you doubt my sen­ti­ments or in­clin­a­tions? Sac­ri­fices that I would not or could not make! So you think I am in love, sub­dued! The value I set on the suc­cess, you sus­pect is at­tached to the per­son. Ah! thank heav­en, I am not yet re­duced to that, and I of­fer to prove it. I will prove it, if even it should be at Ma­dame de Tourvel’s ex­pense. Cer­tainly after that you can­not have a doubt re­main­ing.

			I may, I be­lieve, without com­mit­ting my­self, give up some time to a wo­man, who, at least, has the mer­it of be­ing of a cast rarely met. The dead sea­son, per­haps, when this ad­ven­ture took its rise, was an­oth­er reas­on to give my­self totally up to it; even now that the grand cur­rent of com­pany scarcely be­gins to flow, it is not sur­pris­ing my time is al­most en­tirely taken up with her. I beg you will also re­col­lect, it is scarce eight days I en­joy the fruits of three months la­bour. I have of­ten in­dulged longer with what has not been so valu­able, and had not cost me so much; and yet you nev­er from thence drew any con­clu­sions against me.

			Shall I tell you the real cause of my as­siduity? It is this. She is nat­ur­ally of a tim­id dis­pos­i­tion; at first she doubted in­cess­antly of her hap­pi­ness, which was suf­fi­cient to dis­turb it; so that I but just be­gin to ob­serve how far my power ex­tends in this kind. This I was curi­ous to know, and the oc­ca­sions are not so read­ily offered as one may think.

			In the first place, pleas­ure is noth­ing but mere pleas­ure with a great num­ber of wo­men, and nev­er any­thing else; with them, whatever titles they think prop­er to ad­orn us with, we are nev­er but factors, simple com­mis­sion­ers, whose activ­ity is all their mer­it, and among whom he who per­forms most is al­ways es­teemed the best.

			In an­oth­er class, the most nu­mer­ous nowadays, the celebrity of the lov­er, the pleas­ure of car­ry­ing him from a rival, the dread of a re­pris­al again, totally en­gage the wo­men. Thus we are con­cerned more or less in this kind of hap­pi­ness which they en­joy; but it de­pends more on cir­cum­stances than on the per­son: it comes to them by us, and not from us.

			It was then ne­ces­sary to find a wo­man of del­ic­acy and sen­sa­tion to make my ob­ser­va­tions on, whose sole con­cern should be love, and in that pas­sion be ab­sorbed by the lov­er; whose emo­tions, dis­dain­ing the com­mon track, should fly from the heart to the senses; who I have viewed, (I don’t mean the first day) rise from the bed of de­light all in tears, and the in­stant after re­cov­er vo­lup­tu­ous­ness by a word that touched her soul. She must also have united that nat­ur­al cand­our, which habitude had made in­sur­mount­able, and would not suf­fer her to dis­semble the least sen­ti­ment of her heart. You must agree with me, such wo­men are scarce; and I am con­fid­ent, if I had not met this one, I nev­er should have found an­oth­er.

			There­fore it is not at all sur­pris­ing she should have fas­cin­ated me longer than an­oth­er; and if the time I spend makes her happy, per­fectly happy, why should I re­fuse it, es­pe­cially when it is so agree­able to me? But be­cause the mind is en­gaged, must the heart be en­slaved? Cer­tainly not. And the value I set on this ad­ven­ture will not pre­vent my en­ga­ging in oth­ers, or even sac­ri­fi­cing this to some more agree­able one.

			I am even so much at liberty, that I have not neg­lected the little Volanges, to whom I am so little at­tached. Her moth­er brings her to town in three days, and I have se­cured my com­mu­nic­a­tion since yes­ter­day; a little money to the port­er, a few soft speeches to the wait­ing maid, did the busi­ness. Would you be­lieve it? Dan­ceny nev­er thought of this simple meth­od. Where, then, is the boas­ted in­genu­ity of love? Quite the con­trary; it stup­i­fies its vo­tar­ies. Shall I not, then, know how to pre­serve my­self from it? Be not un­easy, in a few days I shall di­vide the im­pres­sion, per­haps rather too strong, it made on me, and weak­en it; if one will not do, I will in­crease them.

			Nev­er­the­less, I shall be ready to give up the young pen­sion­er to her dis­creet lov­er, when you think prop­er. I can’t see you have any longer reas­on to op­pose it. I freely con­sent to render poor Dan­ceny this sig­nal ser­vice: upon my word, it is but tri­fling, for all those he has done for me. He is now in the greatest anxi­ety to know wheth­er he will be ad­mit­ted at Ma­dame de Volanges’. I keep him as easy as pos­sible, by prom­ising some how or oth­er to grat­i­fy him one of those days; in the mean­time, I take upon me to carry on the cor­res­pond­ence, which he in­tends to re­sume on his Cecil­ia’s ar­rival. I have already six of his let­ters, and shall have one or two more be­fore the happy day. This lad must have very little to do.

			How­ever, let us leave this child­ish couple, and come to our own busi­ness, that I may be en­tirely en­gaged with the pleas­ing hope your let­ter has giv­en me. Do you doubt of fix­ing me yours? If you do, I shall not for­give you. Have I ever been in­con­stant? Our bands have been loosened, but nev­er broken; our pre­ten­ded rup­ture was an er­ror only of the ima­gin­a­tion; our sen­ti­ments, our in­terests, are still the same. Like the trav­el­ler who re­turned un­de­ceived, I found out, as he did, I quit­ted hap­pi­ness to run after hope.31 The more strange lands I saw, the more I loved my coun­try. No longer op­pose the idea, or sen­ti­ment rather, that brings you back to me. After hav­ing tried all man­ner of pleas­ures in our dif­fer­ent ex­cur­sions, let us sit down and en­joy the hap­pi­ness of know­ing, that none is equal to what we have ex­per­i­enced, and that we shall again find more de­li­cious.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! I con­sent to wait your re­turn; how­ever, hasten it as much as pos­sible, and do not for­get how much I wish for it.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 8, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					134
				

				Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Upon my word, Vis­count, you are ex­actly like the chil­dren, be­fore whom one can­not speak a word, nor show a thing but they must have it im­me­di­ately. Be­cause I just men­tion an idea that came in­to my head, which I even told you I was not fixed on, you ab­use my in­ten­tion, and want to tie me down, at the time I en­deav­our to for­get it, and force me in a man­ner to share your thought­less de­sires. Are you not very un­gen­er­ous to make me bear the whole bur­den of pruden­tial care? I must again re­peat, and it fre­quently oc­curs to me, the meth­od you pro­pose is im­possible. When you would even throw in all the gen­er­os­ity you men­tion, do you ima­gine I am di­vested of my del­ic­acies, and I would ac­cept sac­ri­fices pre­ju­di­cial to your hap­pi­ness?

			My dear Vis­count, you cer­tainly de­ceive your­self in the sen­ti­ment that at­taches you to M. de Tourvel. It is love, or such a pas­sion nev­er had ex­ist­ence. You deny it in a hun­dred shapes; but you prove it in a thou­sand. What means, for ex­ample, the sub­ter­fuge you use against your­self, for I be­lieve you sin­cere with me, that makes you re­late so cir­cum­stan­tially the de­sire you can neither con­ceal nor com­bat, of keep­ing this wo­man? Would not one ima­gine, you nev­er had made any oth­er happy, per­fectly happy? Ah! if you doubt it, your memory is very bad: but that is not the case. To speak plainly, your heart im­poses on your un­der­stand­ing, and pays it off with bad ar­gu­ments: but I, who am so strongly in­ter­ested not to be de­ceived, am not so eas­ily blinded.

			Thus, as I re­marked, your po­lite­ness made you care­fully sup­press every word you thought would dis­please me, I could not help ob­serving, per­haps, without tak­ing no­tice of it; nev­er­the­less you pre­served the same ideas. It is no longer the ad­or­able, the ce­les­ti­al Ma­dame de Tourvel, but an as­ton­ish­ing wo­man, a del­ic­ate sen­ti­ment­al wo­man, even to the ex­clu­sion of all oth­ers; a won­der­ful wo­man, such as a second could not be found. The same way with your un­known charm, which is not the strongest. Well; be it so: but since you nev­er found it out till then, it is much to be ap­pre­hen­ded you will nev­er meet it again; the loss would be ir­re­par­able. Those, Vis­count, are sure symp­toms of love, or we must re­nounce the hope of ever find­ing it. You may be as­sured I am not out of tem­per now; and have made a prom­ise, I will not be so any more: I fore­see it might be­come a dan­ger­ous snare. Take my word for it, we had bet­ter re­main as we are, in friend­ship. Be thank­ful for my res­ol­u­tion in de­fend­ing my­self; for some­times one must have it, not to take a step that may be at­ten­ded with bad con­sequences.

			It is only to per­suade you to be of my opin­ion, I an­swer the de­mand you make, on the sac­ri­fices I would ex­act, and you could not make. I de­sign­edly use the word ex­act, be­cause im­me­di­ately you will think me too ex­act­ing—so much the bet­ter: far from be­ing angry with your re­fus­al, I shall thank you for it. Ob­serve, I will not dis­semble with you; per­haps I have oc­ca­sion for it.

			First I would ex­act—take no­tice of the cruelty! that this same rare, this as­ton­ish­ing Ma­dame de Tourvel, should be no more to you than any oth­er wo­man; that is, a mere wo­man: for you must not de­ceive your­self; this charm, that you be­lieve is found in oth­ers, ex­ists in us, and it is love only em­bel­lishes the be­loved ob­ject so much. What I now re­quire, al­though so im­possible for you to grant, you would not hes­it­ate to prom­ise, nay, even to swear; but I own I would not be­lieve you the more. I could not be con­vinced, but by the whole ten­or of your con­duct.

			That is not all; I should be whim­sic­al, per­haps; the sac­ri­fice you so po­litely of­fer me of the little Cecil­ia, does not give me the least un­eas­i­ness: on the con­trary, I should re­quire you to con­tin­ue this toil­some duty un­til farther or­ders. Wheth­er I should like thus to ab­use my power, or wheth­er more in­dul­gent, or more reas­on­able, it would sat­is­fy me to dis­pose of your sen­ti­ments without thwart­ing your pleas­ures. I would, how­ever, be obeyed, and my com­mands would be very severe.

			Cer­tainly I should think my­self ob­liged to thank you, and, who knows? per­haps to re­ward you. As for in­stance, I might shorten an ab­sence, which would be in­sup­port­able to me. I should at length see you again, Vis­count; and see you again—How?—Re­mem­ber this is only a con­ver­sa­tion, a plain nar­rat­ive of an im­possible scheme. I must not be the only one to for­get it.

			I must tell you my law­suit be­gins to make me a little un­easy. I was de­term­ined to know ex­actly what my pre­ten­sions were. My law­yers have quoted me some laws, and a great many au­thor­it­ies, as they call them; but I can’t per­ceive so much reas­on and justice in them. I am al­most afraid I did wrong to re­fuse the com­prom­ise; how­ever, I be­gin to be en­cour­aged, when I con­sider my at­tor­ney is skil­ful, my law­yer elo­quent, and the plaintiff hand­some. If those reas­ons were to be no longer val­id, the course of busi­ness must be altered; then what would be­come of the re­spect for old cus­toms? This law­suit is ac­tu­ally the only thing keeps me here. That of Belleroche is fin­ished; the in­dict­ment quashed, each party to bear their own costs: he even is re­gret­ting not to be at the ball to­night; the re­gret of a man out of em­ploy­ment. I shall let him free at my re­turn to town. In mak­ing this griev­ous sac­ri­fice, I am con­soled by the gen­er­os­ity he finds in it.

			Adieu, Vis­count! write to me of­ten. The par­tic­u­lars of your amuse­ments will make me amends partly for the dull­ness I suf­fer.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Nov. 11, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					135
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I am now en­deav­our­ing to write to you, and know not wheth­er I shall be able. Gra­cious God!—ex­cess­ive hap­pi­ness pre­ven­ted my con­tinu­ing my last let­ter; now des­pair over­whelms me, and leaves me only strength suf­fi­cient to tell my sor­rows, and de­prives me of the power of ex­press­ing them.—Val­mont—Val­mont no longer loves me! He nev­er loved me! Love does not de­part thus. He de­ceived me, he be­trayed me, he in­sults me! I suf­fer every kind of mis­for­tune and hu­mi­li­ation; and all pro­ceed from him.

			Do not think it a mere sus­pi­cion. I was far from hav­ing any. I have not even the con­sol­a­tion of a doubt: I saw it. What can he say in his jus­ti­fic­a­tion?—But what mat­ters it to him? He will not at­tempt it even.—Un­happy wretch! What avail thy re­proaches and thy tears? He is not con­cerned about thee.

			It is, then, too true, he has made me a sac­ri­fice; he has even ex­posed me—and to whom?—To a vile creature.—But what do I say? Ah! I have no right to des­pise her. She has not broke through any ties; she is not so culp­able as I am. Oh! what grief can equal that which is fol­lowed by re­morse! I feel my tor­ments in­crease. Adieu, my dear friend! though I am un­worthy your com­pas­sion, still you will have some left for me, if you can form an idea of my suf­fer­ings.

			I have just read over my let­ter, and per­ceive it gives you no in­form­a­tion. I will en­deav­our to muster up res­ol­u­tion to re­late this cruel event. It was yes­ter­day, I was to sup abroad for the first time since my re­turn. Val­mont came to me at five; he nev­er ap­peared so en­dear­ing: he did not seem pleased with my in­ten­tion of go­ing abroad; I im­me­di­ately re­solved to stay at home. In two hours after, his air and tone changed vis­ibly on a sud­den. I don’t know any­thing es­caped me to dis­please him; how­ever, he pre­ten­ded to re­col­lect busi­ness that ob­liged him to leave me, and went away; not without ex­press­ing a tender con­cern, which I then thought very sin­cere.

			Be­ing left alone, I re­solved to ful­fil my first en­gage­ment, as I was at liberty. I fin­ished my toi­let, and got in my car­riage. Un­for­tu­nately my coach­man drove by the op­era, and my car­riage was stopped in the crowd com­ing up. I per­ceived at a little dis­tance be­fore mine, and the range next to me, Val­mont’s car­riage: my heart in­stantly pal­pit­ated, but not with fear; and my only wish was, that my car­riage should get for­ward: in­stead of which, his was ob­liged to back close to mine. I im­me­di­ately looked out; but what was my as­ton­ish­ment to see be­side him a well-known cour­tes­an! I drew back, as you may be­lieve; I had seen enough to wound my heart: but what you will scarcely cred­it is, this same girl, be­ing prob­ably in his con­fid­ence, did not turn her eyes from me, and with re­peated peals of laughter stared me out of coun­ten­ance.

			Not­with­stand­ing my ab­ject state, I suffered my­self to be car­ried to the house where I was to sup. I found it im­possible to stay there long; every in­stant I was ready to faint, and could not re­frain from tears.

			At my re­turn I wrote to M. de Val­mont, and sent my let­ter im­me­di­ately; he was not at home. Be­ing de­term­ined at all events to be re­lieved from this miser­able state, or have it con­firmed forever, I sent the ser­vant back, with or­ders to wait: be­fore twelve he came home, telling me the coach­man was re­turned, and had in­formed him, his mas­ter would not be home for the night. This morn­ing I thought it would be bet­ter to re­quest he would give up my let­ters, and beg of him nev­er to see me more. I have giv­en or­ders ac­cord­ingly, but cer­tainly they were use­less. It is now near twelve; he has not yet ap­peared, nor have I re­ceived a line from him.

			Now, my dear friend, I have noth­ing farther to add. You are in­formed of everything, and you know my heart. My only hope is, I shall not long trouble your tender friend­ship.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					136
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Cer­tainly, Sir, after what passed yes­ter­day, you do not ex­pect I should see you again, and you as cer­tainly do not de­sire it. The in­ten­tion of this note, then, is not so much to re­quire you nev­er to come near me more, as to call on you for my let­ters, which ought not to have ex­is­ted. If they could at any time have been in­ter­est­ing, as proofs of the in­fatu­ation you had oc­ca­sioned, they must be, now that is dis­sip­ated, in­dif­fer­ent to you, as they were only proofs of a sen­ti­ment you have des­troyed.

			I own, I was very wrong in pla­cing a con­fid­ence in you, of which so many be­fore me have been vic­tims; I ac­cuse no one but my­self: but I nev­er thought I de­served to be ex­posed by you to con­tempt and in­sult. I ima­gined, that mak­ing a sac­ri­fice of everything, and giv­ing up for you my pre­ten­sions to the es­teem of oth­ers, as also my own, I might have ex­pec­ted not to be treated by you with more sever­ity than by the pub­lic, whose opin­ion al­ways makes an im­mense dif­fer­ence between the weak and the de­praved. Those are the only wrongs I shall men­tion. I shall be si­lent on those of love, as your heart would not un­der­stand mine. Farewell, Sir!

			
				Par­is, Nov. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					137
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

			
			This in­stant only have I re­ceived your let­ter, Madam. I could not read it without shud­der­ing, and have scarcely strength to an­swer it. What a hor­rible opin­ion have you, then, con­ceived of me! Doubt­less, I have my faults, and such as I shall nev­er for­give my­self, if even you should hide them with your in­dul­gence. But how dis­tant from my thoughts are those you re­proach me! Who, me in­sult you! Me make you con­tempt­ible, at a time when I rev­er­ence as much as cher­ish you! when you raised my van­ity by think­ing me worthy of you! Ap­pear­ances have de­ceived you. I will not deny they make against me: but had you not suf­fi­cient with­in your own heart to con­tend against them? Did it not re­volt at the idea of hav­ing a cause of com­plaint against me? Yet you be­lieved it! Thus you not only thought me cap­able of this at­ro­cious frenzy, but even dreaded you had ex­posed your­self to it by your in­dul­gence. Ah! if you think your­self so much de­graded by your love, I must be very despic­able in your sight. Op­pressed by the pain­ful sense of this idea, I lose the time I should em­ploy in des­troy­ing it, en­deav­our­ing to re­pel it. I will con­fess all: an­oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion still pre­vents me. Must I go back to facts I would wish to for­get forever, and re­call your at­ten­tion and my own to er­rors I shall ever re­pent; the cause of which I can­not yet con­ceive, which fill me with mor­ti­fic­a­tion and des­pair. If I ex­cite your an­ger by ac­cus­ing my­self, the means of re­venge will not be out of your reach; it will be suf­fi­cient to aban­don me to my own re­morse.

			Yet the first cause of this un­happy event is, the all-power­ful charm I feel in be­ing with you: it was it made me too long for­get an im­port­ant busi­ness that could not be put off. I stayed with you so long, I did not find the per­son at home I wanted to see; I ex­pec­ted to have met her at the op­era, where I was also dis­ap­poin­ted. Emily, who I met there, and knew at a time when I was a stranger to you and love, Emily had not her car­riage, and re­ques­ted I would set her down at a little dis­tance from thence; I con­sen­ted, as a mat­ter of no con­sequence. It was then I met you. I was in­stantly seized with the ap­pre­hen­sion you would think me guilty.

			The dread of af­flict­ing or dis­pleas­ing you is so power­ful, it is im­possible for me to con­ceal it, and was soon per­ceived. I will even own, it in­duced me to pre­vail on this girl not to show her­self; this pre­cau­tion, the res­ult of del­ic­acy, was un­fa­vour­able to love: but she, like the rest of her tribe, ac­cus­tomed to the ab­use of her usurped power, would not let slip so splen­did an op­por­tun­ity. The more she ob­served my em­bar­rass­ment in­crease, the more she af­fected to show her­self; and her ri­dicu­lous mirth, which I blush to think you could for a mo­ment ima­gine your­self to be the ob­ject, had no oth­er found­a­tion than the cruel anxi­ety I felt, which pro­ceeded from my love and re­spect.

			So far, doubt­less, I am more un­for­tu­nate than guilty. Those crimes be­ing thus done away, I am clear of re­proach. In vain, how­ever, are you si­lent on those of love, which I must break through, as it con­cerns me so much.

			Not but, in my con­fu­sion for this un­ac­count­able mis­con­duct, which I can­not without great grief re­call to my re­mem­brance; yet I am so sens­ible of my er­ror, I would pa­tiently bear the pun­ish­ment, wait my par­don from time, from my ex­cess­ive love, and my re­pent­ance; only what I yet have to say con­cerns your del­ic­acy.

			Do not think I seek a pre­tence to ex­cuse or pal­li­ate my fault; I con­fess my guilt: but I do not ac­know­ledge, nor ever will, this hu­mi­li­at­ing er­ror can be a crime of love. For where is the ana­logy between a sur­prise of the sen­sa­tions, a mo­ment of in­ad­vert­ency, which is soon re­placed by shame and re­gret, and an im­macu­late sen­ti­ment, which del­ic­ate souls are only cap­able of, sup­por­ted by es­teem, and of which hap­pi­ness is the fruit? Ah! do not thus pro­fane love; or, rather, do not pro­fane your­self, by unit­ing in the same point of view what nev­er can be blen­ded. Leave to despic­able and de­graded wo­men the dread of a rival­ship, and ex­per­i­ence the tor­ments of a cruel and hu­mi­li­at­ing jeal­ousy; but turn your eyes from ob­jects that would sully them: and pure as the Di­vin­ity, pun­ish the of­fence without feel­ing it.

			What pun­ish­ment can you in­flict on me will be more sor­row­ful than what I already feel—that can be com­par­able to the grief of hav­ing in­curred your dis­pleas­ure—to the des­pair of giv­ing you af­flic­tion—to the un­suf­fer­able idea of be­ing un­worthy of you? Your mind is taken up with pun­ish­ing, whilst I lan­guish for con­sol­a­tion; not that I de­serve it, but only that I am in want of it, and that it is you alone can con­sole me.

			If on a sud­den, for­get­ful of our mu­tu­al love as of my hap­pi­ness, you will aban­don me to per­petu­al sor­row, I shall not dis­pute your right—strike: but should you in­cline to in­dul­gence, and again re­call those tender sen­ti­ments that united our hearts; that vo­lup­tu­ous­ness of soul, ever re­new­ing, ever in­creas­ing; those de­light­ful days we passed to­geth­er; all the fe­li­cit­ies that love only can give; you will, per­haps, prefer the power of re­new­ing to that of des­troy­ing them. What shall I say? I have lost all, and lost it by my own folly: but still all may be re­trieved by your good­ness. You are now to de­cide. I shall add but one word more. Yes­ter­day you swore my hap­pi­ness was cer­tain whilst it de­pended on you. Ah! will you this day, then, Madam, give me up to ever­last­ing des­pair?

			
				Par­is, Nov. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					138
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I in­sist on it, my charm­ing friend, I am not in love; and it is not my fault, if cir­cum­stances ob­lige me to play the char­ac­ter of a lov­er.—Only con­sent to re­turn, and you will be able to judge my sin­cer­ity—I made my proofs yes­ter­day, and can­not be in­jured by what hap­pens today.

			I was with the tender prude, hav­ing noth­ing else to do; for the little Volanges, noth­with­stand­ing her situ­ation, was to spend the night at Ma­dame de V—’s early ball: the want of busi­ness first gave me an in­clin­a­tion to pro­long the even­ing; and I had, with this in­ten­tion, even re­quired a little sac­ri­fice: it was scarcely gran­ted, than the pleas­ure I prom­ised my­self was dis­turbed with the idea of this love which you so ob­stin­ately will have it, or at least re­proach me with be­ing in­fec­ted; so I de­term­ined at once to be cer­tain my­self, and con­vince you, that it was a calumny of your own.

			In con­sequence I took a vi­ol­ent res­ol­u­tion; on a very slight pre­tence, I took leave, and left my fair one quite sur­prised, and doubt­less more af­flic­ted, while I quietly went to meet Emily at the op­era: she can sat­is­fy you, that un­til morn­ing, when we par­ted, no re­gret dis­turbed our amuse­ments.

			Yet there was a pretty large field for un­eas­i­ness, if my total in­dif­fer­ence had not pre­served me: for you must know, I was scarce four houses from the op­era, with Emily in my car­riage, when that of the aus­tere de­votee ranged close be­side mine, and a stop which happened, left us near half a quarter of an hour close by each oth­er; we could see one an­oth­er as plain as at noon day, and there was no means to es­cape.

			That is not all; I took it in my head to tell Emily con­fid­en­tially, that was the let­ter-wo­man. You may re­col­lect, per­haps, that piece of folly, and that Emily was the desk.32 She did not for­get it, and as she laughs im­mod­er­ately, she was not easy un­til she had at­tent­ively viewed this piece of vir­tue, as she called her; and with scan­dal­ous bursts, such as would even dis­con­cert ef­frontery.

			Still this is not all; the jeal­ous wo­man sent to my house that same night; I was not at home, but she ob­stin­ately sent a second time, with or­ders to wait my re­turn. I sent my car­riage home, as soon as I re­solved to spend the night with Emily, without any oth­er or­ders to my coach­man, than to re­turn this morn­ing. When he got home he found the mes­sen­ger, whom he in­formed I was not to re­turn that night. You may guess the ef­fect of this news, and that at my re­turn, I found my dis­charge an­nounced with all the dig­nity the cir­cum­stance re­quired.

			Thus, this ad­ven­ture, which ac­cord­ing to your opin­ion, was nev­er to be de­term­ined, could, as you see, have been ended this morn­ing? if it should not, I would not have you think I prize a con­tinu­ance of it; but I do not think it con­sist­ent with my char­ac­ter to be quit­ted: moreover, I in­tend to re­serve the hon­our of this sac­ri­fice for you.

			I have answered her severe note with a long sen­ti­ment­al epistle; I have giv­en long reas­ons, and rely on love to make them ac­cept­able. I have already suc­ceeded—I have re­ceived a second note, still very rig­or­ous, and which con­firms an ever­last­ing rup­ture, as it ought to be—but the ton is not the same; I must not be seen again; this res­ol­u­tion is an­nounced four times in the most ir­re­voc­able man­ner. From thence I con­cluded, there was not a mo­ment to be lost in present­ing my­self: I have already sent my hunts­man to se­cure the port­er, and shall fol­low in­stantly, to have my par­don sealed: for in crimes of this nature, there is only one form for a gen­er­al ab­so­lu­tion, and that must be ex­ecuted in each oth­ers pres­ence.

			Adieu, my charm­ing friend! I fly to achieve this grand event.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					139
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			How I re­proach my­self, my dear friend, for hav­ing wrote too soon, and said too much of my trans­it­ory troubles! I am the cause you at present are af­flic­ted; the chag­rin I have giv­en you still con­tin­ues, and I am happy; yes, everything is for­got, and I for­give; or rather all is cleared up. Calm and de­light suc­ceed this state of grief and an­guish; how shall I ex­press the ec­stasy of my heart! Val­mont is in­no­cent: with so much love there can be no guilt—those heavy of­fens­ive crimes with which I loaded him so bit­terly, he did not de­serve; and al­though I was right in one single point, yet I was to make re­par­a­tion for my un­just sus­pi­cions.

			I will not re­late minutely the cir­cum­stances of facts or reas­on­ings in his jus­ti­fic­a­tion—Per­haps even the mind would but badly ap­pre­ci­ate them—it is the heart only can feel them. How­ever, were you even to sus­pect me of weak­ness, I would call on your judg­ment in sup­port of my own; you say among men in­fi­del­ity is not in­con­stancy.

			Not but I am sens­ible, this opin­ion, which cus­tom au­thor­ises, hurts del­ic­acy: but why should mine com­plain, when Val­mont’s suf­fers more? This same in­jury which I for­get, I do not think he for­gives him­self; and yet he has im­mensely re­paired this trivi­al er­ror, by the ex­cess of his love, and my hap­pi­ness!

			My fe­li­city is great­er, or I know the value of it bet­ter, since my dread of los­ing him; I can aver to you, if I had strength suf­fi­cient to un­der­go again such cruel chag­rins as I have just ex­per­i­enced, I should not think I had pur­chased my in­crease of hap­pi­ness at too high a rate. Oh, my dear moth­er! scold your un­think­ing daugh­ter for af­flict­ing you by her pre­cip­it­a­tion; scold her for hav­ing rashly judged him she should ever ad­ore; and know­ing her im­prudence, see her happy: aug­ment her bliss by par­tak­ing it.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 15, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					140
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			How comes it, my charm­ing friend, I re­ceive no an­swers from you? I think, how­ever, my last let­ter de­served one; these three days have I been ex­pect­ing it, and must still wait! I really am vexed, and shall not re­late a syl­lable of my grand af­fairs.

			Such as the re­con­cili­ation had its full ef­fect: that in­stead of re­proaches and dis­sid­ence, it pro­duced fresh proofs of af­fec­tion; that I now ac­tu­ally re­ceive the ex­cuse and sat­is­fac­tion due to my sus­pec­ted cand­our; not a word shall you know—had it not been for the un­fore­seen event of last night, I should not have wrote to you at all; but as it relates to your pu­pil, who prob­ably can­not give you any in­form­a­tion her­self, at least for some time, I have taken upon me to ac­quaint you with it.

			For reas­ons you may or may not guess, Ma­dame de Tourvel, has not en­gaged my at­ten­tion for some days: as those reas­ons could not ex­ist with the little Volanges, I be­came more as­sidu­ous there. Thanks to the ob­li­ging port­er, I had no obstacles to sur­mount; and your pu­pil and I led a com­fort­able, reg­u­lar life—Cus­tom brings on neg­li­gence; at first we had not taken prop­er pre­cau­tions for our se­cur­ity; we trembled be­hind the locks: yes­ter­day an in­cred­ible ab­sence of mind oc­ca­sioned the ac­ci­dent I am go­ing to re­late; as to my­self, fear was my only pun­ish­ment, but the little girl did not come off so well.

			We were not asleep, but re­pos­ing in the aban­don­ment con­sequent to vo­lup­tu­ous­ness, when on a sud­den, we heard the room door open, I in­stantly seized my sword to de­fend my­self and our pu­pil; I ad­vanced, and saw no one; but the door was open: as we had a light, I ex­amined all about the room, and did not find a mor­tal; then I re­col­lec­ted we had for­got our usu­al pre­cau­tions, and cer­tainly the door be­ing only pushed or not prop­erly shut, opened of it­self.

			Re­turn­ing to my ter­ri­fied com­pan­ion to quiet her, I did not find her in the bed; she fell out, or hid her­self by the bed­side; at length I found her there, stretched sense­less on the ground, in strong con­vul­sions—You may judge my em­bar­rass­ment—How­ever, I brought her to her­self, and got her in­to bed again, but she had hurt her­self in the fall, and was not long be­fore she felt its ef­fect.

			Pains in the loins, vi­ol­ent chol­ics, and oth­er symp­toms less equi­voc­al, soon in­formed me her con­di­tion—To make her sens­ible of it, it was ne­ces­sary to ac­quaint her with the one she was in be­fore, of which she had not the least sus­pi­cion: nev­er any­one be­fore her, per­haps, went to work so in­no­cently to get rid of it—she does not lose her time in re­flec­tion.

			But she lost a great deal in af­flict­ing her­self, and I found it ne­ces­sary to come to some res­ol­u­tion: there­fore we agreed I should im­me­di­ately go to the phys­i­cian and sur­geon of the fam­ily, to in­form them they would be sent for; I was to make them a con­fid­ence of the whole busi­ness, un­der a prom­ise of secrecy—That she should ring for her wait­ing maid, and should or should not make her a con­fid­ence of her situ­ation, as she thought prop­er; but at all events, send for as­sist­ance, and should for­bid her from dis­turb­ing Ma­dame de Volanges. An at­tent­ive del­ic­acy nat­ur­al to a girl who feared to give her moth­er un­eas­i­ness.

			I made my two vis­its and con­fes­sions as ex­ped­i­tiously as I could, and then went home, from whence I have not since stirred. The sur­geon, who I knew be­fore, came to me at noon, to give me an ac­count of the state of his pa­tient—I was not mis­taken—He hopes, how­ever, it will not be at­ten­ded with any bad con­sequences. Provided no ac­ci­dent hap­pens, it will not be dis­covered in the house; the wait­ing wo­man is in the secret; the phys­i­cian has giv­en the dis­order a name, and this af­fair will be settled as a thou­sand oth­ers have been, un­less here­after it might be use­ful to us to have it men­tioned.

			Have you and I mu­tu­al in­terests or no? Your si­lence makes me du­bi­ous of it; I would not even think at all of it, if my in­clin­a­tions did not lead me on to every meth­od of pre­serving the hope of it. Adieu, my charm­ing friend! yet in an­ger.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 21, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					141
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Good God, Vis­count! How trouble­some you are with your ob­stin­acy! What mat­ters my si­lence to you? Do you be­lieve it is for want of reas­ons I am si­lent? Ah! would to God! But no, it is only be­cause it would be pain­ful to tell them to you.

			Speak truth, do you de­ceive your­self, or do you mean to de­ceive me? The dif­fer­ence between your dis­course and ac­tions, leaves in doubt which I am to give cred­it to. What shall I say to you then, when I even do not know what to think?

			You seem to make a great mer­it of your last scene with the Pres­id­ente; but what does that prove in sup­port of your sys­tem, or against mine? I nev­er cer­tainly told you, your love for this wo­man was so vi­ol­ent as not be cap­able of de­ceiv­ing her, or pre­vent you from en­joy­ing every op­por­tun­ity that ap­peared agree­able and easy to you. I nev­er even doubted but it would be equally the same to you, to sat­is­fy, with any oth­er, the first that offered, the de­sires she would raise. I am not at all sur­prised, that from a lib­ertin­ism of mind, which it would be wrong to con­tend with you, you have once done de­sign­edly, what you have a thou­sand times done oc­ca­sion­ally—Don’t we well know this is the way of the world, and the prac­tice of you all? and who­ever acts oth­er­wise is looked on as a sim­pleton—I think I don’t charge you with this de­fect.

			What I have said, what I have thought, what I still think, is, you are nev­er­the­less in love with your Pres­id­ente: not if you will with a pure and tender pas­sion, but of that kind of which you are cap­able; for ex­ample, of that kind which makes you dis­cov­er in a wo­man, charms and qual­it­ies she has not: which ranks her in a class by her­self, and still links you to her even while you in­sult her—Such, in a word, as a Sul­tan has for a fa­vour­ite Sul­tana; that does not pre­vent him from of­ten giv­ing the pref­er­ence to a plain Odal­isque. My com­par­is­on ap­pears to me the more just, as, like him, you nev­er are the lov­er or friend of a wo­man, but al­ways her tyr­ant or her slave. And I am very cer­tain, you very much humbled and de­based your­self very much, to get in­to fa­vour again with this fine ob­ject! Happy in your suc­cess, as soon as you think the mo­ment ar­rived to ob­tain your par­don, you leave me for this grand event.

			Even in your last let­ter, the reas­on you give for not en­ter­tain­ing me solely with this wo­man is, be­cause you will not tell me any­thing of your grand af­fairs; they are of so much im­port­ance, that your si­lence on that sub­ject is to be my pun­ish­ment: and after giv­ing me such strong proofs of a de­cided pref­er­ence for an­oth­er, you coolly ask me wheth­er we have a mu­tu­al in­terest! Have a care, Vis­count; if I once an­swer you, my an­swer shall be ir­re­voc­able: and to be in sus­pense, is per­haps say­ing too much; I will there­fore now say no more of that mat­ter.

			I have noth­ing more to say, but to tell you a tri­fling story; per­haps you will not have leis­ure to read it, or to give so much at­ten­tion to it as to un­der­stand it prop­erly? At worst, it will be only a tale thrown away.

			A man of my ac­quaint­ance, like you, was en­tangled with a wo­man, who did him very little cred­it; he had sense enough, at times, to per­ceive, this ad­ven­ture would hurt him one time or oth­er—Al­though he was ashamed of it, yet he had not the res­ol­u­tion to break off—His em­bar­rass­ment was great­er, as he had fre­quently boas­ted to his friends, he was en­tirely at liberty; and was not in­sens­ible, the more he apo­lo­gised, the more the ri­dicule in­creased—Thus, he spent his time in­cess­antly in fool­ery, and con­stantly say­ing, it is not my fault. This man had a friend, who was one time very near giv­ing him up in his frenzy to in­delible ri­dicule: but yet, be­ing more gen­er­ous than ma­li­cious, or per­haps from some oth­er motive, she re­solved, as a last ef­fort, to try a meth­od to be able, at least, with her friend, to say, it is not my fault. She there­fore sent him, without farther ce­re­mony, the fol­low­ing let­ter, as a rem­edy for his dis­order.

			“One tires of everything, my an­gel! It is a law of nature; it is not my fault.

			“If, then, I am tired of a con­nec­tion that has en­tirely taken me up four long months, it is not my fault.

			“If, for ex­ample, I had just as much love as you had vir­tue, and that’s say­ing a great deal, it is not at all sur­pris­ing that one should end with the oth­er; it is not my fault.

			“It fol­lows, then, that for some time past, I have de­ceived you; but your un­mer­ci­ful af­fec­tion in some meas­ure forced me to it! It is not my fault.

			“Now a wo­man I love to dis­trac­tion, in­sists I must sac­ri­fice you: it is not my fault.

			“I am sens­ible here is a fine field for re­proaches; but if nature has only gran­ted men con­stancy, whilst it gives ob­stin­acy to wo­men, it is not my fault.

			“Take my ad­vice, choose an­oth­er lov­er, as I have an­oth­er mis­tress—The ad­vice is good; if you think oth­er­wise, it is not my fault.

			“Farewell, my an­gel! I took you with pleas­ure, I part you without re­gret; per­haps I shall re­turn to you; it is the way of the world; it is not my fault.”

			This is not the time to tell you, Vis­count, the ef­fect of this last ef­fort, and its con­sequences; but I prom­ise to give it you in my next let­ter; you will then re­ceive also my ul­ti­mat­um on re­new­ing the treaty you pro­pose. Un­til when, adieu.

			Now I think on it, re­ceive my thanks for your par­tic­u­lar ac­count of the little Volanges; that art­icle will keep till the day after her wed­ding, for the scan­dal­ous gaz­ette. I con­dole with you, how­ever, on the loss of your pro­geny. Good night, Vis­count.

			
				Nov. 24, 17—.

				Castle of ———.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					142
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I don’t know, my charm­ing friend, wheth­er I have read or un­der­stood badly your let­ter, the little tale you re­late, and the epis­tolary mod­el it con­tains—But this I must say, the last is an ori­gin­al, and seems very prop­er to take ef­fect; there­fore I only copied it, and sent it without farther ce­re­mony to the ce­les­ti­al Pres­id­ente. I did not lose a mo­ment, for the tender epistle was dis­patched yes­ter­day even­ing—I chose to act so; for first, I had prom­ised to write to her; and, moreover, I thought a whole night not too much for her to col­lect her­self, and ru­min­ate on this grand event, were you even to re­proach me a second time with the ex­pres­sion.

			I ex­pec­ted to have sent you back this morn­ing my well-be­loved’s an­swer; it is now near twelve, and it is not yet come—I shall wait un­til five; and if I re­ceive no news by that time, I shall in per­son seek it, for everything must be done ac­cord­ing to form, and the dif­fi­culty is only in this first step.

			Now you may be­lieve I am im­pa­tient to know the end of your story of that man of your ac­quaint­ance, who was so vi­ol­ently sus­pec­ted of not know­ing how to sac­ri­fice a wo­man upon oc­ca­sion—Did he not amend, and did not his gen­er­ous friend for­give him?

			I am no less anxious to re­ceive your ul­ti­mat­um as you call it so polit­ic­ally; but I am curi­ous, above all, to know if you can per­ceive any im­pres­sion of love in this last pro­ceed­ing? Ah! doubt­less there is, and a good deal! But for whom? Still I make no pre­ten­sions; I ex­pect everything from your good­ness.

			Adieu, charm­er! I shall not close my let­ter un­til two, in hope of adding the wished-for an­swer.

			Two o’clock in the af­ter­noon.

			Noth­ing yet—the time slips away; I can’t spare a mo­ment—but surely now you will not re­fuse the tenderest kisses of love.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 27, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					143
				

				The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			The veil is rent, Madam, on which was painted my il­lus­ory hap­pi­ness—The fatal truth is cleared, that leaves me no pro­spect but an as­sured and speedy death; and my road is traced between shame and re­morse. I will fol­low it—I will cher­ish my tor­ments if they will shorten my ex­ist­ence—I send you the let­ter I re­ceived yes­ter­day; it needs no re­flec­tions; it con­tains them all—This is not a time for lam­ent­a­tion—noth­ing re­mains but suf­fer­ings—I want not pity, I want strength.

			Re­ceive, Ma­dame, the only adieu I shall make, and grant my last re­quest: leave me to my fate—for­get me totally—do not reck­on me among the liv­ing. There is a lim­it in misery, when even friend­ship aug­ments our suf­fer­ings and can­not cure them—When wounds are mor­tal, all re­lief is cruel. Every sen­ti­ment but des­pair is for­eign to my soul—noth­ing can now suit me, but the dark­ness where I am go­ing to bury my shame—There will I weep crimes, if I yet can weep; for since yes­ter­day I have not shed a tear—my withered heart no longer fur­nishes any.

			Adieu, Ma­dame! Do not reply to this—I have taken a sol­emn oath on this let­ter nev­er to re­ceive an­oth­er.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 27, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					144
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Yes­ter­day, at three in the af­ter­noon, be­ing im­pa­tient, my lovely friend, at not hav­ing any news, I presen­ted my­self at the house of the fair aban­doned, and was told she was gone out. In this reply I could see noth­ing more than a re­fus­al to ad­mit me, which neither sur­prised nor vexed me; I re­tired, in hope this step would in­duce so pol­ished a wo­man to give me an an­swer. The de­sire I had to re­ceive one, made me call home about nine, but found noth­ing. As­ton­ished at this si­lence, which I did not ex­pect, I sent my hunts­man on the en­quiry for in­form­a­tion, wheth­er the tender fair was dead or dy­ing. At my re­turn, he in­formed me, Ma­dame de Tourvel had ac­tu­ally gone out at el­ev­en in the morn­ing with her wait­ing maid; that she ordered her car­riage to the con­vent of ———; that at sev­en in the even­ing she had sent her car­riage and ser­vants back, send­ing word they should not ex­pect her home. This is cer­tainly act­ing with pro­pri­ety. The con­vent is the only asylum for a wid­ow; and if she per­sists in so laud­able a res­ol­u­tion, I shall add to all the ob­lig­a­tions I already lay un­der, the celebrity this ad­ven­ture will now have.

			I told you some­time ago, not­with­stand­ing your un­eas­i­ness, I would again ap­pear in the world with more bril­liant éclat. Let those severe crit­ics now show them­selves, who ac­cused me of a ro­mantic pas­sion; let them make a more ex­ped­i­tious and shin­ing rup­ture: no, let them do more; bid them go of­fer their con­sol­a­tions—the road is chalked out for them; let them only dare run the ca­reer I have gone over en­tirely, and if any­one ob­tains the least suc­cess, I will yield him up the first place: but they shall all ex­per­i­ence when I am in earn­est; the im­pres­sion I leave is in­delible. This one I af­firm will be so. I should even look on all former tri­umphs as trifles, if I was ever to have a fa­voured rival.

			I own the step she has taken flat­ters my van­ity; yet I am sorry she had so much forti­tude to sep­ar­ate from me. There will be no obstacle, then, between us, but of my own form­a­tion. If I should be in­clined to re­new our con­nec­tion, she, per­haps, would re­fuse; per­haps not pant for it, not think it the sum­mit of hap­pi­ness! Is this love? And do you think, my charm­ing friend, I should bear it? Could I not, for ex­ample, and would it not be bet­ter, en­deav­our to bring this wo­man to the point of fore­see­ing a pos­sib­il­ity of a re­con­cili­ation, al­ways wished for while there is hope? I could try this course without any con­sequence, without giv­ing you um­brage. It would be only a mere tri­al we would make in con­cert. Even if I should be suc­cess­ful, it would be only an ad­di­tion­al means of re­new­ing, at your pleas­ure, a sac­ri­fice which has seemed agree­able to you. Now, my charm­ing friend, I am yet to re­ceive my re­ward, and all my vows are for your re­turn. Come, then, speedily to your lov­er, your pleas­ures, your friends, and the pur­suit of ad­ven­tures.

			That of the little Volanges has had a sur­pris­ing turn. Yes­ter­day, as my un­eas­i­ness would not suf­fer me to stay long in a place, in my vari­ous ex­cur­sions I called at Ma­dame Volanges’. I found your pu­pil in the sa­loon, in the drapery of a sick per­son, but in full health, fresh­er, and more in­ter­est­ing. Some of you ladies, in such a case would keep your beds for a month, Oh, rare lasses! Egad, this one has giv­en me a strong in­clin­a­tion to know if the cure be com­plete.

			I had al­most for­got to tell you, the little girl’s ac­ci­dent had like to have turned your sen­ti­ment­al Dan­ceny’s brain: at first it was for grief, but now it is with joy. His Cecil­ia was sick. You will agree, the brain must turn with such a mis­for­tune. Three times a day did he send to en­quire about her, and nev­er missed every day go­ing him­self; at last, he wrote a fine epistle to the mama, beg­ging leave to go and con­grat­u­late her on the re­cov­ery of so dear an ob­ject; Ma­dame de Volanges as­sen­ted; so that I found the young man es­tab­lished as here­to­fore, only not quite so fa­mil­i­ar. This nar­rat­ive I had from him­self; for I came out with him, and made him prate. You can’t con­ceive what an ef­fect this vis­it had on him; his joy, his wishes, his trans­ports are in­ex­press­ible. As I am fond of grand emo­tions, I fin­ished him, by telling him, in a few days I hoped to place him much near­er his fair one.

			I am de­term­ined to give her up to him as soon as I have made my tri­al. I will de­vote my­self en­tirely to you; moreover, I don’t see it would be worth while your pu­pil should be my schol­ar, if she had only a hus­band to de­ceive. The chef d’oeuvre is to de­ceive the lov­er! and the first lov­er too! For I can’t re­proach my­self with even hav­ing pro­nounced the word love.

			Adieu, my lovely friend! Re­turn as soon as pos­sible to re­sume your em­pire over me, to re­ceive my homage, and give me my re­ward.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 28, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					145
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Now ser­i­ously, Vis­count, have you left the Pres­id­ente? Did you send her the let­ter I wrote you for her? You are a charm­ing fel­low, in­deed, and have sur­passed my ex­pect­a­tions! I must own, this tri­umph flat­ters me more than all those I ever ob­tained. You will think, per­haps, I es­tim­ate this wo­man very highly, who I de­pre­ci­ated very lately; not in the least: but it is not over her this ad­vant­age is gained; it is over you; there lies the jest, and it is really de­light­ful.

			Yes, Vis­count, you loved Ma­dame de Tourvel much, and you still love her; you love her to dis­trac­tion: but be­cause I made you ashamed, by way of amuse­ment, you nobly sac­ri­fice her. You would have sac­ri­ficed a thou­sand wo­men rather than be laughed at. To what lengths will not van­ity lead us! The wise man was right when he said it was the foe to hap­pi­ness.

			What would be­come of you now, if it had been only a trick I put upon you? But I am in­cap­able of de­ceit, and you know it well; and should you even in my turn re­duce me to des­pair and a con­vent, I will risk it, and sur­render to my con­quer­or. Still, if I do ca­pit­u­late, upon my word it is from mere frailty; for were I in­clined, how many cav­ils could I not start! and, per­haps, you would de­serve them!

			I ad­mire, for ex­ample, with how much ad­dress, or awk­ward­ness rather, you sooth­ingly pro­pose I should let you re­new with your Pres­id­ente. It would be very con­veni­ent, would it not? to take all the mer­it of this rap­ture without los­ing the pleas­ure of en­joy­ment! And then this proffered sac­ri­fice, which would no longer be one to you, is offered to be re­newed at my pleas­ure! By this ar­range­ment, the ce­les­ti­al de­votee would al­ways think her­self the only choice of your heart, whilst I should wrap my­self up in the pride of be­ing the pre­ferred rival; we should both be de­ceived; you would be sat­is­fied: all the rest is of no con­sequence.

			It is much to be lamen­ted, that with such ex­traordin­ary tal­ents for pro­jects, you have so few for ex­e­cu­tion; and that by one in­con­sid­er­ate step, you put an in­sur­mount­able obstacle to what you so much wished.

			What! you had, then, an idea of re­new­ing your con­nec­tion, and yet you copied my let­ter! You must, then, have thought me awk­ward in­deed! Be­lieve me, Vis­count, when a wo­man strikes at the heart of an­oth­er, she sel­dom misses her blow, and the wound is in­cur­able. When I struck this one, or rather dir­ec­ted the blow, I did not for­get she was my rival, that you had for a mo­ment pre­ferred her to me, placed me be­neath her. If I am de­ceived in my re­venge, I con­sent to bear the blame; there­fore, I agree you may at­tempt every means; even I in­vite you to it, and prom­ise you I shall not be angry at your suc­cess. I am so easy on this mat­ter, I shall say no more of it: let us talk of some­thing else.

			As to the health of the little Volanges, you will be able to give me some pos­it­ive news at my re­turn. I shall be glad to have some. After that, you will be the best judge wheth­er it will be most con­veni­ent to give the little girl up to her lov­er, or en­deav­our to be the founder of a new branch of the Val­monts, un­der the name of Ger­court. This idea pleases me much: but in leav­ing the choice to your­self, I must yet re­quire you will not come to a defin­it­ive res­ol­u­tion un­til we talk the mat­ter over. It is not put­ting you off for a long time, for I shall be in Par­is im­me­di­ately. I can’t pos­it­ively say the day; but be as­sured, as soon as I ar­rive, you shall be the first in­formed of it.

			Adieu, Vis­count! not­with­stand­ing my quar­rels, my mis­chiev­ous­ness, and my re­proaches, I al­ways love you much, and am pre­par­ing to prove it. Adieu, till our next meet­ing.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Nov. 29, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					146
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			At last I set out, my young friend; to­mor­row even­ing I shall be in Par­is. The hurry al­ways at­tend­ing a re­mov­al will pre­vent me from see­ing any­one. Yet if you should have any press­ing con­fid­en­tial busi­ness to im­part, I shall ex­cept you from the gen­er­al rule: but I ex­cept you alone; there­fore re­quest my ar­rival may be a secret. I shall not even in­form Val­mont of it.

			Who­ever would have told me, some­time ago, you would have my ex­clus­ive con­fid­ence, I would not have be­lieved them: but yours drew on mine. I should be in­clined to think you had made use of some ad­dress, or, per­haps, se­duc­tion. That would be wrong, in­deed! how­ever, it would not at present be very dan­ger­ous; you have oth­er busi­ness in hand. When the heroine is on the stage, we sel­dom take no­tice of the con­fid­ant.

			And, in­deed, you have not had time to im­part your late suc­cess to me. When your Cecil­ia was ab­sent, the days were too short to listen to your plaint­ive strains. You would have told them to the echo, if I had not been ready to hear them. Since, when she was ill, you even hon­oured me with a re­cit­al of your troubles; you wanted someone to tell them to: but now your love is in Par­is, that she is quite re­covered, and you some­times see her, your friends are quite neg­lected.

			I do not blame you in the least, it is a fault of youth; for it is a re­ceived truth, that from Al­cibi­ades down to you, young people are un­ac­quain­ted with friend­ship but in ad­versity. Hap­pi­ness some­times makes them in­dis­creet, but nev­er pre­sump­tu­ous. I will say, with So­crates, I like my friends to come to me when they are un­happy: but, as a philo­soph­er, he did very well without them if they did not come. I am not quite so wise as he, for I felt your si­lence with all the weak­ness of a wo­man.

			How­ever, do not think me too ex­act­ing; far from it. The same sen­ti­ment that leads me to ob­serve those priva­tions, makes me bear them with forti­tude, when they are proofs, or the cause of the hap­pi­ness of my friends. I shall, there­fore, not de­pend on you for to­mor­row even­ing, only as far as is con­sist­ent with love and want of oc­cu­pa­tion; and I pos­it­ively for­bid you to make me the least sac­ri­fice.

			Adieu, Che­va­lier! it will be an ab­so­lute re­gale to see you again—will you come?

			
				Castle of ———,

				Nov. 29, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					147
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			You will most as­suredly be as much af­flic­ted, my dear friend, as I am, when I ac­quaint you with Ma­dame de Tourvel’s state; she has been in­dis­posed since yes­ter­day: she was taken so sud­denly, and her dis­order is of such an alarm­ing nature, that I am really frightened about it.

			A burn­ing fever, an al­most con­stant and vi­ol­ent de­li­ri­um, a per­petu­al thirst, are the symp­toms. The phys­i­cians say, they can­not as yet form their pro­gnostics; and their en­deav­ours are frus­trated, as the pa­tient ob­stin­ately re­fuses every kind of rem­edy: in­somuch, that they were ob­liged to use force to bleed her; and were twice since forced to use the same meth­od, to tie up the band­ages, which she tore off in her fits.

			You and I, who have seen her, so weak, so tim­id, so mild, could hardly con­ceive that four per­sons scarcely could hold her; and on the least re­mon­strance she flies out in the greatest rage ima­gin­able: for my part, I fear it is some­thing worse than a rav­ing, and bor­ders on down­right mad­ness.

			And what happened the day be­fore yes­ter­day adds to my fears.

			On that day she came about el­ev­en in the morn­ing to the con­vent of ——— with her wait­ing maid. As she was edu­cated in that house, and oc­ca­sion­ally came to vis­it there, she was re­ceived as usu­al, and ap­peared to every­one in good health and very quiet. In about two hours after she asked, wheth­er the room she had, whilst she was a pen­sion­er, was va­cant? and be­ing answered in the af­firm­at­ive, she begged leave to see it; the pri­or­ess and some of the nuns ac­com­pan­ied her. She then de­clared she came back to settle in this room, which, said she, I ought nev­er to have quit­ted; adding, she would not de­part from it un­til death: that was her ex­pres­sion.

			At first, they stared at each oth­er: but the first sur­prise be­ing over, they re­mon­strated, that, as a mar­ried wo­man, she could not be re­ceived without a spe­cial per­mis­sion. That, and a thou­sand oth­er ar­gu­ments were un­avail­able; and from that mo­ment she was ob­stin­ate, not only to re­main in the con­vent, but even not to stir from the room. At length, be­ing tired out, they con­sen­ted, at sev­en in the even­ing, she should re­main there that night. Her car­riage and ser­vants were sent home, and they ad­journed un­til the next day.

			I have been as­sured, dur­ing the whole night her ap­pear­ance and de­port­ment did not ex­hib­it the least wan­der­ing symp­tom; on the con­trary, she seemed com­posed and de­lib­er­ate; only fell in­to a pro­found rev­er­ie four or five times, which con­ver­sa­tion could not re­move; and every time be­fore she re­covered from it, she seemed for­cibly to squeeze her fore­head with both hands: on which one of the nuns asked her if she had a pain in her head; she fixed her eyes on her some­time be­fore she replied, and said, “My dis­order is not there.” Im­me­di­ately after she begged to be left alone, and also, that in fu­ture they should not put any ques­tions to her.

			Every­one re­tired ex­cept her wait­ing maid, who was for­tu­nately ob­liged to sleep in the same cham­ber.

			Ac­cord­ing to the girl’s ac­count, her mis­tress was pretty quiet un­til about el­ev­en at night; then she said she would go to bed: but be­fore she was quite un­dressed, she walked to and fro in her room with much ac­tion and ges­ture. Ju­lie, who was present at everything that passed dur­ing the day, did not dare say a word, and si­lently waited near an hour. At length, Ma­dame de Tourvel called her twice on a sud­den; she had scarce time to reach her, when her mis­tress dropped in her arms, say­ing, “I can hold out no longer.” She suffered her to lead her to her bed; but would not take any­thing, nor al­low her to call for as­sist­ance. She ordered her only to leave her some wa­ter, and go to bed.

			The girl avers, she did not go to sleep till two in the morn­ing, and heard neither dis­turb­ance nor com­plaint. At five she was awoke by her mis­tress, who spoke in a strong loud tone. She asked, if she wanted any­thing; but re­ceiv­ing no an­swer, she went to Ma­dame de Tourvel’s bed­side with a light, who did not know her; but break­ing off her in­co­her­ent dis­course, ex­claimed vi­ol­ently, “Leave me alone! Let me be left in dark­ness! It is dark­ness alone suits me!” I re­marked yes­ter­day, she of­ten re­peated those ex­pres­sions.

			At last, Ju­lie took this op­por­tun­ity to go out and call for as­sist­ance, which Ma­dame de Tourvel re­fused with the greatest fury and mad­ness. These fits have of­ten re­turned since.

			The dis­tress the whole con­vent was thrown in, in­duced the Pri­or­ess to send for me yes­ter­day morn­ing at sev­en, when it was not yet day. I went im­me­di­ately. When I was an­nounced to Ma­dame de Tourvel, she seemed to come to her­self, and said, “Ah! yes, let her come in.” She fixed her eyes on me when I came near her bed, and seiz­ing my hand sud­denly, she squeezed it, say­ing, in a strong, mel­an­choly tone, “I die for not hav­ing taken your ad­vice”; and im­me­di­ately cov­er­ing her eyes, she re­sumed her de­li­ri­um of “Leave me alone,” etc. and lost all reas­on.

			Those dis­courses, and some oth­ers that fell from her in her de­li­ri­um, make me ap­pre­hend this dread­ful dis­order has still a more cruel cause; but let us re­spect the secrets of our friend, and pity her mis­for­tune.

			All yes­ter­day was equally stormy, either fits of fright­ful de­li­ri­ous­ness, or leth­ar­gic faint­ness, the only time when she takes or gives any rest. I did not leave her bed’s head un­til nine at night, and am go­ing again this morn­ing for the day.

			I will not cer­tainly aban­don our un­happy friend: but her ob­stin­acy in re­fus­ing all help and as­sist­ance is very dis­tress­ing.

			I en­close you the journ­al of last night, which I have just re­ceived, and which, as you will see, brings but little con­sol­a­tion. I will take care to send them you reg­u­larly.

			Adieu, my worthy friend! I am go­ing to vis­it our poor friend. My daugh­ter, who is per­fectly re­covered, presents her com­pli­ments to you.

			
				Par­is, Nov. 29, 17—.
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				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			O you, whom I love! O thou, whom I ad­ore! O you, with whom my hap­pi­ness hath com­menced! O thou, who hast com­pleted it! Com­pas­sion­ate friend! tender mis­tress! why does the re­flec­tion that you are a prey to grief come to dis­turb my charmed mind? Ah, Madam! re­sume your calmness; it is the duty of friend­ship to make this en­treaty. O my heart’s only ob­ject! be happy; it is the pray­er of love.

			What re­proaches have you to make to your­self? Be­lieve me, your ex­traordin­ary del­ic­acy mis­leads you. The re­gret it oc­ca­sions you, the in­jur­ies it charges me with, are equally ima­gin­ary; and I feel with­in my heart, that there has been between us no oth­er se­du­cer than love. No longer dread, then, to yield to those sen­ti­ments you in­spire, or to par­take of a flame you have kindled. What! would we have had more reas­on to boast of pur­ity in our con­nec­tion, if it had taken more time to form? Un­doubtedly not. That is the char­ac­ter­ist­ic of se­duc­tion, which, nev­er act­ing un­less by pro­jects, is able to reg­u­late its pro­gress and means, and fore­sees events at a great dis­tance: but true love does not per­mit that kind of med­it­a­tion and re­flec­tion; it di­verts us from thought with oc­cupy­ing us wholly with sen­ti­ments. Its em­pire is nev­er more power­ful than when un­known; and it is in ob­scur­ity and si­lence that it steals upon us, and binds us in chains equally im­possible to be per­ceived or to be broken.

			Thus, even yes­ter­day, not­with­stand­ing the lively emo­tions which the idea of your re­turn caused in me, in de­fi­ance of the ex­treme pleas­ure I felt on see­ing you, I nev­er­the­less thought my­self led and called upon by se­rene friend­ship alone, or rather en­tirely ab­sorbed by the sweet sen­ti­ments of my heart, I con­cerned my­self very little in tra­cing either their cause or ori­gin. Like me, my dear friend, you ex­per­i­enced, though un­con­scious of it, that all-power­ful charm, which gave up our whole souls to the rap­tur­ous im­pres­sion of ten­der­ness, and neither of us re­cog­nised it to be love, till after the in­tox­ic­a­tion that deity plunged us in­to.

			But that very cir­cum­stance is our ex­culp­a­tion, in­stead of our guilt. No, you did not be­tray the rights of friend­ship, nor have I ab­used your con­fid­ence. We both, it is true, were ig­nor­ant of our sen­ti­ments; but we only un­der­went the de­lu­sion, without any ef­forts to give birth to it: and far from com­plain­ing of it, let us only think of the hap­pi­ness it pro­cured us, without dis­turb­ing it by un­just re­proaches; let our only en­deav­ours be to farther aug­ment it, by the pleas­ures of con­fid­ence and en­tire se­cur­ity. O, my friend! how dear these hopes are to my heart! Yes, hence­for­ward freed from all fears, and wholly oc­cu­pied by love, you will par­ti­cip­ate of my de­sires, of my trans­ports, of the sweet de­li­ri­um of my senses, of the in­tox­ic­a­tion of my soul, and each mo­ment of our happy days shall be marked by a new en­joy­ment.

			Adieu, thou whom I ad­ore! I shall see thee this even­ing; but shall I find you alone? I hardly dare to hope it. Ah! you do not de­sire it as much as I!

			
				Par­is, Dec. 1, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I was in hopes al­most all day yes­ter­day, to have been able to give you, my worthy friend, this morn­ing, a more fa­vour­able ac­count of our dear pa­tient; but since last night, that hope is ut­terly des­troyed. A mat­ter seem­ingly of very little im­port­ance, but which, in its con­sequences, proves to be a very un­happy one, has made the case at least as griev­ous as be­fore, if not worse.

			I should not have had any com­pre­hen­sion of this sud­den change, if I had not re­ceived yes­ter­day the en­tire con­fid­ence of our un­happy friend. As she did not con­ceal from me that you also are ac­quain­ted with all her mis­for­tunes, I can in­form you everything without re­serve of her un­happy situ­ation.

			Yes­ter­day morn­ing, on my ar­rival at the con­vent, I was in­formed she had been asleep about three hours; and that sleep, so pro­found and so easy, I for some time was ap­pre­hens­ive was leth­ar­gic—Some time after she awoke, and opened the cur­tains of the bed her­self.

			At first she looked at us all with great sur­prise, and as I rose to go to her, she knew me, called me by my name, and begged I would come near her. She did not give me time to ask her any ques­tions, but de­sired to know where she was; what we were do­ing there; if she was sick; and why she was not in her own house? I ima­gined at first, it was an­oth­er frenzy, only more gentle than the former: but I soon per­ceived she un­der­stood my replies per­fectly; and she had re­covered her reas­on, but not her memory.

			She ques­tioned me very minutely on everything that happened to her since she came to the con­vent, which she did not re­mem­ber. I gave her a faith­ful ac­count, only con­ceal­ing what I thought might fright­en her too much: and when I asked how she was, she replied she did not then feel any pain: but was much tor­men­ted dur­ing her sleep, and found her­self fa­tigued. I ad­vised her to keep quiet, and say little: then I partly closed the cur­tains, and sat down by the side of her bed: some broth was then pro­posed, which she agreed to take, and liked it very well.

			She con­tin­ued thus about half an hour, and only spoke to thank me for my care of her, which she did with that grace­ful ease you know is so nat­ur­al to her; af­ter­wards she was for some time quite si­lent, which she broke at length, say­ing, “O yes, I now re­mem­ber my com­ing here;” and a minute after, ex­claimed griev­ously, “My dear friend, have pity on me! My miser­ies are all re­turn­ing on me.” I was then com­ing to­wards her, she grasped my hand, and lean­ing her head against it, “Great God!” said she, “can­not I then die!” Her ex­pres­sion more than her words melted me in­to tears; she per­ceived it by my voice, and said, “you pity me then; ah, if you but knew!”—Then break­ing off: “Let us be alone, and I will tell you all.”

			I be­lieve I already wrote to you I had some sus­pi­cions, which I was ap­pre­hens­ive would be the top­ic of this con­ver­sa­tion that I foresaw would be te­di­ous and mel­an­choly, and might prob­ably be very det­ri­ment­al to the present state of our un­happy friend. I en­deav­oured to dis­suade her from it, by ur­ging the ne­ces­sity of re­pose; she how­ever, in­sisted, and I was ob­liged to ac­qui­esce.

			As soon as we were alone, she ac­quain­ted me with everything you already know, there­fore un­ne­ces­sary to be re­peated.

			At last, re­lat­ing the cruel man­ner in which she was sac­ri­ficed, she ad­ded, “I was very cer­tain it would be my death, and I was re­solved—but it is im­possible to sur­vive my shame and grief.” I at­temp­ted to con­tend against this de­pres­sion, or rather des­pair, with motives of a re­li­gious nature, al­ways hitherto so power­ful in her mind; but I was soon con­vinced I was not equal to this sol­emn func­tion, and I de­term­ined to pro­pose call­ing in Fath­er An­selmus, in whom I knew she re­poses great con­fid­ence. She con­sen­ted, and even ap­peared much to de­sire it—He was sent for, and came im­me­di­ately: he stayed a long time with her, and said, go­ing away, if the phys­i­cians were of the same opin­ion he was, the ce­re­mony of the sac­ra­ments he thought might be post­poned un­til the day fol­low­ing.

			This was about three in the af­ter­noon, and our friend was pretty quiet un­til five, so that we all began to con­ceive some hope; but un­for­tu­nately a let­ter was then brought for her; when it was offered to her, she replied at first she would not re­ceive any, and no one pressed it; but from that time she seemed more dis­turbed. Soon after she asked from whom the let­ter came?—It had no post­mark—Who brought it?—No one knew—From what place did the mes­sen­ger say it came?—The port­ress was not in­formed. She re­mained si­lent some time after; then again began to speak; but her dis­course was so in­co­her­ent, we were soon con­vinced the frenzy was re­turned.

			How­ever there was a quiet in­ter­val af­ter­wards, un­til at last she de­sired the let­ter should be giv­en to her. The mo­ment she cast her eyes on it, she ex­claimed, “Good God! from him!” and then in a strong and op­pressed tone of voice, “Take it, take it.” She in­stantly ordered the cur­tains of her bed to be closed, and de­sired no one should come near her; but we were all soon ob­liged to come round her: the frenzy re­turned with more vi­ol­ence than ever, ac­com­pan­ied with most dread­ful con­vul­sions—Those shock­ing in­cid­ents con­tin­ued the whole even­ing; and the ac­count I re­ceived this morn­ing, in­forms me, the night has been no less tur­bu­lent. On the whole, I am as­ton­ished she has held out so long in the con­di­tion she is: and I will not con­ceal from you, that I have very little, if any, hope of her re­cov­ery.

			I sup­pose this un­for­tu­nate let­ter is from M. de Val­mont—What! can he still dare to write to her! For­give me, my dear friend; I must put a stop to my re­flec­tions—It is, how­ever, a most cruel case, to see a wo­man make so wretched an end, who has, un­til now, lived so happy, and was so worthy be­ing so.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 2, 17—.
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				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			In ex­pect­a­tion of the hap­pi­ness of see­ing you, I in­dulge my­self, my tender friend, in the pleas­ure of writ­ing to you; and thus by oc­cupy­ing my­self with you, I dis­pel the gloom that oth­er­wise would be oc­ca­sioned by your ab­sence. To de­lin­eate to you my sen­ti­ments, to re­call yours to my mind, is a true en­joy­ment to my heart; and thus even the time of priva­tion af­fords me a thou­sand ideas pre­cious to my love—Yet, if I am to be­lieve you, I shall not ob­tain any an­swer from you, even this let­ter shall be the last, and we shall aban­don a cor­res­pond­ence which, ac­cord­ing to you, is dan­ger­ous, and of which we have no need—Cer­tainly I shall be­lieve you if you per­sist; for what can you de­sire that does not of course be­come my de­sire? But be­fore you ul­ti­mately de­cide upon it, will you not per­mit a slight con­ver­sa­tion on the sub­ject.

			Of the head of danger you are the only judge—I can frame no cal­cu­la­tion of it—and I shall con­fine my­self to re­quest­ing you would look to your own safety, for I can have no tran­quil­lity while you are dis­quieted—As to this ob­ject, it is not we two that are but one, it is thou that art us both.

			As to the mat­ter of ne­ces­sity, we can have but one thought; and if we dif­fer in opin­ion, it can only rise from a want of prop­er ex­plan­a­tion, or from not un­der­stand­ing one an­oth­er. I shall there­fore state to you what I think is my sen­sa­tion.

			Without doubt a let­ter ap­pears very un­ne­ces­sary when we can see one an­oth­er freely—What could it say that a word, or look, or even si­lence it­self, could not ex­press? A hun­dred times be­fore, this ap­peared to me so clear, that in the very mo­ment that you spoke to me of not writ­ing any more, that idea my mind im­me­di­ately ad­op­ted—It was a re­straint upon it per­haps, but did not af­fect it—Thus, when I have offered a kiss upon your bos­om, and found a rib­bon or piece of gauze in my way, I only turn it aside, and have not the least sen­ti­ment of an obstacle.

			But since we have sep­ar­ated, and you are no longer there, this idea of cor­res­pond­ence by let­ters has re­turned to tor­ment me—What is the reas­on, I have said to my­self, of this ad­di­tion­al priva­tion? Why is it, be­cause we are at some dis­tance, we have noth­ing more to say to each oth­er? Sup­pose that a for­tu­nate con­cur­rence of cir­cum­stances should bring us to­geth­er for a day, shall we then em­ploy in con­ver­sa­tion the time that ought to be wholly ded­ic­ated to en­joy­ment, which let­ters between us would pre­vent? I say en­joy­ment, my dear friend; for with you the very mo­ments of re­pose fur­nish, too, a de­li­cious en­joy­ment; in a word, whenev­er such a happy op­por­tun­ity of­fers, the con­clu­sion is still sep­ar­a­tion; and one is so sol­it­ary, it is then a let­ter be­comes truly pre­cious: if not read, it is sure to be the only ob­ject that em­ploys the eye. Ah! there can be no doubt, but one may look at a let­ter without read­ing it; as I think that I even could have some pleas­ure at night by barely touch­ing your por­trait.

			Your por­trait have I said? but a let­ter is the por­trait of the soul; it has not, like a cold im­age, that de­gree of stag­na­tion so op­pos­ite to love; it yields to all our ac­tions by turns; it be­comes an­im­ated, gives us en­joy­ment, and sinks in­to re­pose—All your sen­ti­ments are pre­cious to me; and will you de­prive me of the means of be­com­ing pos­sessed of them?

			Are you quite sure that a de­sire to write to me will nev­er tor­ment you? If in the midst of your solitude your heart should be too much com­pressed or des­ol­ated; if a joy­ous emo­tion should pass to your soul; if an in­vol­un­tary sad­ness should dis­turb it for a mo­ment, it would not then be in the bos­om of your friend that you would pour out your hap­pi­ness or dis­tress; you would then have a sen­sa­tion he should not share; and you would pun­ish him to wander in solitude and dis­trust far from you. My friend, my dearest friend! you are to pro­nounce—I have only pro­posed to my­self to dis­cuss the ques­tion with you, and not to over­rule you—I have only offered you reas­ons—I dare hope I should have stood on stronger ground if I had pro­ceeded to en­treat­ies—I shall en­deav­our, then, if you should per­sist, not to be af­flic­ted; I shall use my ef­forts to tell my­self what you would have wrote to me; but you would tell it bet­ter than I, and I should have a much high­er grat­i­fic­a­tion in hear­ing it from you.

			Adieu, my charm­ing friend! The hour ap­proaches at last, when I shall be able to see you: I fly from you with the more haste, in or­der the soon­er to meet you again.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 3, 17—.
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				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Surely, Mar­chion­ess, you do not take me to be such a novice, to ima­gine I could be duped in the tête-à-tête which I found you in this af­ter­noon; or by the as­ton­ish­ing chance that led Dan­ceny to your house! Not but your well-prac­tised coun­ten­ance won­der­fully as­sumed a calm serenity of ex­pres­sion; or that you, by the most tri­fling word, be­trayed, which some­times hap­pens, the least dis­order or un­eas­i­ness. I will even al­low your sub­missive looks served you em­in­ently; and could they have made them­selves as well cred­ited as read­ily un­der­stood, far from hav­ing or har­bour­ing the least sus­pi­cion, I should not at all have doubted the great vex­a­tion this trouble­some trio gave you. But to dis­play to great­er ad­vant­age those ex­traordin­ary tal­ents, to en­sure the suc­cess you prom­ised your­self, to carry on the de­cep­tion you in­ten­ded, you should have formed your in­ex­per­i­enced lov­er with more care.

			Since you have be­gun to edu­cate youth, you should teach your pu­pils not to blush or be dis­con­cer­ted at a little raillery; not to deny so warmly for one wo­man, the same charge which they so faintly ex­cuse them­selves in for all oth­ers; teach them also to learn to hear en­co­mi­ums on their mis­tress, without en­han­cing them.

			And if you per­mit them to fix their looks on you in the circle, let them be taught to dis­guise that glance of en­joy­ment which is so easy to dis­cov­er, and which they so un­skil­fully blend with the glance of love—Then you will be able to ex­hib­it them in your pub­lic ex­er­cises, and their be­ha­viour will not do any pre­ju­dice to their sage in­sti­tutrix. Even my­self, happy to be able to con­trib­ute to your celebrity, will com­pose and pub­lish the ex­er­cises to be per­formed in this new col­lege.

			But I am as­ton­ished, I must own, that you should have un­der­taken to treat me as a school­boy. O! with any oth­er wo­man, what pleas­ure I should have in be­ing re­venged! How tran­scend­ent it would be to that she should think to de­prive me of! Yes, it is for you alone I con­des­cend to give pref­er­ence to sat­is­fac­tion rather than re­venge: and do not think I am re­strained by the least doubt or un­cer­tainty—I know all.

			You have been in Par­is now four days, and each day Dan­ceny has been with you, and you have not ad­mit­ted any­one but him—even this day your door was still close; and had your port­er’s as­sur­ance been equal to his mis­tress’s, I should not have seen you: yet you wrote me I might de­pend on be­ing the first in­formed of your ar­rival. Of that same ar­rival, the par­tic­u­lar day of which could not be as­cer­tained, al­though you was writ­ing to me the eve of your de­par­ture—Can you deny those facts, or will you at­tempt to ex­cuse them? They are both equally im­possible; and still I keep my tem­per! Ac­know­ledge here your power; be sat­is­fied to have ex­per­i­enced it, but do not any longer ab­use it. We know each oth­er, Mar­chion­ess; that should be suf­fi­cient.

			To­mor­row you are to be out for the day you told me; be it so, if you really go out, and you think I shall know it: but you will be home in the even­ing; we shall not have too much time un­til the next day to settle our dif­fi­cult re­con­cili­ation. Let me know, then, if it will be at your house, or yon­der, we shall make our nu­mer­ous re­cip­roc­al ex­pi­ations. But no more of Dan­ceny; your wrong head had filled it­self with his idea, and I am will­ing to over­look this de­li­ri­um of your fancy; but re­mem­ber, from this mo­ment, that what was only a whim, would be­come a de­cided pref­er­ence. I am not tempered for such an hu­mi­li­ation, neither do I ex­pect to re­ceive it from you.

			I even ex­pect this sac­ri­fice will be but tri­fling to you—If it should be a little trouble­some, I think, how­ever, I have set you a tol­er­able ex­ample! A sens­ible and lovely wo­man, who ex­is­ted for me only, who, per­haps, at this in­stant, is ex­pir­ing with love and grief, may well be worth a young schol­ar, who, if you will, wants neither wit or ac­com­plish­ments, but is de­fi­cient in con­sist­ency.

			Adieu, Mar­chion­ess! I say noth­ing of my sen­ti­ments for you; all I can do at present is not to scru­tin­ize my heart. I wait your an­swer. Re­mem­ber, the easi­er it is for you to make me for­get the in­jury you have done me, the more a deni­al, even the least delay, would en­grave it in in­delible char­ac­ters on my heart.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 3, 17—.
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				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Take care, Vis­count; have a little more re­gard for my ex­treme timid­ity. How do you think I can sup­port the un­suf­fer­able idea of your in­dig­na­tion; but es­pe­cially that I do not sink un­der the ter­ror of your ven­geance? par­tic­u­larly as you know, if you de­famed me, it would be im­possible for me to re­turn the com­pli­ment. In vain should I babble; your ex­ist­ence would nev­er­the­less be bril­liant and peace­ful: for what would you have to dread? Only to be un­der the ne­ces­sity of re­tir­ing if you had an op­por­tun­ity. But could one not live in a for­eign coun­try as well as here? And to sum up all, provided the court of France would let you be quiet in the one you choose to settle in, it would be only chan­ging the field of your vic­tor­ies. After en­deav­our­ing to bring you back to your sang­froid by these mor­al con­sid­er­a­tions, let us re­sume our own af­fairs.

			You do not know, Vis­count, the reas­ons I nev­er mar­ried again. It was not, I as­sure you, for want of sev­er­al ad­vant­age­ous matches be­ing offered to me; it was solely that no one should have a right to con­trol me. It was not even a dread of not be­ing able to pur­sue my in­clin­a­tions, for cer­tainly, at all events, that I should have done: but it would have pained me if any­one should even have a right to com­plain. On the whole, it was that I would not wish to de­ceive but for my own pleas­ure, and not through ne­ces­sity. And be­hold you write me the most mat­ri­mo­ni­al let­ter it is pos­sible to con­ceive! You tell me of the in­jur­ies I have com­mit­ted, and the fa­vours you have gran­ted! I can­not con­ceive how it is pos­sible to be in­debted to one where noth­ing is due.

			Now for the busi­ness. You found Dan­ceny at my house, and you was dis­pleased; be it so: but what con­clu­sion do you draw from thence? Why, that it was the ef­fect of chance, as I told you, or of my in­clin­a­tion, which I did not tell you. In the first in­stance, your let­ter is wrong; in the second, ri­dicu­lous. It was well worth the trouble of writ­ing! But you are jeal­ous, and jeal­ousy nev­er de­bates. Well, I will ar­gue for you.

			You have a rival, or you have not. If you have a rival, you must please, to ob­tain the pref­er­ence over him; and if you have none, you must still please, to avoid hav­ing one. In all cases the same in­vari­able con­duct must be ob­served. Why, then, will you tor­ment your­self?—And why tor­ment me? Have you, then, lost the secret of be­ing the most ami­able? And are you no longer cer­tain of your suc­cess? Come, come, Vis­count, you do your­self in­justice. But that is not the case, for I will not, even in your mind, have you give your­self so much un­eas­i­ness. You wish less for my con­des­cen­sion, than an op­por­tun­ity of ab­us­ing your power. Fie! you are very un­grate­ful! I think this is tol­er­ably sen­ti­ment­al; and was I to con­tin­ue any time, this let­ter might be­come very tender: but you don’t de­serve it.

			Neither do you de­serve I should enter farther in my jus­ti­fic­a­tion. To pun­ish you for your sus­pi­cions, you shall keep them; so that I shall make no reply as to the time of my re­turn, or Dan­ceny’s vis­its. You have taken great trouble to be in­formed of them, most cer­tainly: and pray what pro­gress have you made by it? I hope you re­ceived great pleas­ure from your en­quir­ies; as to mine, it has not been in the least det­ri­ment­al to them.

			All I can say, then, to your threat­en­ing let­ter is this—it has neither the gift of pleas­ing, nor power to in­tim­id­ate me; and that at this present time I am not in the least dis­posed to grant your re­quest.

			And, in­deed, to re­ceive you, as you ex­hib­it your­self now, would be a down­right act of in­fi­del­ity: it would not be a re­new­al with my former lov­er; it would be tak­ing a new one, many de­grees in­feri­or to him. I have not so soon for­got the first, to be de­ceived. The Val­mont I loved was a charm­ing fel­low. I will even own, I nev­er met a more ami­able man. I beg, Vis­count, if you find him, to bring him to me, he will be al­ways well re­ceived.

			Ac­quaint him, how­ever, that it can­not by any means be either today or to­mor­row. His Men­aech­mus has done him some harm, and was I in too much haste, I should dread a de­cep­tion; or, per­haps, I have giv­en my word to Dan­ceny for those two days: moreover, your let­ter in­forms me you do not jest; when one breaks their word, there­fore, you see you must wait.

			That is, how­ever, of very little con­sequence, as you can al­ways be re­venged on your rival. He will not treat your mis­tress worse than you will his; and after all, is not one wo­man as good as an­oth­er? These are your own prin­ciples. Even she who should be tender and sens­ible, who ex­is­ted only for you, who was dy­ing of love and grief, would nev­er­the­less be sac­ri­ficed to the first whim, or the dread of be­ing ri­diculed for a mo­ment; and yet you would have one con­strain them­selves! Ah! that is not reas­on­able.

			Adieu, Vis­count! be­come once more ami­able. It is the ut­most of my wishes to find you charm­ing as ever. When I am cer­tain of it, I en­gage to prove it to you—in­deed, I am too good natured.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 4, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					153
				

				Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			I reply to your let­ter on the in­stant, and will en­deav­our to be ex­pli­cit; which is not an easy mat­ter with you, when you have once de­term­ined not to un­der­stand.

			Many words are not ne­ces­sary to con­vince us, each has the power of ru­in­ing the oth­er; we have an equal in­terest to keep fair with one an­oth­er: that is not the busi­ness at present. But between the vi­ol­ent de­term­in­a­tion of de­struc­tion, and doubt­less the more eli­gible one of be­ing still united as hitherto, or of even be­ing more so, by re­new­ing our first at­tach­ment; between those two parties, I say, there are a thou­sand more to be taken. It was not, then, ri­dicu­lous to tell you, neither is it to re­peat, that from this day I will either be your lov­er or your en­emy.

			I am very sens­ible the choice will give you some un­eas­i­ness; that it would be more con­veni­ent for you to shuffle. I am also sat­is­fied, you nev­er liked to be con­fined to yes or no: but you must be sens­ible, I can­not let you from this small circle, without risk­ing be­ing de­ceived; and you ought to have fore­seen, I would not bear it. You are now to de­cide. I may leave you the choice, but will not re­main in un­cer­tainty.

			I only in­form you be­fore­hand, I will not be im­posed on by your ar­gu­ments, good or bad; that I will no longer be se­duced by any or­na­ment­al wheed­ling with which you might em­bel­lish a re­fus­al; and that the hour of frank­ness is ar­rived. I wish for noth­ing more than to set you the ex­ample; and I de­clare with pleas­ure, I prefer peace and uni­on. If it is ne­ces­sary to break one or the oth­er, I think I have the right and the means.

			There­fore I will add, the least obstacle you make, I shall con­sider as a de­clar­a­tion of war. You will ob­serve, the an­swer I de­mand does not re­quire either long or stud­ied sen­tences: two words will be suf­fi­cient.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 4, 17—.

				The an­swer of the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil, wrote at the bot­tom of this same let­ter.

				War, then.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					154
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			The journ­al will in­form you much bet­ter than I can, my dear friend, the mel­an­choly state of our pa­tient. Totally em­ployed in my at­tend­ance on her, I have scarce time to write to you, as there are oth­er mat­ters to be at­ten­ded to as well as her dis­order. Here is a spe­ci­men of one which most cer­tainly I did not in the least ex­pect. I have re­ceived a let­ter from M. de Val­mont, who has been pleased to choose me for a con­fid­ant, and even his me­di­at­rix with Ma­dame de Tourvel, to whom he wrote un­der my cov­er. I re­turned the one when I answered the oth­er. I trans­mit you my an­swer; and I be­lieve you will be of my opin­ion, that I neither could or ought to have any­thing to do with what he re­quests. Had I been even in­clined to it, our un­happy friend was un­able to un­der­stand me. Her frenzy is in­cess­ant. But what do you think of M. de Val­mont’s dis­trac­tion? Is it real, or does he mean to de­ceive the world to the last?33

			If he is sin­cere this time, he may well say, he has made him­self happy. I be­lieve he will not be well pleased with my an­swer: but, I own, everything that fixes my at­ten­tion on this un­happy ad­ven­ture, raises my re­sent­ment more and more against the au­thor of it.

			Adieu, my dear friend! I must re­turn to my mel­an­choly em­ploy­ment, which be­comes more so, by the small pro­spect there is of suc­cess. I need not re­peat my sen­ti­ments for you.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 5, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					155
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			I called on you twice, my dear Che­va­lier; but since you have thrown off the char­ac­ter of a lov­er for the man of in­trigue, you are very prop­erly in­vis­ible: how­ever, your valet as­sured me you would be at home to­night; that you had ordered him to ex­pect you. I, who am well ac­quain­ted with your designs, im­me­di­ately con­jec­tured it would be but for a short time for fash­ion’s sake, and that you would im­me­di­ately pur­sue your vic­tori­ous ca­reer. Go on; I must ap­plaud you: but, per­haps, you will be temp­ted to al­ter your course for this night. You are yet ac­quain­ted with only half your busi­ness; I must let you in­to the oth­er half, and then you will re­solve. Take time, then, to read my let­ter. It will not dis­sip­ate you from your en­joy­ments; on the con­trary, its ob­ject is to give you your choice.

			If you had opened your mind con­fid­en­tially to me; if you had told me the part of your secrets you left me to guess at, I should with my zeal, and less awk­ward­ness, have smoothed the path of your pro­gres­sion. But let us set out from this point. Whatever res­ol­u­tion you take would, at worst, be the sum­mit of good for­tune to any­one else.

			You have a ren­dez­vous for to­night: have you not? With a charm­ing wo­man, whom you ad­ore? For at your age, where is the wo­man one does not ad­ore for, at least, the first eight days? The field of ac­tion should also add greatly to your en­joy­ment—A de­li­cious little villa, which was taken for you only, must em­bel­lish vo­lup­tu­ous­ness with the charms of mys­ter­i­ous­ness and liberty. All is agreed on: you are ex­pec­ted; and you are in­flamed with de­sire to be there! All this we both know, though you told me noth­ing of it. Now I will tell you what you do not know; but you must be told.

			Since my re­turn to Par­is, I have been taken up with con­triv­ing the means of an in­ter­view between you and Ma­demois­elle de Volanges: I prom­ised it; and when I last men­tioned it to you, I had reas­on to ex­pect from your an­swer, I may say, from your trans­ports, I was ex­ert­ing my­self in your hap­pi­ness. I could not suc­ceed alone in this dif­fi­cult un­der­tak­ing: but after hav­ing settled everything, I left the rest with your young mis­tress. She found re­sources in her af­fec­tion, re­sources which es­caped my ex­per­i­ence; after all, to your great mis­for­tune she has suc­ceeded. She told me this even­ing, for these two days past all obstacles are re­moved, and your hap­pi­ness de­pends on your­self alone.

			She flattered her­self, also, for those two days, to have been able to send you this news her­self, and not­with­stand­ing her mama’s ab­sence you would have been ad­mit­ted: but you nev­er once showed your­self! and I must farther tell you, wheth­er from reas­on or ca­pri­cious­ness, the little thing did not seem pleased at your want of as­siduity. At last she found means to see me, and made me prom­ise to de­liv­er you the en­closed let­ter as soon as pos­sible. From the eager­ness she ex­pressed, I would ven­ture to lay a wager she gives you an as­sig­na­tion this night; how­ever, I prom­ised her, upon hon­our and friend­ship, you should have the tender sum­mons in the course of the day, and neither can or will break my word.

			Now, young gen­tle­man, how will you be­have in this busi­ness? Placed between coquetry and love, pleas­ure and hap­pi­ness, which will you choose? If I was writ­ing to the Dan­ceny of three months ago, or even the Dan­ceny of a week past, cer­tain of the emo­tions of his heart, I should be cer­tain of his pro­ceed­ings: but the Dan­ceny of the day, car­ried away by wo­men, hunt­ing after in­trigue, and, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, a little prof­lig­ate, will he prefer a timor­ous young girl, who has noth­ing but beauty, in­no­cence, and love, to the al­lure­ments of a com­mon in­triguer?

			For my part, my dear friend, I think, even in your new sys­tem, which, I con­fess, I am not much averse to, cir­cum­stances would de­cide the pref­er­ence to the lov­er. First, it is an ad­di­tion­al con­quest, then the nov­elty is at­tract­ing, and the fear of los­ing the fruits of your ad­dresses, by neg­lect­ing to gath­er them; for to take it in this point of view, it would really be an op­por­tun­ity missed, which is not al­ways to be re­gained, es­pe­cially in a first weak­ness: of­ten in this case, a mo­ment of ill hu­mour, a jeal­ous sus­pi­cion, even less, may pre­vent the finest con­quest. Sink­ing vir­tue will some­times grasp at a twig; and once es­caped, will be on its guard, and not eas­ily sur­prised.

			On the oth­er hand, you haz­ard noth­ing; not even a rup­ture; at most, a little quar­rel: then your pur­chase with a little trouble the pleas­ure of a re­con­cili­ation; for what oth­er re­source has a wo­man you have already en­joyed but com­pli­ance? What would she get by sever­ity? The priva­tion of pleas­ure, without profit, for her glory.

			If, as I sup­pose, you make love your choice, which ap­pears to me, also, that of reas­on, I think it would be more prudent not to send any apo­logy for the dis­ap­point­ment of the ren­dez­vous; leave her in ex­pect­ancy; for if you ven­ture to give a reas­on, she will, per­haps, be temp­ted to dive in­to the truth. Wo­men are curi­ous and ob­stin­ate. All may be dis­covered: I my­self, you see, am now an ex­ample of this truth. But if you let her re­main in hope, which will be sup­por­ted by van­ity, it will not be lost un­til a long time after the prop­er hour for in­form­a­tion is over; then to­mor­row you will have time to choose the in­sur­mount­able obstacle that de­tained you: you may have been sick, dead if ne­ces­sary, or any­thing else that has al­most made you frantic, and all will be made up.

			But which ever side you in­cline to, I only beg you will in­form me; and as I am totally un­con­cerned, I will al­ways think you have done right. Adieu, my dear friend!

			All I have to add is, I re­gret M. de Tourvel. I am in a state of des­per­a­tion at be­ing sep­ar­ated from her; and I would lay down one half my life, to de­vote the oth­er to her. Ah! be­lieve me, there is no fe­li­city but in love.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 5, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						156
					

					Cecil­ia Volanges to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

				
				(An­nexed to the former.)

			
			How hap­pens it, my dear friend, I no longer see you; al­though I nev­er cease wish­ing for it? Your in­clin­a­tions then, are no longer like mine! Ah, it is now I am truly sor­row­ful! More so, than when we were totally sep­ar­ate. The af­flic­tion I was used to re­ceive from oth­ers, now pro­ceeds from you, which is more in­sup­port­able.

			For some days past, mama is nev­er at home, and you know it—I flattered my­self you would have taken the op­por­tun­ity; but you do not at all think of me—I am very un­happy—How of­ten have you told me, I did not love as much as you did—I was cer­tain it was oth­er­wise, and am now con­vinced. Had you called, you might have seen me; for I am not like you; I think of noth­ing but how to con­trive to see you—You de­serve I should not tell you all I have done: but I love you so much, and have so strong a de­sire to see you, I can’t help telling you, and then I shall see if you really love me.

			I have se­cured the port­er, and he has prom­ised every time you come no one shall see you; and we may con­fide in him, for he is a very hon­est man. There is then no oth­er dif­fi­culty to pre­vent any­one in the house see­ing you, and that will be very easy to do; it is only to come at night; then there will be no danger at all—for since mama goes out every day, she al­ways goes to bed at el­ev­en; so that we shall have a great deal of time.

			The port­er told me when you had a mind to come this way, in­stead of knock­ing at the door, you need only tap at the win­dow, and he would open the door dir­ectly, and then you can read­ily find the back-stairs—As you will not have any light, I will leave my cham­ber door open, which will give you some little. You must take great care not to make any noise, par­tic­u­larly passing by mama’s little door. As to my wait­ing maid’s room, it is of no sig­ni­fic­a­tion, for she has prom­ised me not to be awake; and she is also a very good girl! When you are go­ing away it will be the same thing—Now we shall see wheth­er you will come.

			O, Lord! I don’t know why my heart beats so while I am writ­ing to you! Is it the fore­run­ner of any mis­for­tune, or is it the hope of see­ing you that makes me thus? This I know, I nev­er loved you so much, and nev­er so much wished to tell you so. Come, then, my dear, dear friend, that I may a thou­sand times re­peat I love you—I ad­ore you, and nev­er will love any but you.

			I found a meth­od to in­form M. de Val­mont I wanted to see him, and had some­thing to say to him; and as he is our very good friend, will come to­mor­row cer­tainly. I will beg of him to give you my let­ter im­me­di­ately—That I shall ex­pect you to­mor­row night, and you will not fail to come, if you have not a mind to make your Cecil­ia very miser­able.

			Adieu, my dear friend! I em­brace you with all my heart.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 4, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					157
				

				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			Doubt neither the emo­tions of my heart, or my pro­ceed­ings, my dear Vis­count—Is it pos­sible I could res­ist a wish of my Cecil­ia’s? Ah! it is she, and she alone, I will ever love! Her open­ness, her ten­der­ness, have fixed such a spell over me, that noth­ing can ever ef­face, al­though I have been weak enough to suf­fer a dis­trac­tion. Im­per­cept­ibly, I may say, en­gaged in an­oth­er ad­ven­ture, the re­mem­brance of Cecil­ia has dis­turbed me in the tenderest mo­ments; and per­haps my heart nev­er rendered her a more faith­ful homage, than at the in­stant I was un­faith­ful to her. How­ever, my dear friend, let us spare her del­ic­acy, and hide my fault; not to de­ceive, but only not to af­flict her. Cecil­ia’s hap­pi­ness is the most ar­dent wish of my heart; and I should nev­er for­give my­self a fault which should cost her a tear.

			I feel I de­served the banter you pass upon me, re­l­at­ive to what you call my new sys­tem: but I beg you will be as­sured, I am not led by them at this time; I am re­solved to prove it to­mor­row—I will go and ac­cuse my­self even to her who has been the cause and part­ner of my er­ror—I will tell her; “read my heart; there you will see the tenderest friend­ship; friend­ship united to de­sire so much re­sembles love! We have both been de­ceived; but al­though li­able to er­ror, I am in­cap­able of de­ceit.” I know my friend well; she has prob­ity, and is gentle; she will do more than par­don, she will ap­prove my con­duct; she has of­ten re­proached her­self for hav­ing be­trayed friend­ship: her del­ic­acy has of­ten alarmed her love: more con­sid­er­ate than me, she will strengthen my mind with those use­ful ap­pre­hen­sions which I rashly en­deav­oured to stifle in hers—I shall owe my re­form­a­tion to her, and my fe­li­city to you. O, my friends! par­take my grat­it­ude: the idea of be­ing in­debted to you for my hap­pi­ness, aug­ments its value.

			Adieu, my dear Vis­count! the ex­cess of my joy does not pre­vent me from think­ing and shar­ing your troubles. Why can I not serve you? M. de Tourvel still re­mains in­ex­or­able then! It is said she is very ill—May she at once re­cov­er health and con­des­cen­sion, and forever make you happy! They are the vows of friend­ship; and I dare hope will be gran­ted by love.

			I would write some time longer, but time presses, and per­haps Cecil­ia already ex­pects me.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 5, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					158
				

				The Vis­count de Val­mont to the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil

			
			Well, Mar­chion­ess, how are you after the pleas­ures of last night? Are you not a little fa­tigued? You must ac­know­ledge Dan­ceny is a charm­ing fel­low! That lad is a prodigy! You did not ex­pect such things from him; is it not true? I must do my­self justice; such a rival de­served I should be sac­ri­ficed to him. Ser­i­ously he has a num­ber of good qual­it­ies! So much love, so much con­stancy, so much del­ic­acy! Ah! if ever he loves you as he does his Cecil­ia, you will have no oc­ca­sion to dread be­ing ri­valled; he has proved it this night. Per­haps through dint of coquetry, an­oth­er wo­man may en­tice him for a short time; a young man hardly knows how to res­ist in­cite­ments; but you see a single word from the be­loved ob­ject is suf­fi­cient to dis­sip­ate the il­lu­sion; so that there is noth­ing want­ing to com­plete your hap­pi­ness, but be­ing that be­loved ob­ject.

			Cer­tainly you will not be mis­taken; you have such ex­quis­ite feel­ing it is not to be ap­pre­hen­ded: yet the friend­ship that unites us, as sin­cere on my side as ac­know­ledged on yours, made me wish you should ex­per­i­ence the proof of this night; it is an ef­fort of my zeal—It has suc­ceeded—But no ac­know­ledge­ments—it is not worth while—noth­ing more easy.

			But to the point; what did it cost me? Why a slight sac­ri­fice, and a little ad­dress. I con­sen­ted to share with the young man the fa­vours of his mis­tress; but he had as great a right to them as I had, and I was not in the least un­easy about them. The let­ter the young creature wrote him, I dic­tated; but it was only to gain a little time, as we could em­ploy it to so much bet­ter pur­pose. What I wrote with it was noth­ing, al­most noth­ing. Some few friendly re­flec­tions to dir­ect the new lov­er; but upon hon­our they were use­less—To tell the truth, he did not hes­it­ate a mo­ment. Moreover, he is to wait on you today to re­late all; and it cer­tainly will give you great pleas­ure! He will tell you, read my heart, so he writes me; and you see that I will settle everything. I hope that in read­ing what he pleases, you will also per­haps read, that such young lov­ers are dan­ger­ous—and also, that it is bet­ter to have me for a friend than an en­emy.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 6, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					159
				

				The Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I do not like to have scurvy jests ad­ded to bad ac­tions; it is not agree­able to my taste or man­ner. When I have cause of com­plaint against a per­son, I do not ri­dicule, I do bet­ter; I take re­venge. How­ever well pleased you may be with your­self now, do not for­get it is not the first time you have ap­plauded your­self be­fore­hand; and sin­gu­lar, in the hope of a tri­umph that would es­cape from you, at the in­stant you was con­grat­u­lat­ing your­self on it. Adieu.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 6, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					160
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I write this from the cham­ber of your un­happy friend, whose state is pretty much the same: there is to be a con­sulta­tion held this af­ter­noon, of four phys­i­cians—I need not tell you this re­source is of­ten­er a proof of the danger than the means of re­lief.

			How­ever, it seems her head is some­thing bet­ter since last night—her wait­ing maid told me this morn­ing, her mis­tress ordered her to be called about twelve: she de­sired they should be left alone, and dic­tated a pretty long let­ter—Ju­lie adds, while she was fold­ing it, Ma­dame Tourvel was at­tacked with her de­li­ri­um, so that the girl did not know who to dir­ect it to. I was at first sur­prised the let­ter it­self was not suf­fi­cient to in­form her; but telling me she was afraid of com­mit­ting a mis­take, and that her mis­tress had ordered her to send it away im­me­di­ately, I took it upon me to open it.

			There I found the en­closed writ­ing, which is cer­tainly not ad­dressed to any­body, be­ing ad­dressed to too many—Yet, I be­lieve, our un­happy friend at first in­ten­ded it for M. de Val­mont, but gave way im­per­cept­ibly, to her dis­ordered ideas. How­ever, I thought it ought not to be sent to any­one—I send it you, as you will see bet­ter than I can tell you, the thoughts that en­gage the head of our pa­tient. Whilst she con­tin­ues so in­tensely af­fected, I shall have very little hopes—the body sel­dom re­cov­ers when the mind is so agit­ated.

			Adieu, my dear and worthy friend! I am happy you are far from the dis­mal spec­tacle I have in­cess­antly be­fore my eyes.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 6, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Letter
						161
					

					The Pres­id­ente de Tourvel

				
				(Dic­tated by her, and wrote by her wait­ing maid.)

			
			Cruel and mis­chiev­ous be­ing! will thou nev­er be tired per­se­cut­ing me? Is it not enough to have tor­men­ted, de­graded, abased? Will thou then rob me of the peace­ful tomb? In the gloom of this abode, where shame has drove me to bury my­self, are my suf­fer­ings to have no res­pite; is hope to be forever ban­ished? I do not re­quire a fa­vour I am un­deserving of: I shall suf­fer without com­plaint, if my suf­fer­ings do not ex­ceed my strength: but do not make my tor­ments in­sup­port­able—Leave me my sor­rows, and take away the cruel re­mem­brance of the ad­vant­ages I have lost. Al­though thou hast rav­ished them from me, do not again draw the af­flict­ing pic­ture of them—I was happy and in­no­cent—I gazed on thee and lost my peace—I listened to thee and was guilty—Thou cause of all my crimes, who gave thee au­thor­ity to pun­ish them?

			Where are now the friends to whom I was dear? My mis­for­tunes have frightened them—No one dares come near me—I am op­pressed and left without re­lief—I die and no one weeps over me—I am de­barred of every con­sol­a­tion—Pity stops on the brink of the abyss where the crim­in­al plunges—re­morse tears my heart, and its cries are not heard.

			And thou who I have in­jured; thou, whose es­teem adds to my tor­ment—thou who only hast a right to re­venge; why art thou far from me? Come, pun­ish a faith­less wo­man—Let me suf­fer the tor­tures I de­serve—I should have already bowed to thy ven­geance, but wanted cour­age to in­form thee of thy shame; it was not dis­sim­u­la­tion, it was re­spect. Let this let­ter at least ac­quaint thee with my re­pent­ance. Heav­en has taken thy cause in hand, to pun­ish an in­jury to which thou wast a stranger—It was heav­en tied my tongue—It was heav­en pre­ven­ted my design, lest you should par­don a crime it was re­solved to pun­ish—It snatched me from thy com­mis­er­a­tion, which would have op­posed its judg­ment.

			But un­mer­ci­ful in its ven­geance, it de­livered me up to him who ruined me; at once to make me suf­fer for him and by him. In vain I strive to fly from him; still he fol­lows me—he is there; in­cess­antly he be­sets me—How dif­fer­ent from him­self! His eyes show noth­ing but hatred and con­tempt—His lips ut­ter in­sult and re­proach—His arms sur­round me only to des­troy me—Is there no one will save me from his sav­age rage?

			How! It is he! I am not de­ceived; it is he I see again—Oh, my lovely friend! re­ceive me in thy tender arms; hide me in thy bos­om! It is thee; yes, it is thy­self—What fatal il­lu­sion de­ceived me? Ah, how have I suffered dur­ing thy ab­sence—Let us part no more: let us nev­er part. Let me breathe—Feel my heart, how it beats! Ah! it is no longer with fear, it is the soft emo­tion of love; why re­fuse my tender caresses? Turn thy lan­guish­ing eyes to­wards me—What are those bands you want to break? Why those sol­emn pre­par­a­tions for death? What can thus al­ter thy coun­ten­ance? Leave me! I shud­der! O, God! This mon­ster again! My dear friends, do not aban­don me—You that wanted me to avoid him; help me to res­ist him—And you more le­ni­ent, who prom­ised to soften my sor­rows, why do not you come to me? Where are you both? If I must no longer see you, at least an­swer this let­ter, let me hear you still love me.

			Leave me, then, cruel man! What new trans­port in­spires thee? Art thou afraid a soft sen­ti­ment should in­vade me? thou re­doublest my tor­ments—You will force me to hate you—O, how pain­ful is hatred! how it cor­rodes the heart from whence it is dis­tilled! Why will you per­se­cute me? What can you have more to say to me? Have you not made it im­possible for me either to hear or an­swer you. Farewell.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 6, 17—.
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				Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to the Vis­count de Val­mont

			
			I am in­formed, Sir, of your be­ha­viour to­wards me—I also know that after hav­ing basely spor­ted with me, you have dared to ap­plaud your­self and brag of it—The proof of your treach­ery I have seen un­der your hand—I can­not help ac­know­ledging my heart was pierced, and I felt some shame at hav­ing my­self so much as­sisted in the odi­ous ab­use you made of my blind con­fid­ence: still I do not envy you this shame­ful ad­vant­age—I am only curi­ous to know, wheth­er you will equally pre­serve them all over me—This I shall be in­formed of, if, as I hope, you will be to­mor­row morn­ing, between eight and nine, at the gate of the wood of Vincennes, vil­lage of St. Maude. I will take care to provide everything ne­ces­sary for the eclair­cisse­ment, which re­mains for me to take with you.

			
				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny.

				Par­is, Dec. 6, at night, 17—.
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				M. Ber­trand to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			Madam,

			It is with the greatest grief I find my­self ob­liged to ful­fil my duty, by giv­ing you an in­tel­li­gence that will cause you so much af­flic­tion. Per­mit me first to re­com­mend the ex­er­tion of that pi­ous resig­na­tion which every­one has so of­ten ad­mired in you, and which alone can sup­port us among the evils of this miser­able life.

			M. your neph­ew—Good God! must I af­flict so re­spect­able a lady! M. your neph­ew, had the mis­for­tune to fall this morn­ing in a duel he fought with M. the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny. I am en­tirely un­ac­quain­ted with the cause of the quar­rel: but it ap­pears, by the note which I found in M. the Vis­count’s pock­et, and which I have the hon­our to send you; it ap­pears, I say, he was not the ag­gressor: and yet heav­en per­mit­ted him to fall!

			I was at M. the Vis­count’s, wait­ing for him, at the very time he was brought back to his hotel. You can­not con­ceive the shock I re­ceived, see­ing M. your neph­ew brought in by two of his ser­vants, bathed in blood. He had two thrusts of a sword in his body, and was very weak. M. Dan­ceny was also there, and even wept. Ah! cer­tainly he ought to weep—it is a pretty time to cry when one has been the cause of an ir­re­par­able mis­for­tune!

			For my part, I could not con­tain my­self; and not­with­stand­ing my in­sig­ni­fic­ancy, I could not help telling him my thoughts. But it was then M. the Vis­count showed him­self truly great: he com­manded me to hold my tongue; and he even took his mur­der­er by the hand, called him his friend, em­braced him be­fore us three, and said to us, “I com­mand you to have for this gen­tle­man all the re­spect that is due to a brave and gal­lant man.” Moreover, he ordered to be giv­en him, in my pres­ence, some very vo­lu­min­ous pa­pers, that I know noth­ing of, but which I know he set a value on. Then he de­sired they should be left to­geth­er for a little while; how­ever, I sent im­me­di­ately for as­sist­ance, as well spir­itu­al as tem­por­al: but, alas! the evil was without rem­edy. In less than half an hour after, M. the Vis­count was in­sens­ible. He could only re­ceive the ex­treme unc­tion; and the ce­re­mony was scarcely over, be­fore he breathed his last.

			Great God! when I re­ceived in my arms at his birth this pre­cious prop of so il­lus­tri­ous a fam­ily, could I ever have thought he would ex­pire in my arms, and that I should de­plore his death! A death so sud­den, and so un­for­tu­nate—my tears flow in spite of me. I ask par­don, Madam, for tak­ing the liberty of ming­ling my sor­rows with yours: but in every sta­tion, ten­der­ness and sens­ib­il­ity will op­er­ate; and I should be very un­grate­ful if I did not lament, dur­ing my life, a no­ble­man who was so kind, and placed such a con­fid­ence in me.

			To­mor­row, when the body will be re­moved, I will or­der everything to be sealed, and you may de­pend on my care en­tirely in everything. I need not in­form you, Madam, this un­happy event puts an end to the en­tail, and leaves you en­tirely at liberty. If I can be of any ser­vice, I beg, Madam, you will give me your or­ders, which will be ex­ecuted with the greatest zeal and ut­most punc­tu­al­ity.

			I am, with the most pro­found re­spect, Madam, your most humble Ber­trand.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 7, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to M. Ber­trand

			
			I this in­stant re­ceived your let­ter, my dear Ber­trand, in­form­ing me of the shock­ing event, to which my neph­ew is be­come the un­happy vic­tim—yes, un­doubtedly, I shall have or­ders to give you; and it is they only can take off my thoughts a while from this af­flict­ing in­tel­li­gence.

			M. Dan­ceny’s chal­lenge, which you sent me, is a con­vin­cing proof he was the ag­gressor; my in­ten­tion there­fore is, you should com­mence a pro­sec­u­tion in my name: for al­though my neph­ew, in com­pli­ance with his nat­ur­al gen­er­os­ity, may have pardoned his en­emy, his mur­der­er, I ought to avenge at once his death, re­li­gion, and hu­man­ity. One can­not ex­cite too much the sever­ity of the laws against those re­mains of bar­bar­ism which still in­fect our mor­als; and I do not be­lieve, in such cases, the for­give­ness of in­jur­ies can be com­manded us; there­fore I ex­pect you will pro­sec­ute this busi­ness with all that zeal and activ­ity of which I know you so cap­able, and which you owe to my neph­ew’s memory.

			But first, take care to con­fer with M. the Pres­id­ent ——— from me. I do not write to him, as I am so over­whelmed with grief. You will, there­fore, apo­lo­gise for me, and com­mu­nic­ate this to him.

			Adieu, my dear Ber­trand! I am well pleased with your con­duct, and thank you for your good in­clin­a­tions, and am your sin­cere friend.

			
				Castle of ———,

				Dec. 8, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I know you are already in­formed, my dear and worthy friend, of the loss you have sus­tained. I know the tender af­fec­tion you had for M. de Val­mont, and I most sin­cerely par­take of the af­flic­tion you must en­dure. I am truly grieved to add new griefs to those you have already ex­per­i­enced: but, alas! noth­ing now can be done for our un­happy friend but to de­plore her fate. We lost her at el­ev­en o’clock last night. By a fatal­ity linked to her fate, and which seemed to baffle all hu­man prudence, this short in­ter­val that she sur­vived M. de Val­mont was suf­fi­cient to in­form her of his death, and, as she said her­self, not be able to sink un­der the weight of her miser­ies un­til their meas­ure was filled.

			You already know, that for these two days she was in­sens­ible;—yes­ter­day morn­ing, when her phys­i­cian came, and we drew near her bed, she did not know either of us, and we could not ob­tain a word or a sign. We were scarcely re­turned to the fire, while the phys­i­cian was re­lat­ing to me the mel­an­choly event of M. de Val­mont’s death, but this un­happy wo­man re­covered her reas­on: wheth­er nature alone pro­duced this re­volu­tion, or wheth­er it was oc­ca­sioned by the fre­quent re­pe­ti­tion of the words, M. de Val­mont and death, which may have re­called the only ideas with which her mind had been so long en­gaged.

			Be it what it may, she sud­denly drew back the cur­tain of the bed, ex­claim­ing, “What! What do you say? M. de Val­mont dead!” I hoped to make her be­lieve she was mis­taken. At first I en­deav­oured to per­suade her she did not hear well: but all in vain; for she in­sisted the phys­i­cian should be­gin the cruel tale again;—on my en­deav­our­ing to dis­suade her from it, she called me to her, say­ing, in a low voice, “Why will you de­ceive me? Was he not already dead to me?” I then was forced to ac­qui­esce.

			Our un­happy friend ap­peared at first to listen to the story with great tran­quil­lity: but she soon in­ter­rup­ted him, say­ing, “Enough; I know enough:” and im­me­di­ately ordered her cur­tains to be closed—When the phys­i­cian went to per­form the du­ties of his of­fice, she nev­er would suf­fer him to come near her.

			As soon as he was gone, she also sent away her nurse and her wait­ing maid. When we were alone, she re­ques­ted I would as­sist her to kneel on her bed, and sup­port her. Then she re­mained some time si­lent;—and without any oth­er ex­pres­sion than her tears, which flowed most abund­antly, join­ing her hands, and rais­ing them to­wards heav­en; “Almighty God!” said she in a weak but fer­vent tone, “I sub­mit to thy just judg­ment: but in thy mercy for­give Val­mont. Let not my mis­for­tunes, which I ac­know­ledge, be laid to his charge, and I shall bless thy mercy!” I could not avoid, my dear and worthy friend, go­ing in­to those di­gres­sions on a sub­ject I am sens­ible must re­new and ag­grav­ate your sor­rows, as I am cer­tain this pray­er of Ma­dame de Tourvel’s will give you much con­sol­a­tion.

			After our friend had uttered those few words she fell in my arms; and she was scarcely settled in her bed, when she fain­ted for a con­sid­er­able time, and re­covered with the usu­al helps. As soon as she came to her­self, she begged I would send for Fath­er An­selmus, say­ing, “He is the only phys­i­cian I have now oc­ca­sion for. I feel my miser­ies will soon be at end.” She com­plained of a great op­pres­sion, and spoke with great dif­fi­culty.

			Some time after, she ordered her wait­ing maid to give me a little box, which I send you, that con­tains pa­pers be­long­ing to her, and charged me to send them to you im­me­di­ately after her death.34 Then she con­versed about you, of your friend­ship for her, as much as her situ­ation would per­mit, and with great ten­der­ness.

			Fath­er An­selmus came about four o’clock, and stayed near an hour alone with her. When we re­turned, her coun­ten­ance was calm and se­rene, but it was eas­ily to be seen Fath­er An­selmus had wept a great deal. He re­mained to as­sist at the last ce­re­mon­ies of the church. This sol­emn and mel­an­choly sight be­came more so by the con­trast of the com­posed and settled resig­na­tion of the sick per­son, with the si­lent grief of the ven­er­able con­fess­or, who was dis­solved in tears be­side her. The af­flict­ing scene be­came gen­er­al, and she who we all de­plored was the only one un­moved.

			The re­mainder of the day was spent in the usu­al pray­ers, which was now and then in­ter­rup­ted by the fre­quent faint­ings of the dear wo­man. At last, about el­ev­en, she seemed more in pain, with great op­pres­sion. I put out my hand to feel her arm; she had still strength to place it on her heart; I could no longer feel it beat, and, in­deed, our un­happy friend ex­pired in­stantly.

			You may re­mem­ber, my dear friend, when you last came to town, about a year ago, chat­ting to­geth­er about some people whose hap­pi­ness then ap­peared to us more or less com­plete, we in­dulged ourselves in the thought of this same wo­man’s fe­li­city, whose mis­for­tune we now lament. Such an as­semblage of vir­tues! so many at­trac­tions and ac­com­plish­ments! so sweet, so ami­able! a hus­band she loved, and by whom she was ad­ored! a circle of friends, in whom she de­lighted, and was the de­light! a fig­ure, youth, for­tune! so many united ad­vant­ages are lost by one act of im­prudence! O, Provid­ence! how in­com­pre­hens­ible and ad­or­able are thy de­crees!—I fear I shall in­crease your sor­row by giv­ing way to my own, and there­fore will no longer dwell on the mel­an­choly theme.

			My daugh­ter is a little in­dis­posed. On hear­ing from me this morn­ing the sud­den death of two per­sons of her ac­quaint­ance, she was taken ill, and I ordered her to be put to bed. I hope, how­ever, this slight dis­order will not be at­ten­ded with any bad con­sequence. At her age they are not ac­cus­tomed to such chag­rines, and they leave a more lively and stronger im­pres­sion. This act­ive sens­ib­il­ity is cer­tainly a laud­able qual­ity. What we daily see ought to make us dread it. Adieu, my dear and worthy friend!

			
				Par­is, Dec. 9, 17—.
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				M. Ber­trand to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			Madam,

			In con­sequence of the or­ders you hon­oured me with, I waited on M. the Pres­id­ent de ———, and com­mu­nic­ated your let­ter to him, in­form­ing him at the same time, as you de­sired, I should do noth­ing without his ad­vice. This re­spect­able ma­gis­trate com­manded me to ob­serve to you, the pro­sec­u­tion you in­ten­ded against M. the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny would equally af­fect the memory of Mon­sieur your neph­ew, and his hon­our would ne­ces­sar­ily be tain­ted by the de­cree of the court; which would be, doubt­less, a very great mis­for­tune. His opin­ion is, then, that you do not make any stir about the mat­ter: but, on the con­trary, that you should en­deav­our as much as pos­sible to pre­vent the pub­lic of­ficers from tak­ing cog­nis­ance of this un­for­tu­nate busi­ness, which has already made too much noise.

			These ob­ser­va­tions, so re­plete with wis­dom, ob­lige me to wait your farther or­ders.

			Per­mit me, Madam, to re­quest, when you hon­our me with them, you will men­tion a word con­cern­ing your state of health, which, I dread much, so many crosses have im­paired.

			I hope you will par­don the liberty I take, as it pro­ceeds from my zeal and at­tach­ment.

			
				I am, with great re­spect, Madam, your, etc.

				Par­is, Dec. 10, 17—.
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				An­onym­ous to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			Sir,

			I have the hon­our to in­form you, your late af­fair with M. the Vis­count de Val­mont was this morn­ing much talked of among the King’s coun­sel with­in the bar, and that it is much to be feared the pub­lic of­ficers will com­mence a pro­sec­u­tion. I thought this no­tice might be of ser­vice, either to set your friends at work, to stop the bad con­sequences, or, in case you could not suc­ceed, to take every pre­cau­tion for your per­son­al se­cur­ity.

			If you would per­mit me to add a piece of ad­vice, I think you would do well, for some time at least, not to ap­pear so much in pub­lic as you have done for some days—Al­though the world gen­er­ally have great in­dul­gence for those kind of af­fairs, yet there is a re­spect due to the laws which ought to be ob­served.

			This pre­cau­tion ap­pears to me the more ne­ces­sary, that I re­col­lect a Ma­dame de Rose­monde, who, I am told, is M. de Val­mont’s aunt, in­ten­ded to pro­sec­ute you; if so, the courts could not re­fuse her pe­ti­tion: it would per­haps be prop­er ap­plic­a­tion should be made to this lady.

			Par­tic­u­lar reas­ons pre­vent me from sign­ing this let­ter; but I hope, though ig­nor­ant from whom it comes, you will nev­er­the­less do justice to the sen­ti­ment that has dic­tated it.

			
				I have the hon­our to be, etc.

				Par­is, Dec. 10, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			There are, my dear and worthy friend, the strangest and most sad re­ports spread here, on ac­count of Madam de Mer­teuil. I am cer­tainly far from giv­ing any cred­it to them; and I would ven­ture to lay a wager, they are hor­rible slanders; but I know too well, how the most im­prob­able wicked­ness read­ily gains cred­it; and how dif­fi­cult it is to wipe away the im­pres­sion they leave, not to be alarmed at those, though I think them so easy to be re­futed. I wish, es­pe­cially, they might be stopped in time, and be­fore they spread abroad; but I did not know un­til late yes­ter­day, the hor­rible things that are giv­en out; and when I sent this morn­ing to Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s, she was just then set out for the coun­try for a couple of days—I could not learn where she was gone; her second wo­man, who I sent for, told me, her mis­tress had only giv­en her or­ders to ex­pect her on Thursday next; and none of her ser­vants she left be­hind her knew any­thing. I can­not even think where she can be; as I do not re­col­lect any of her ac­quaint­ance who stay so late in the coun­try.

			How­ever, you will be able, I hope, to pro­cure for me, between this and her re­turn, some eclair­cisse­ments that may be use­ful to her; for these odi­ous stor­ies are foun­ded on cir­cum­stances at­tend­ant on the death of M. de Val­mont, of which you will prob­ably have been in­formed, if there be any truth in them; or you can at least read­ily re­ceive in­form­a­tion, which I par­tic­u­larly re­quest you to do—This is what is pub­lished, or at least whispered as yet, but will not cer­tainly fail to blaze out more.

			It is said the quar­rel between M. de Val­mont and Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, is the work of Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, who de­ceived them both; and, as it al­ways hap­pens, the rivals began by fight­ing, and did not come to an eclair­cisse­ment un­til after, which pro­duced a sin­cere re­con­cili­ation: and in or­der to make M. de Mer­teuil known to Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, and also in his own jus­ti­fic­a­tion, M. de Val­mont had ad­ded to his in­tel­li­gence, a heap of let­ters, form­ing a reg­u­lar cor­res­pond­ence which he had kept up with her; in which she relates, in the loosest man­ner, the most scan­dal­ous an­ec­dotes of her­self.

			It is ad­ded, that Dan­ceny in his first rage gave those let­ters to who­ever had a mind to see them; and that now they are all over Par­is—Two of them in par­tic­u­lar, are quoted;35 in one of which, she gives a full his­tory of her life and prin­ciples, which are said to be the most shock­ing ima­gin­able—the oth­er con­tains an en­tire jus­ti­fic­a­tion of M. de Pre­van, whose story you may re­col­lect, by the proofs it gives, that he did noth­ing but ac­qui­esce in the most poin­ted ad­vances M. de Mer­teuil made him, and the ren­dez­vous agreed on with her.

			But I have for­tu­nately the strongest reas­ons to be­lieve those im­puta­tions as false as they are odi­ous. First, we both know that M. de Val­mont was not en­gaged about Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; and I have all the reas­on in the world to think, Dan­ceny was as far from think­ing of her: so that I think it is demon­strable, that she could not be either the cause or ob­ject of the quar­rel. Neither can I com­pre­hend what in­terest M. de Mer­teuil could have, who is sup­posed to be com­bined with M. de Pre­van, to act a part which must be very dis­agree­able, by the noise it would oc­ca­sion, and might be very dan­ger­ous for her, be­cause she would thereby make an ir­re­con­cile­able en­emy of a man who was in pos­ses­sion of a part of her secrets, and who had then many par­tis­ans.—Still it is ob­serv­able, since that ad­ven­ture, not a single voice has been raised in fa­vour of Pre­van, and that even there has not been the least ob­jec­tion made on his side since.

			Those re­flec­tions would in­duce me to sus­pect him to be the au­thor of the re­ports that are now spread abroad, and to look on those enorm­it­ies as the work of the re­venge and hatred of a man who, find­ing him­self lost in the opin­ion of the world, hopes, by such means, at least to raise doubts, and per­haps make a use­ful di­ver­sion in his fa­vour; but whatever cause they may pro­ceed from, the best way will be to des­troy such ab­om­in­able tales as soon as pos­sible; they would have dropped of them­selves, if it should hap­pen, as is very prob­able, that M. de Val­mont and Dan­ceny did not speak to each oth­er after their un­happy af­fair, and that there had been no pa­pers giv­en.

			Be­ing im­pa­tient to be sat­is­fied as to the truth of those facts, I sent this morn­ing to M. Dan­ceny’s; he is not in Par­is either; his ser­vants told my valet de chambre, he had set out last night, on some ad­vice he had re­ceived yes­ter­day, and the place of his res­id­ence was a secret; prob­ably he dreads the con­sequence of his af­fair; it is only from you then, my dear and worthy friend, I can learn such in­ter­est­ing par­tic­u­lars, that may be ne­ces­sary for M. de Mer­teuil—I re­new my re­quest, and beg you will send them to me as soon as pos­sible.

			
				P.S. My daugh­ter’s in­dis­pos­i­tion had no bad con­sequences. She presents her re­spects.

				Par­is, Dec. 11, 17—.
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				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			Madam,

			You will per­haps think the step I now take very ex­traordin­ary; but I be­seech you to hear be­fore you con­demn me, and do not look for either au­da­city or rash­ness, where there is noth­ing but re­spect and con­fid­ence. I will not dis­semble the in­jury I have done you; and dur­ing my whole life I should nev­er for­give my­self, if I could for one mo­ment think it had been pos­sible for me to avoid it; I also beg, Madam, you will be per­suaded, al­though I feel my­self ex­empt from re­proach, I am not ex­empt from sor­row; and I can with the greatest sin­cer­ity add, those I have caused you have a great share in those I feel. To be­lieve in those sen­ti­ments which I now pre­sume to as­sure you of, it will be enough you do your­self justice, and know, that without the hon­our of be­ing known to you, yet I have that of know­ing you.

			Still whilst I lament the fatal­ity which has caused at once your grief and my mis­for­tune, I am taught to be­lieve, that totally taken up with a thirst for re­venge, you sought means to sa­ti­ate it even in the sever­ity of the laws.

			Per­mit me first to ob­serve on this sub­ject, that here your grief de­ceives you; for my in­terest in this cir­cum­stance is so in­tim­ately linked with M. de Val­mont’s, that his memory would be in­volved in the same sen­tence you would have ex­cited against me. I should then reas­on­ably sup­pose, Madam, I should rather ex­pect as­sist­ance than obstacles from you, in the en­deav­ours I should be ob­liged to make, that this un­happy event should re­main bur­ied in ob­li­vi­on.

			But this re­source of com­pli­city, which is equally fa­vour­able to the in­no­cent and guilty, is not suf­fi­cient to sat­is­fy my del­ic­acy; in wish­ing to set you aside as a party, I call on you as my judge: the es­teem of those I re­spect is too dear, to suf­fer me to lose yours without de­fend­ing it, and I think I am fur­nished with the means.

			For if you will only agree, that re­venge is per­mit­ted, or rather, that a man owes it to him­self, when he is be­trayed in his love, in his friend­ship, and still more, in his con­fid­ence. If you agree to this, the wrongs I have done will dis­ap­pear: I do not ask you to be­lieve what I say; but read, if you have the res­ol­u­tion, the de­pos­it I put in­to your hands;36 the num­ber of ori­gin­al let­ters seem to au­then­tic­ate those, of which there is only cop­ies. Moreover, I re­ceived those let­ters, as I have the hon­our to trans­mit them to you, from M. de Val­mont him­self. I have not ad­ded to them, nor have I taken any from them but two let­ters, which I thought prop­er to pub­lish.

			The one was ne­ces­sary to the mu­tu­al ven­geance of M. de Val­mont and my­self, to which we had an equal right, and of which he ex­pressly gave me a charge. I moreover thought, it would be do­ing an es­sen­tial ser­vice to so­ci­ety, to un­mask a wo­man so really dan­ger­ous as Ma­dame de Mer­teuil is, and who, as you see, is the only, the true cause, of what happened between M. de Val­mont and me.

			A sen­ti­ment of justice in­duced me to pub­lish the second, for the jus­ti­fic­a­tion of M. de Pre­van, whom I scarcely know; but who did not in the least de­serve the rig­or­ous treat­ment he has met, nor the sever­ity of the pub­lic opin­ion, still more for­mid­able, un­der which he has lan­guished so long, without be­ing able to make any de­fence.

			You will only find cop­ies of those two let­ters, as I make it a point to keep the ori­gin­als. I do not think I can put in­to safer hands a de­pos­it, which, per­haps, I think of con­sequence to me not to be des­troyed, but which I should be ashamed to ab­use. I think, con­fid­ing those pa­pers to you, Madam, I serve those who are in­ter­ested, as well as if I re­turned them to them­selves, and I pre­serve them from the em­bar­rass­ment of re­ceiv­ing them from me, and of know­ing I am no stranger to events, which un­doubtedly they wish all the world to be un­ac­quain­ted with.

			I should, how­ever, in­form you, the an­nexed cor­res­pond­ence is only a part of a much more vo­lu­min­ous col­lec­tion from which M. de Val­mont drew it in my pres­ence, and which you will find at the tak­ing off the seals, en­titled as I saw, An open ac­count between the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil and Vis­count de Val­mont. On this you will take what meas­ures your prudence will sug­gest. I am with great re­spect,

			
				Madam, etc.

				P.S. Some ad­vices I have re­ceived, and the opin­ion of some friends, have made me re­solve to leave Par­is for some time; but the place of my re­treat, which is secret to every­one, must not be so to you. If you do me the hon­our of an an­swer, I beg you will dir­ect it to the com­mand­ery of ——— by P. ——— and un­der cov­er, to M. the Com­mand­er of ———. It is from his house I have the hon­our to write to you.

				Par­is, Dec. 12, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			I go, my dear friend, from won­der to won­der, from sor­row to sor­row: one must be a moth­er to con­ceive my suf­fer­ings all yes­ter­day morn­ing—If my cruel un­eas­i­ness has been since al­le­vi­ated, there still re­mains a pier­cing af­flic­tion, of which I can­not see the end.

			Yes­ter­day, about ten in the morn­ing, sur­prised at not see­ing my daugh­ter, I sent my wait­ing maid to know what could oc­ca­sion this delay—She re­turned in­stantly much frightened, and frightened me much more, by telling me my daugh­ter was not in her apart­ment, and that since morn­ing her wait­ing maid had not seen her. Judge you my situ­ation! I had all my ser­vants called, par­tic­u­larly the port­er, who all swore they knew noth­ing of her, nor gave me any in­tel­li­gence on this oc­ca­sion. I went im­me­di­ately in­to her apart­ment; the dis­order it was in soon con­vinced me, she did not go out un­til morn­ing, but could not dis­cov­er any­thing to clear up my doubts. I ex­amined her draw­ers, her bur­eau; found everything in its place, and all her clothes ex­cept the dress she had on when she went out: she did not even take the little money she had.

			As she did not know un­til yes­ter­day all that is said about M. de Mer­teuil; that she is very much at­tached to her; so much, that she did noth­ing but cry all night after—I also re­col­lect she did not know M. de Mer­teuil was in the coun­try; it struck me she went to see her friend, and that she was so fool­ish as to go alone: but the time elapsing, and no ac­count of her, re­called all my un­eas­i­ness—Every in­stant in­creased my anxi­ety; and burn­ing with im­pa­tience for in­form­a­tion, I dared not take any step to be in­formed, lest I should give cause for a ru­mour, which per­haps I should af­ter­wards wish to hide from all the world. In my life I nev­er suffered so much.

			At length, at past two o’clock, I re­ceived to­geth­er a let­ter from my daugh­ter, and one from the su­per­i­or of the con­vent of ———. My daugh­ter’s let­ter only in­formed me, she was afraid I would op­pose the vo­ca­tion she had to a re­li­gious life, which she did not dare men­tion to me; the rest was only ex­cus­ing her­self for hav­ing taken this res­ol­u­tion without my leave, be­ing as­sured I cer­tainly would not dis­ap­prove it, if I knew her motives, which, how­ever, she begged I would not en­quire in­to.

			The su­per­i­or in­formed me, that see­ing a young per­son come alone, she at first re­fused to re­ceive her; but hav­ing in­ter­rog­ated, and learn­ing who she was, she thought she served me, by giv­ing an asylum to my daugh­ter, not to ex­pose her to run about, which she cer­tainly was de­term­ined on do­ing. The su­per­i­or offered me, as was reas­on­able, to give up my daugh­ter, if I re­quired it; in­vit­ing me at the same time, not to op­pose a vo­ca­tion she calls so de­cided.

			She writes me also, she could not in­form me soon­er of this event, by the dif­fi­culty she had of pre­vail­ing on my daugh­ter to write to me whose in­tent was, that no one should know where she had re­tired—What a cruel thing is the un­reas­on­able­ness of chil­dren.

			I went im­me­di­ately to this con­vent. After hav­ing seen the su­per­i­or, I de­sired to see my daugh­ter; she came trem­bling, with some dif­fi­culty—I spoke to her be­fore the nuns, and then alone. All I could get out of her with a deal of cry­ing, was, she could not be happy but in a con­vent; I re­solved to give her leave to stay there; but not to be ranked among those who de­sired ad­mit­tance as she wanted. I fear M. de Tourvel’s and M. de Val­mont’s deaths have too much af­fected her young head. Al­though I re­spect much a re­li­gious vo­ca­tion, I shall not without sor­row, and even dread, see my daugh­ter em­brace this state—I think we have already du­ties enough to ful­fil, without cre­at­ing ourselves new ones: moreover, it is not at her age we can judge what con­di­tion is suit­able for us.

			What in­creases my em­bar­rass­ment, is the speedy re­turn of M. de Ger­court—Must I break off this ad­vant­age­ous match? How then can one con­trib­ute to their chil­dren’s hap­pi­ness, if our wishes and cares are not suf­fi­cient? You would much ob­lige me to let me know how you would act in my situ­ation; I can­not fix on any­thing. There is noth­ing so dread­ful as to de­cide on the fate of oth­ers; and I am equally afraid, on this oc­ca­sion, of us­ing the sever­ity of a judge, or the weak­ness of a moth­er.

			I al­ways re­proach my­self with in­creas­ing your griefs, by re­lat­ing mine; but I know your heart; the con­sol­a­tion you could give oth­ers, would be the greatest you could pos­sibly re­ceive.

			Adieu, my dear and worthy friend! I ex­pect your two an­swers with the greatest im­pa­tience.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 13, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to the Che­va­lier Dan­ceny

			
			The in­form­a­tion you have giv­en me, Sir, leaves me no room for any­thing but sor­row and si­lence. One re­grets to live, when they hear such hor­rible ac­tions; one must be ashamed of their sex, when they see a wo­man cap­able of such ab­om­in­a­tions.

			I will will­ingly as­sist all in my power, Sir, as far as I am con­cerned, to bury in si­lence and for­get­ful­ness everything that could leave any trace or con­sequence to those mel­an­choly events. I even wish they may nev­er give you any oth­er un­eas­i­ness than those in­sep­ar­able from the un­happy ad­vant­age you gained over my neph­ew. Not­with­stand­ing his faults, which I am forced to con­fess, I feel I shall nev­er be con­soled for his loss: but my ever­last­ing af­flic­tion will be the only re­venge I shall ever take on you; I leave it to your own heart to value its ex­tent.

			Will you per­mit my age to make a re­flec­tion which sel­dom oc­curs to yours? which is, if rightly un­der­stood what is sol­id hap­pi­ness, we should nev­er seek it bey­ond the bounds pre­scribed by re­li­gion and the laws.

			You may be very cer­tain I will faith­fully and will­ingly keep the de­pos­it you have con­fided to me: but I must re­quire of you to au­thor­ise me not to de­liv­er it to any­one, not even to your­self, Sir, un­less it should be ne­ces­sary for your jus­ti­fic­a­tion. I dare be­lieve you will not re­fuse me this re­quest, and that it is now un­ne­ces­sary to make you sens­ible we of­ten sigh for hav­ing giv­en way to the most just re­venge.

			I have not yet done with my re­quis­i­tions, per­suaded as I am of your gen­er­os­ity and del­ic­acy: it would be an act worthy both, to give me up also Ma­demois­elle de Volanges’ let­ters, which you prob­ably may have pre­served, and which, no doubt, are no longer in­ter­est­ing. I know this young creature has used you badly; but I do not think you mean to pun­ish her; and was it only out of re­spect to your­self, you will not de­base an ob­ject you loved so much. I have, there­fore, no oc­ca­sion to add, the re­spect the girl is un­worthy of, is well due to the moth­er, to that re­spect­able wo­man, who may lay some claim to a re­par­a­tion from you; for, in­deed, whatever col­our one may seek to put on a pre­ten­ded sen­ti­ment­al del­ic­acy, he who first at­tempts to se­duce a vir­tu­ous and in­no­cent heart, by that meas­ure be­comes the first abet­tor of its cor­rup­tion, and should be forever ac­count­able for the ex­cesses and dis­orders that are the con­sequence.

			Do not be sur­prised, Sir, at so much sever­ity from me; it is the strongest proof I can give you of my per­fect es­teem. You will still ac­quire an ad­di­tion­al right to it, if you ac­qui­esce, as I wish, to the con­ceal­ing a secret, the pub­lic­a­tion of which would pre­ju­dice your­self, and give a mor­tal stab to a ma­ter­nal heart you have already wounded. In a word, Sir, I wish to render this ser­vice to my friend; and if I had the least ap­pre­hen­sion you would re­fuse me this con­sol­a­tion, I would de­sire you to think first, it is the only one you had left me.

			
				I have the hon­our to be, etc.

				Castle of ———, Dec. 15, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Rose­monde to Ma­dame de Volanges

			
			If I had been ob­liged to send to Par­is, my dear friend, and wait for an an­swer to the eclair­cisse­ments you re­quire con­cern­ing Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, it would not have been pos­sible to give them to you yet; and even then they would be, doubt­less, vague and un­cer­tain: but I re­ceived some I did not ex­pect, that I had not the least reas­on to ex­pect, and they are in­dubit­able. O, my dear friend! how greatly you have been de­ceived in this wo­man!

			I have great re­luct­ance to enter in­to the par­tic­u­lars of this heap of shock­ing ab­om­in­a­tions; but let what will be giv­en out, be as­sured it will not ex­ceed the truth. I think, my dear friend, you know me suf­fi­ciently to take my word, and that you will not re­quire from me any proof. Let it suf­fice to tell you, there is a mul­ti­tude of them, which I have now in my pos­ses­sion.

			It is not without the greatest trouble I must also make you the same re­quest, not to ob­lige me to give my motives for the ad­vice you re­quire con­cern­ing Ma­demois­elle de Volanges. I en­treat you not to op­pose the vo­ca­tion she shows.

			Cer­tainly, no reas­on whatever should au­thor­ise the for­cing a per­son in­to that state, when there is no call: but it is some­times a great hap­pi­ness when there is; and you see your daugh­ter even tells you, if you knew her motives you would not dis­ap­prove them. He who in­spires us with sen­ti­ments, knows bet­ter than our vain wis­dom can dir­ect, what is suit­able to every­one; and what is of­ten taken for an act of sever­ity, is an act of his clem­ency.

			Upon the whole, my ad­vice, which I know will af­flict you, for which reas­on you must be­lieve I have re­flec­ted well on it, is, that you should leave Ma­demois­elle de Volanges in the con­vent, since it is her choice; and that you should rather en­cour­age than coun­ter­act the pro­ject she has formed; and in ex­pect­a­tion of its be­ing put in ex­e­cu­tion, not to hes­it­ate in break­ing off the in­ten­ded match.

			Now that I have ful­filled those pain­ful du­ties of friend­ship, and in­cap­able as I am of adding any con­sol­a­tion, the only fa­vour I have to re­quest, my dear friend, is, not to put me any in­ter­rog­at­or­ies on any sub­ject re­l­at­ive to those mel­an­choly events: let us leave them in the ob­li­vi­on suit­able to them; and without seek­ing use­less or af­flict­ing know­ledge, sub­mit to the de­crees of Provid­ence, con­fid­ing in the wis­dom of its views whenev­er it does not per­mit us to com­pre­hend them. Adieu, my dear friend!

			
				Castle of ———,

				Dec. 15, 17—.
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				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			Alas, my dear friend! with what a fright­ful veil do you cov­er the fate of my daugh­ter; and seem to dread I should raise it! What can it hide, then, more af­flict­ing to a moth­er’s heart, than those hor­rible sus­pi­cions to which you give me up? The more I con­sider your friend­ship, your in­dul­gence, the more my tor­ments are in­creased. Twenty times since last night, I wanted to be rid of those cruel un­cer­tain­ties, and to beg you would in­form me, without re­serve or eva­sion, and each time shuddered, when I re­col­lec­ted your re­quest not to be in­ter­rog­ated. At length, I have thought on a way which still gives me some hope; and I ex­pect from your friend­ship, you will not re­fuse to grant my wish: which is, to in­form me if I have nearly un­der­stood what you might have to tell me; not to be afraid to ac­quaint me with all a moth­er’s ten­der­ness can hide, and is not im­possible to be re­paired. If my miser­ies ex­ceed those bounds, then I con­sent to leave the ex­plan­a­tion to your si­lence: here is, then, what I already know, and so far my fears ex­ten­ded.

			My daugh­ter showed a lik­ing for Che­va­lier Dan­ceny, and I was in­formed, she went so far as to re­ceive let­ters from him, and even to an­swer them; but I thought I had pre­ven­ted this ju­ven­ile er­ror from hav­ing any dan­ger­ous con­sequence: now that I am in dread of everything, I con­ceive it pos­sible my vi­gil­ance may have been de­ceived, and I dread my daugh­ter be­ing se­duced may have com­pleted the meas­ure of her fol­lies.

			I now re­call to mind sev­er­al cir­cum­stances that may strengthen this ap­pre­hen­sion. I wrote you, my daugh­ter was taken ill, on the news of M. de Val­mont’s mis­for­tune; per­haps, the cause of this sens­ib­il­ity was the idea of the dangers M. Dan­ceny was ex­posed to in this com­bat. Since when, she wept so much on hear­ing everything was said of Ma­dame de Mer­teuil; per­haps, what I ima­gined the grief of friend­ship, was noth­ing else but the ef­fect of jeal­ousy, or re­gret at find­ing her lov­er faith­less. Her last step may, I think, per­haps be ex­plained by the same motive. Some, who have been dis­gus­ted with man­kind, have ima­gined they re­ceived a call from heav­en. In short, sup­pos­ing those things to be so, and that you are ac­quain­ted with them, you may, no doubt, have thought them suf­fi­cient to jus­ti­fy the rig­or­ous ad­vice you give me.

			And if mat­ters should be so, at the same time I should blame my daugh­ter, I should think my­self bound to at­tempt every meth­od to save her from the tor­ments and dangers of an il­lus­ory and trans­it­ory vo­ca­tion. If M. Dan­ceny is not totally di­vested of every hon­our­able sen­ti­ment, he will not surely re­fuse to re­pair an in­jury of which he is the sole au­thor; and I also think, a mar­riage with my daugh­ter, not to men­tion her fam­ily, would be ad­vant­age­ously flat­ter­ing to him.

			This, my dear and worthy friend, is my last hope; hasten to con­firm it, if pos­sible. You may judge how im­pa­tient I shall be for an an­swer, and what a mor­tal blow your si­lence would give me.37

			I was just clos­ing my let­ter, when a man of my ac­quaint­ance came to see me, and re­lated to me a cruel scene Ma­dame de Mer­teuil had to go through yes­ter­day. As I saw no one for some days, I heard noth­ing of this af­fair. I will re­cite it, as I had it from an eye wit­ness.

			Ma­dame de Mer­teuil, at her re­turn from the coun­try on Thursday, was set down at the Itali­an com­edy, where she had a box; there she was alone; and what must ap­pear to her very ex­traordin­ary, not a man came near her dur­ing the whole per­form­ance. At com­ing away, she went, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, in­to the little sa­loon, which was full of com­pany; in­stantly a buzz­ing began, of which prob­ably she did not think her­self the ob­ject. She ob­served an empty place on one of the seats, on which she sat down; but all the ladies who were seated on it im­me­di­ately rose, as if in con­cert, and left her en­tirely alone. This so poin­ted mark of gen­er­al in­dig­na­tion was ap­plauded by all the men, re­doubled the mur­murs, which, it is said, were even at last in­creased to hoot­ings.

			That noth­ing should be want­ing to com­plete her hu­mi­li­ation, un­for­tu­nately for her, M. de Pre­van, who had not ap­peared in pub­lic since his ad­ven­ture, made his ap­pear­ance at that in­stant. The mo­ment he entered, every­one, men and wo­men, sur­roun­ded and ap­plauded him; and he was jostled in such a man­ner, as to be brought dir­ectly op­pos­ite M. de Mer­teuil by the com­pany who formed a circle round him. It is as­ser­ted, she pre­served the ap­pear­ance of neither see­ing or hear­ing any­thing, and that she did not even change coun­ten­ance; but I am apt to be­lieve this last an ex­ag­ger­a­tion. How­ever, this truly ig­no­mini­ous situ­ation las­ted un­til her car­riage was an­nounced; and at her de­par­ture, those scan­dal­ous hoot­ings and hiss­ings were again re­doubled. It is shock­ing to be re­lated to this wo­man. M. de Pre­van re­ceived a most hearty wel­come from all the of­ficers of his corps who were there, and there is not the least doubt but he will be re­stored soon to his rank.

			The same per­son who gave me this in­form­a­tion told me M. de Mer­teuil was taken the night fol­low­ing with a very vi­ol­ent fever, that was at first ima­gined to be the ef­fect of the dread­ful situ­ation she was in; but last night the small­pox de­clared it­self, it is of the con­flu­ent kind, and of the worst sort. On my word, I think it would be the greatest hap­pi­ness if it should carry her off. It is, moreover, re­por­ted, this af­fair will pre­ju­dice her most es­sen­tially in her de­pend­ing law­suit, which is soon to be brought to tri­al, and in which, it is said, she stood in need of power­ful pro­tec­tion.

			Adieu, my dear and worthy friend! In all this I see the hand of Provid­ence pun­ish­ing the wicked: but do not find any con­sol­a­tion for their un­happy vic­tims.

			
				Par­is, Dec. 18, 17—.
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				The Che­va­lier Dan­ceny to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			You are very right, Madam; most cer­tainly I will not re­fuse you any­thing that de­pends on me, and on which you are in­clined to set a value. The pack­et I have the hon­our to send you, con­tains all Ma­demois­elle de Volanges’ let­ters. If you will take the trouble to read them, you will be as­ton­ished to see so much cand­our united with such per­fi­di­ous­ness. This is, at least, what has made the strongest im­pres­sion on my mind, at my last per­us­al of them.

			But it is im­possible to avoid be­ing filled with the greatest in­dig­na­tion against M. de Mer­teuil, when one re­col­lects what hor­rible pleas­ure and pains she took to des­troy so much in­no­cence and cand­our.

			No, Madam, I am no longer in love. I have not the least spark of a sen­ti­ment so un­wor­thily be­trayed; and it is not love that puts me on means to jus­ti­fy Ma­demois­elle de Volanges. Still would not that in­no­cent heart, that soft and easy tem­per, be moul­ded to good more read­ily than it was hur­ried to evil? What young per­son, just come out of a con­vent, without ex­per­i­ence, and al­most di­vested of ideas, and bring­ing with her in­to the world, as most al­ways hap­pens, an equal share of ig­nor­ance of good and evil; what young per­son could have res­isted such culp­able ar­ti­fices more? In or­der to in­spire us with some in­dul­gence, it is suf­fi­cient to re­flect on how many cir­cum­stances, in­de­pend­ent of us, is the fright­ful al­tern­at­ive from del­ic­acy, to the de­prav­ity of sen­ti­ment. You, then, did me justice, Madam, in be­liev­ing me in­cap­able of hav­ing any idea of re­venge, for the in­jur­ies I re­ceived from Ma­demois­elle de Volanges, and which, not­with­stand­ing, I felt very sens­ibly. The sac­ri­fice is great, in be­ing ob­liged to give over lov­ing her: but the at­tempt would be too great for me to hate her.

			I had no need of re­flec­tion to wish everything that con­cerns, or that could be pre­ju­di­cial to her, should ever be kept secret from the world. If I have ap­peared some­thing dilat­ory in ful­filling your wishes on this oc­ca­sion, I be­lieve I may tell you my motive; I wished first to be cer­tain I should not be troubled on my late un­happy af­fair. At a time when I was so­li­cit­ing your in­dul­gence, when I even dared to think I had some right to it, I should have dreaded hav­ing the least ap­pear­ance in a man­ner of pur­chas­ing it by this con­des­cen­sion: cer­tain of the pur­ity of my motives, I had, I own, the van­ity to wish you could not have the least doubt of them.

			I hope you will par­don this del­ic­acy, per­haps too sus­cept­ible, to the ven­er­a­tion with which you have in­spired me, and to the great value of your es­teem.

			The same sen­ti­ment makes me re­quest as a fa­vour, you will be so ob­li­ging to let me know if you think I have ful­filled all the ob­lig­a­tions the un­happy cir­cum­stances I was in re­quired. Once sat­is­fied on this point, my res­ol­u­tion is taken; I set out for Malta: there I shall with pleas­ure take and re­li­giously keep vows which will sep­ar­ate me from a world, with which, though young, I have so much reas­on to be dis­sat­is­fied—I will en­deav­our in a for­eign clime, to lose the idea of so many ac­cu­mu­lated hor­rors, whose re­mem­brance can only bring sor­row to my head.

			
				I am with the greatest re­spect, Madam, etc.

				Par­is, Dec. 26, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					175
				

				Ma­dame de Volanges to Ma­dame de Rose­monde

			
			At length, my dear and worthy friend, Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s fate is de­term­ined; and it is such, that her greatest en­emies are di­vided between the in­dig­na­tion she de­serves, and the com­pas­sion she raises. I was right, when I wrote you it would be happy for her to have died of the small­pox. She is re­covered, it is true, but hor­ribly dis­figured; and has lost an eye. You may well ima­gine, I have not seen her; but I have been in­formed she is a hideous spec­tacle.

			The Mar­quis of ——— who nev­er loses an op­por­tun­ity of say­ing a sar­castic­al thing, speak­ing of her yes­ter­day, said, that her dis­order had turned her in­side out; that now her mind was painted on her coun­ten­ance. Un­for­tu­nately all present thought the re­mark very just.

			An­oth­er event adds to her dis­graces and her mis­for­tunes: her law­suit came to a tri­al the day be­fore yes­ter­day, and she was cast by the un­an­im­ous opin­ion of all the judges; costs of suit, dam­ages, and in­terest.

			All in fa­vour of the minors: so that the little she had ex­clus­ive of this suit, is all swal­lowed, and more too by the ex­penses.

			As soon as she was in­formed of this news, al­though still ill, she set off post in the night alone—Her people say today, that not one of them would ac­com­pany her; it is ima­gined she has taken the road to Hol­land.

			This sud­den flight raises the gen­er­al out­cry more than all the rest; as she has car­ried off all her dia­monds, which are a very con­sid­er­able ob­ject; and were a part of her hus­band’s suc­ces­sion; her plate, her jew­els, in short everything she could; and has left be­hind her debts to the amount of 50,000 livres—it is an ac­tu­al bank­ruptcy.

			The fam­ily are to as­semble to­mor­row to take some meas­ures with the cred­it­ors. Al­though a very dis­tant re­la­tion, I have offered to con­trib­ute, but I was not at this meet­ing, be­ing ob­liged to as­sist at a more mel­an­choly ce­re­mony. To­mor­row my daugh­ter will put on the habit of novice; I hope you will not for­get, my dear friend, my only motive in agree­ing to this sac­ri­fice, is the si­lence you keep with me.

			M. Dan­ceny quit­ted Par­is about a fort­night ago; it is said he is gone to Malta, to settle: per­haps it would be yet time enough to pre­vent him? My dear friend, my daugh­ter was very culp­able then! You will un­doubtedly ex­cuse a moth­er be­ing dif­fi­cult in ac­qui­es­cing to such a dread­ful truth.

			What a fatal­ity I am in­volved in for some time past, and has wounded me in my dearest con­nec­tions! My daugh­ter and my friend.

			Who can re­frain be­ing struck with hor­ror at the mis­for­tunes one dan­ger­ous con­nec­tion may cause, and how many sor­rows and troubles would be avoided by ser­i­ously re­flect­ing on this point! Where is the wo­man who would not fly the first ad­vances of a se­du­cer? What moth­er would not tremble to see any oth­er but her­self speak to her daugh­ter? But those cool re­flec­tions nev­er oc­cur un­til after the event. And one of the most im­port­ant and gen­er­ally ac­know­ledged truths, is stifled and use­less in the vor­tex of our ab­surd man­ners.

			Farewell, my dear and worthy friend! I now feel, our reas­on, which is in­ad­equate to pre­vent mis­for­tunes, is still less to ad­min­is­ter con­sol­a­tion.38

			
				Par­is, Jan. 14, 17—.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. A boarder in the same con­vent.

			2. Josephine was the port­ress of the con­vent.

			3. To un­der­stand this pas­sage, it must be re­marked, that the Count de Ger­court had quit­ted the Mar­chion­ess de Mer­teuil for the In­tend­ante de ———, who had on his ac­count aban­doned the Vis­count de Val­mont, and that then the at­tach­ment of the Mar­chion­ess to the Vis­count com­menced. As that ad­ven­ture was long ante­cedent to the events which are the sub­ject of these let­ters, it has been thought bet­ter to sup­press the whole of that cor­res­pond­ence.

			4. Not to tire the read­er’s pa­tience, we sup­press many of the let­ters of this daily cor­res­pond­ence, and give only them we think ne­ces­sary for un­fold­ing the events of this so­ci­ety. For the same reas­on we sup­press all those of Sophia Carnay, and sev­er­al of those of the act­ors in this piece.

			5. Ma­dame de Volanges’ er­ror in­forms us, that Val­mont, like most prof­lig­ate wretches, did not im­peach his ac­com­plices.

			6. This is the same who is men­tioned in Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s let­ters.

			7. The let­ter that is men­tioned here was not found; but there is reas­on to be­lieve that it is that Ma­dame de Mer­teuil men­tions in her let­ter which Cecil­ia Volanges refers to.

			8. Ma­dame de Tourvel does not ven­ture to say it is done by her or­der.

			9. We shall here­after sup­press Cecil­ia Volanges and Che­va­lier Dan­ceny’s let­ters, be­ing un­in­ter­est­ing.

			10. See Let­ter the 35th.

			11. Those who have not some­times had oc­ca­sion to feel the value of a word, of an ex­pres­sion con­sec­rated by love, will not find any sense in this phrase.

			12. The read­er must have long since ob­served, from Ma­dame de Mer­teuil’s man­ners, that she paid little re­gard to re­li­gion. All this de­tail would have been sup­pressed; but it was thought, that to show ef­fects, it was ne­ces­sary to touch upon the causes of them.

			13. It is ima­gined Rousseau in his Emily; but the cita­tion is not ex­act, and the ap­plic­a­tion that Val­mont makes is false; and, per­haps, Ma­dame de Tourvel had not read Emily.

			14. Mr. Dan­ceny is wrong; for he had already made a con­fid­ant of Mons. de Val­mont. See Let­ter the 57th.

			15. Ma­demois­elle de Volanges hav­ing a little time after changed her con­fid­ant, as will be seen in the fol­low­ing Let­ters, there will no more be giv­en in this col­lec­tion of those she con­tin­ued to write to her friend in the con­vent.

			16. This let­ter was not found.

			17. Here­after will be seen, in the 152nd Let­ter, not Mr. de Val­mont’s secret, but pretty nearly of what kind it was; and the read­er will per­ceive, that we could throw no more light on that sub­ject.

			18. See Let­ter the 74th.

			19. See Let­ter the 70th.

			20. Sev­er­al per­sons, per­haps, do not know that a mace­doine is a col­lec­tion of games at haz­ard, in which each per­son who cuts the cards has a right to choose when he holds the hand: it is one of the in­ven­tions of the age.

			21. The com­mand­ant of the corps in which Pre­van served.

			22. Dan­ceny does not know the way; he only re­peats Val­mont’s ex­pres­sion.

			23. Voltaire’s com­edy of Nan­ine.

			24. The same vil­lage, halfway on the roads.

			25. New Heloise.

			26. New Heloise.

			27. Regnard’s Amor­ous Fol­lies.

			28. This let­ter was nev­er found.

			29. Let­ters 120 and 122.

			30. See Let­ter 128.

			31. Du Belloi’s tragedy of The Siege of Cal­ais.

			32. Let­ters 46 and 47.

			33. Noth­ing hav­ing ap­peared in this cor­res­pond­ence that could re­solve this doubt, we chose to sup­press Val­mont’s let­ter.

			34. This box con­tained all the let­ters re­l­at­ive to her ad­ven­ture with M. de Val­mont.

			35. Let­ters 81 and 85.

			36. It is from this cor­res­pond­ence, from that giv­en at the death of M. de Tourvel, and the let­ters con­fided to M. Rose­monde, by Ma­dame de Volanges, that the present col­lec­tion has been com­piled; the ori­gin­als are still ex­ist­ing in the pos­ses­sion of Ma­dame de Rose­monde’s heirs.

			37. This let­ter re­mained un­answered.

			38. Par­tic­u­lar reas­ons and con­sid­er­a­tions, which we shall al­ways think it our duty to re­spect, ob­lige us to stop here.

			We can­not at this time give the read­er neither the con­tinu­ation of M. de Volanges’ ad­ven­tures, nor the sin­is­ter events which ful­filled the miser­ies or ended M. de Mer­teuil’s Pun­ish­ment.

			We shall be per­mit­ted, per­haps, some time or oth­er, to com­plete this work, but we can­not pledge ourselves to this: even if we could, we should first think ourselves ob­liged to con­sult the taste of the pub­lic, who have not the same reas­ons we have to be con­cerned in this pub­lic­a­tion.
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