file://IC|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt

Et ext prepared by Dagny, dagnyj @otmail.com
and Bonnie Sala, Sterling Editing Services, clio@scomcom

GOBSECK
BY

HONCRE DE BALZAC

Transl at ed By
El l en Marri age

DEDI CATI ON
To M | e Baron Barchou de Penhoen.

Among all the pupils of the Oratorian school at Vendonme, we are, |
think, the only two who have afterwards nmet in nid-career of a
life of letters--we who once were cultivating Phil osophy when by
ri ghts we should have been minding our De viris. Wen we net, you
wer e engaged upon your noble works on Gernman phil osophy, and |
upon this study. So neither of us has nissed his vocation; and
you, when you see your name here, will feel, no doubt, as much

pl easure as he who inscribes his work to you.--Your old
school fel | ow

1840

De Bal zac

GOBSECK

It was one o' clock in the norning, during the winter of 1829-30, but
in the Vicontesse de Grandlieu's salon two persons stayed on who did
not belong to her famly circle. A young and good-1| ooki ng man heard
the clock strike, and took his | eave. When the courtyard echoed with
the sound of a departing carriage, the Vicontesse | ooked up, saw that
no one was present save her brother and a friend of the fanmly
finishing their game of piquet, and went across to her daughter. The
girl, standing by the chi mey-piece, apparently examining a
transparent fire-screen, was listening to the sounds fromthe
courtyard in a way that justified certain naternal fears.

"Camlle," said the Vicomesse, "if you continue to behave to young
Cont e de Restaud as you have done this evening, you will oblige nme to
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see no nore of himhere. Listen, child, and if you have any confidence
innm love, let me guide you in life. At seventeen one cannot judge of
past or future, nor of certain social considerations. | have only one
thing to say to you. M de Restaud has a nother, a nother who woul d
waste mllions of francs; a wonan of no birth, a MIle. CGoriot; people
tal ked a good deal about her at one tine. She behaved so badly to her
own father, that she certainly does not deserve to have so good a son
The young Count adores her, and maintains her in her position with
dutiful ness worthy of all praise, and he is extrenely good to his
brother and sister.--But however admirable H' S behavior may be," the
Vi comt esse added with a shrewd expression, "so |ong as his nother
lives, any famly would take alarmat the idea of intrusting a
daughter's fortune and future to young Restaud."

"I overheard a word now and again in your talk with Mle. de
Grandlieu," cried the friend of the famly, "and it made ne anxious to
put in a word of ny own.--1 have won, M |le Conte," he added, turning
to his opponent. "I shall throw you over and go to your niece's

assi stance. "

"See what it is to have an attorney's ears!" exclainmed the Vicontesse.
"My dear Derville, how could you know what | was saying to Canille in
a whi sper?"

"I knew it fromyour | ooks,"
low chair by the fire.

answered Derville, seating hinself in a

Camille's uncle went to her side, and Mre. de Grandlieu took up her
position on a hearth stool between her daughter and Derville.

"The time has cone for telling a story, which should nodify your
judgnment as to Ernest de Restaud's prospects.”

"A story?" cried Canmille. "Do begin at once, nonsieur."

The gl ance that Derville gave the Vicontesse told her that this tale
was nmeant for her. The Vicontesse de Grandlieu, be it said, was one of
the greatest |adies in the Faubourg Saint-Gernain, by reason of her
fortune and her ancient nane; and though it may seem i nprobable that a
Paris attorney should speak so familiarly to her, or be so nuch at
hone in her house, the fact is neverthel ess easily explained.

When Mre. de Gandlieu returned to France wwth the Royal fam| she
cane to Paris, and at first lived entire on the pension all owed her
out_of the CGvil List by Louis XVIII.--lan intolerable position. The

otel de Grandlieu had been sold by the Republic. It cane to
Derville's know edge that there were aws Inthe title, and he
thought that it ought to return to the Vicontesse. He instituteo
roceedings for nullity of contract, and gai ned the day. Encouraged by
this success, he used | egal quibbles to such purpose that he conpelle
sone Institution or other to disgorge the Forest of Liceney. Then he
Mwon certarn |awsuits agalinst the Canal d'Orleans, and recovered @
tolerably | arge anount of property, wt I ch the Enperor had endoweo
various public institutions. So 1t fell out that, thanks to the youn
attorney's skiltul nanagenent, Mye. de G andlieu s I ncome reached the
sum of sone sixty thousand francs, to say nothing of the vast suns
returned to her the |aw of | ndemmity. rville, a man o I
character, we I nforned, nodest, and pl easant |1 n conpany, becane t
ouse-ffriend of the famly.|

By his conduct of Mme. de Grandlieu's affairs he had fairly earned the
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est eem of the Faubourg Saint-Gernmain, and nunbered the best fanilies
anong his clients; but he did not take advantage of his popularity, as
an anbi tious man mni ght have done. The Vicontesse would have had him
sell his practice and enter the magistracy, in which career
advancenent woul d have been swift and certain with such influence at
his di sposal; but he persistently refused all offers. He only went
into society to keep up his connections, but he occasionally spent an
evening at the Hotel de Grandlieu. It was a very lucky thing for him
that his talents had been brought into the |ight by his devotion to
Mre. de Grandlieu, for his practice otherw se m ght have gone to

pi eces. Derville had not an attorney's soul. Since Ernest de Restaud
had appeared at the Hotel de Grandlieu, and he had noticed that
Camlle felt attracted to the young man, Derville had been as
assiduous in his visits as any dandy of the Chausee-d' Antin newy
admtted to the nobl e Faubourg. At a ball only a few days before, when
he happened to stand near Camille, and said, indicating the Count:

"It is a pity that yonder youngster has not two or three nmllion
francs, is it not?"

"Is it a pity? | do not think so," the girl answered. "M de Restaud
has plenty of ability; he is well educated, and the Mnister, his
chief, thinks well of him He will be a remarkable man, | have no
doubt. 'Yonder youngster' wll have as much noney as he wi shes when he
conmes into power."

"Yes, but suppose that he were rich already?"

"Ri ch already?" repeated Canille, flushing red. "Wiy all the girls in
the roomwould be quarreling for him" she said, glancing at the
quadrilles.

"And then," retorted the attorney, "Mle. de Grandlieu night not be
the one towards whom his eyes are always turned? That is what that red
col or neans! You like him do you not? Cone, speak out."

Cam |l e suddenly rose to go.
"She loves him" Derville thought.

Since that evening, Camille had been unwontedly attentive to the
attorney, who approved of her liking for Ernest de Restaud. Hitherto,
al t hough she knew well that her family lay under great obligations to
Derville, she had felt respect rather than real friendship for him
their relation was nore a natter of politeness than of warnth of
feeling; and by her manner, and by the tones of her voice, she had

al ways made hi m sensi ble of the distance which socially |ay between
them Gatitude is a charge upon the inheritance which the second
generation is apt to repudiate.

"This adventure," Derville began after a pause, "brings the one
ronmantic event in ny life to ny mnd. You are |aughing already," he

went on; "it seens so ridiculous, doesn't it, that an attorney shoul d
speak of a romance in his life? But once | was five-and-twenty, like
everybody el se, and even then | had seen sone queer things. | ought to

begin at the beginning by telling you about sone one whomit is
i mpossi bl e that you shoul d have known. The man in question was a
usurer.
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"Can you grasp a clear notion of that sallow, wan face of his? | w sh
the Academ e would give ne | eave to dub such faces the |unar type. It
was i ke silver-gilt, with the gilt rubbed off. H's hair was iron-
gray, sleek, and carefully conbed; his features m ght have been cast
in bronze; Talleyrand hinself was not npre i npassive than this nopney-
|l ender. A pair of little eyes, yellow as a ferret's, and with scarce
an eyelash to them peered out fromunder the sheltering peak of a
shabby old cap, as if they feared the light. He had the thin Iips that
you see in Renbrandt's or Metsu's portraits of alchem sts and shrunken
old nen, and a nose so sharp at the tip that it put you in mnd of a
gimet. H's voice was so | ow, he always spoke suavely; he never flew
Into a passion. H's age was a problent i1t was hard to say whet her he
had grown old before his tine, or whether by econony of youth he had
saved enough to last himhis life.

"H's room and everything init, fromthe green baize of the bureau to
the strip of carpet by the bed, was as clean and threadbare as the
chilly sanctuary of sonme elderly spinster who spends her days in
rubbing her furniture. In winter time, the live brands of the fire
snoul dered all day in a bank of ashes; there was never any flane in
his grate. He went through his day, fromhis uprising to his evening
coughing-fit, with the regularity of a pendulum and in sone sort was
a_cl ockwork man, wound up by a night's slunmber. |louch a wood-f ouse OE
an _excursion across your sheet of paper, and the creature shans death;
and 1 n sonething the same way ny acqgual ntance woul d stop short 1 n the
jnddle of a sentence, while a cart went by, to save the strain to his
v0|ce.|FoIIomﬁng the exanple of Fontenelle, he was thrifty of pul se-
strokes, and concentrated all human sensibility in the innernost
sanctuary of Self.

"Hs life flowed soundl ess as the sands of an hour-glass. H S victins
[sonet | nes ;!ew Into a rage ang nage a great Qea{ o; n0|sei ;o!!omeg éh
a great silence; soi1s It Iin a kitchen after a fow s nec as bee

W ung. |

"Toward evening fthis bill of exchange iIncarnate woul d assunme ordi nary
human shape, and his netals were metanorphosed into a human heart.
When he was satisfied with his day's business, he would rub his hands;
his inward gl ee woul d escape |ike snmoke through every rift and winkle
of his face;--in no other way is it possible to give an idea of the
nut e play of nuscle which expressed sensations sinilar to the

soundl ess | aughter of Leather Stocking. |Indeed, even in transports of
joy, his conversation was confined to nonosyll abl es; he wore the sane
non-conmittal countenance.

"This was the nei ghbor Chance found for ne in the house in the Rue de
Gres, where | used to live when as yet | was only a second clerk
finishing ny third year's studies. The house is danp and dark, and
boasts no courtyard. All the windows |ook on the street; the whole
dwelling, in claustral fashion, is divided into roons or cells of
equal size, all opening upon a long corridor dimy lit with borrowed
lights. The place nust have been part of an old convent once. So
gloonmy was it, that the gaiety of eldest sons forsook them on the

stairs before they reached ny neighbor's door. |He and his_house wer e
ch ali ke; even so does the oyster resenble his native rock.

"I was the one creature with whom he had any comuni cation, socially

speaki ng; he would cone in to ask for a light, to borrow a book or a

newspaper, and of an evening he would allow ne to go into his cell

and when he was in the hunor we woul d chat together. These marks of
confidence were the results of four years of nei ghborhood and ny own
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sober conduct. From sheer |ack of pence, | was bound to live pretty
nmuch as he did. Had he any relations or friends? Was he rich or poor?
Nobody coul d give an answer to these questions. | nyself never saw

noney in his room Doubtless his capital was safely stowed in the
strong roons of the Bank. He used to collect his bills hinself as they
fell due, running all over Paris on a pair of shanks as skinny as a
stag's. On occasion he would be a martyr to prudence. One day, when he
happened to have gold in his pockets, a double napol eon worked its
way, sonehow or other, out of his fob and fell, and another | odger
following himup the stairs picked up the coin and returned it to its
owner .

" '"That isn't mnel!' said he, with a start of surprise. 'Mne indeed!
If | were rich, should | live as | do!"

"He made his cup of coffee hinself every nmorning on the cast-iron
chafing dish which stood all day in the black angle of the grate; his
di nner canme in froma cookshop; and our old porter's wife went up at
the prescribed hour to set his roomin order. Finally, a whinsical
chance, in which Sterne woul d have seen predestination, had nanmed the
man Gobseck. When | did business for himlater, | cane to know that he
was about seventy-six years old at the tine when we becane acquai nt ed.
He was born about 1740, in sone outlying suburb of Antwerp, of a Dutch
father and a Jewi sh nother, and his name was Jean- Est her Van CGobseck.
You renenber how all Paris took an interest in that nurder case, a
woman nanmed La bell e Hol | andai se? | happened to nention it to ny old
nei ghbor, and he answered w thout the slightest synptomof interest or
surprise, 'She is ny grandniece.'

"That was the only remark drawn fromhimby the death of his sole
surviving next of kin, his sister's granddaughter. Fromreports of the
case | found that La belle Hollandai se was in fact named Sara Van
Gobseck. When | asked by what curious chance his grandni ece canme to
bear his surname, he sml ed:

'The woren never marry in our famly.'

"SI ngul ar creature, he had never cared to find out a single relative
anong four generations counted on the fenale side. The thought of his
heirs was abhorrent to hint and the idea that his wealth coul d pass
Into other hands after his death sinply inconceivabl e.

"He was a child, ten years old, when his nother shipped himoff as a
cabin boy on a voyage to the Dutch Straits Settlenments, and there he
knocked about for twenty years. The inscrutable lines on that sall ow
forehead kept the secret of horrible adventures, sudden panic,
unhoped-for luck, romantic cross events, joys that knewno linit,
hunger endured and | ove tranpl ed under foot, fortunes risked, |ost,
and recovered, life endangered tine and tinme again, and saved, it may
be, by one of the rapid, ruthless decisions absolved by necessity. He
had known Admiral Sineuse, M de Lally, M de Kergarouet, M

d Estaing, le Bailli de Suffren, M de Portenduere, Lord Cornwallis,
Lord Hastings, Tippoo Sahib's father, Tippoo Sahib hinself. The bully
who served Mahadaji Sindhia, King of Delhi, and did so nmuch to found
the power of the Mahrattas, had had dealings with Gobseck. Long

resi dence at St. Thomas brought himin contact with Victor Hughes and
other notorious pirates. In his quest of fortune he had |left no stone
unturned; witness an attenpt to discover the treasure of that tribe of
savages so fampus in Buenos Ayres and its nei ghborhood. He had a
personal know edge of the events of the American War of | ndependence.
But if he spoke of the Indies or of Anerica, as he did very rarely
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with nme, and never with anyone el se, he seened to regard it as an

i ndi scretion and to repent of it afterwards. If humanity and
sociability are in sonme sort a religion, Gobseck m ght be ranked as an
infidel; but though | set nyself to study him | nust confess, to ny
shane, that his real nature was inpenetrable up to the very last. |
even felt doubts at tines as to his sex. If all usurers are like this
one, | maintain that they belong to the neuter gender.

"Did he adhere to his nmother's religion? Did he | ook on Gentiles as
his legitimte prey? Had he turned Roman Catholic, Lutheran,
Mahonet an, Brahmin, or what not? | never knew anythi ng what soever
about his religious opinions, and so far as | could see, he was
indi fferent rather than incredul ous.

"One evening | went in to see this nan who had turned hinself to gold;

the usurer, whomiis victins (his clients, as he styled the wer
pont to call Dadd seck, perhaps Ironica , per haps way o
ant | phrasi s.| He was sitting in his arnchair, notionless as a statue,

staring fixedly at the mantel -shelf, where he seened to read the
figures of his statenents. A lanp, with a pedestal that had once been
green, was burning in the room but so far fromtaking color fromits
snoky light, his face seenmed to stand out positively paler against the
background. He pointed to a chair set for ne, but not a word did he
say.

"What thoughts can this being have in his nind?' said | to nyself.
' Does he know that a God exists; does he know there are such things as

feeling, wonan, happiness? | pitied himas | might have pitied a
di seased creature. But, at the sane tinme, | knew quite well that while
he had mllions of francs at his conmmand, he possessed the world no

less in idea--that world which he had expl ored, ransacked, wei ghed,
appr ai sed, and expl oi ted.

" ' Good day, Daddy Gobseck,' | began

"He turned his face towards nme with a slight contraction of his bushy,
bl ack eyebrows; this characteristic shade of expression in himneant
as nmuch as the nost jubilant snmile on a Southern face.

" "You | ook just as gloony as you did that day when the news cane of
the failure of that booksell er whose sharpness you admred so nuch,
t hough you were one of his victins.'

"One of his victins?' he repeated, wth a | ook of astoni shnent.

"Yes. Did you not refuse to accept conposition at the neeting of
creditors until he undertook privately to pay you your debt in full
and did he not give you bills accepted by the insolvent firm and
t hen, when he set up in business again, did he not pay you the
di vi dend upon those bills of yours, signed as they were by the
bankrupt firn®'

"He was a sharp one, but | had it out of him
" '"Then have you sonme bills to protest? To-day is the 30th, |
bel i eve.

"I't was the first tine | had spoken to hi mof noney. He | ooked
ironically up at me; then in those bl and accents, not unli ke the husky
tones which the tyro draws froma flute, he answered, '| am anusi ng
mysel f.'
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'So you amnuse yourself now and agai n?'

"Do you | nagl ne that the onl oets 1n the world are those who pri nt
thelr verses? e asked, wth a pitying [ ook and shrug of the
shoul ders. |
" '"Poetry in that head!' thought I, for as yet | knew nothing of his
life.
[T"What Tife could be as glorlous as m nez he conti nued, and hi s eyes

' ore

il ed u You are youn our nental visions are co
ouL AT Ul E ooai you_see WOMEN' S Taces 1N tne Ire, while |l

see not

ut oa|s In mne. You have all sorts of beliefs, waile | have no

usl ons- - ou can. Now | W

Ife wmth the o|scount taken off. 0 erever you li1 ke, or stay at
one by the fireside wwth vour wmfte, there always cones a tine when
ou settle down Inh a certaln groove, the groove IS your preference;
and then happl ness consists I n the exercise o our taculties
applying themto realities. Anything nore 1n the way of precept IS
al se. rinciples have been varl ous, anong various nen; | had to

ange themw th every change of 1atltude. |E|nqs that We admre I n
urope are punishable 1n Asia, and a vice In Paris becones a necessit

wnen you have passed the Azores. ere are no such things as hard-pnd-
ast rules; there are on conventl ons adaptea to the clinate. 1N

1 Ng that a ways I enual ns, the one sure |1 nstinct
hat nature has | erl anted 1 n us, IS the 1 nstinct of sel f-l nterest. It
MOU had |1 ved as |Ong as | havei ﬁou woul d know that there I1s but one
concrete real it | nvaril a e enou to e wort carin about an t hat
Tound out that there were eirther hills or | al NS ever ywher e:
al NS are nonot onous S a wearl ness; consequent
e ert out o t he uest1 on. to nmanners; nan IS nan a
pver. e sane attl e et ween t he poor an the ric I'S gol ng on
Everyahers, I I Ineviable everyuhers,_consequently, 1L 1s bolTer 1o
exXp olt than to e exp ol t ed. very ere you I N the nan o t hews an
S| hews Wwno tolls and the | phat1 ¢ nman who tornents hinselt: and

Dl easures are ever ere the sane or en a sensati ons are
exhausted, a that survives IS Vanity--lanit IS the abl di ng

subst ance of us, the In us. Vanity Is only to be satisfied by gold
n floods. Qur dreans need tine and physi cal neans and pal nst aki ng

ouq before they can be reall zed. W gol d contal ns a I Ngs |
enbryo; gold reall zes a I NgS f Or us.

'None but fools and invalids can find pleasure in shuffling cards
all evening long to find out whether they shall win a few pence at the
end. None but driveling idiots could spend tine in inquiring into al
that i s happeni ng around them whether Madane Such- an- One sl ept single
on her couch or in conpany, whether she has nore bl ood than | ynph,
nore tenperanent than virtue. None but the dupes, who fondly i nagi ne
that they are useful to their like, can interest thenselves in |aying
down rules for political guidance amd events which neither they nor
any one el se foresees, nor ever wll foresee. None but sinpletons can
delight in tal king about stage players and repeating their sayi ngs;
maki n he dai | ronenade of a caged ani nal over a rather |arqger

orse or a carriage such as no neig
ater.] What is all this but Parisian life sumed up in a few phrases?

Let us find a higher outlook on |ife than theirs. Happi hess consists
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either in strong enotions which drain our vitality, or in nethodical
occupati on whi ch makes existence like a bit of English nmachinery,
working with the regularity of clockwork. A higher happiness than
either consists in a curiosity, styled noble, a wish to learn Nature's
secrets, or to attenpt by artificial neans to imtate Nature to sonme
extent. What is this in two words but Science and Art, or passion or
cal n?--Ah! well, every human passi on wought up to its highest pitch
in the struggle for existence cones to parade itself before nme--as |
live in calm As for your scientific curiosity, a kind of westling
bout in which man i s never uppernpst, | replace it by an insight into
all the springs of action in man and woman. To sumup, the world is
mne without effort of mne, and the world has not the slightest hold
on ne. Listen to this,' he went on, 'I will tell you the history of ny
norni ng, and you will divine ny pleasures.'

"He got up, pushed the bolt of the door, drew a tapestry curtain
across it with a sharp grating sound of the rings on the rod, then he
sat down agai n.

" '"This norning,' he said, 'l had only two anobunts to collect; the
rest of the bills that were due | gave away instead of cash to ny
custonmers yesterday. So nmuch saved, you see, for when | discount a
bill | always deduct two francs for a hired broughanm -expenses of
collection. A pretty thing it would be, would it not, if ny clients
were to set ME trudging all over Paris for half-a-dozen francs of

di scount, when no man is ny master, and | only pay seven francs in the
shape of taxes?

" '"The first bill for a thousand francs was presented by a young
fellow, a snmart buck with a spangl ed wai stcoat, and an eyegl ass, and a
tilbury and an English horse, and all the rest of it. The bill bore

the signature of one of the prettiest wonen in Paris, narried to a
Count, a great |andowner. Now, how came that Countess to put her nane

to a bill of exchange, legally not worth the paper it was witten
upon, but practically very good business; for these wonen, poor
things, are afraid of the scandal that a protested bill nakes in a
famly, and would give thensel ves away i n paynent sooner than fail? |
wanted to find out what that bill of exchange really represented. Was

it stupidity, inprudence, |ove or charity?

" '"The second bill, bearing the signature "Fanny Malvaut," cane to ne
froma |inen-draper on the highway to bankruptcy. Now, no creature who
has any credit with a bank cones to ME. The first step to ny door
nmeans that a man i s desperately hard up; that the news of his failure
w Il soon come out: and, nost of all, 1t means that he has been
everywhere else first. The stag is always at bay when | see him and a
pack of creditors are hard upon his track. The Countess lived in the
Rue du Hel der, and ny Fanny in the Rue Montmartre. How nany
conjectures | nade as | set out this norning! If these two wonen were
not able to pay, they would show ne nore respect than they would show
their own fathers. What tricks and grinaces would not the Countess try
for a thousand francs! She would be so nice to me, she would talk to
ne in that ingratiating tone peculiar to endorsers of bills, she would
pour out a torrent of coaxing words, perhaps she woul d beg and pray,

and I . . .' (here the old nan turned his pale eyes upon ne)--'and
not to be noved, inexorable!' he continued. '|l amthere as the
avenger, the apparition of Renobrse. So nmuch for hypotheses. | reached
t he house.

" ' "Madane |a Contesse is asleep," says the nmid.

file:///C|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt (8 of 43) [11/18/2000 12:56:43 PM]



happiness is - science and art, i.e.  strong emotions that "drain our vitality," methodical machine-like tasks, or being guided by one's curiousity to understand or master nature 




not science, but insight into human motives - to what extent does Gobseck's attitude reflect that of Balzac as a writer of "histories of manners."


financial poetry - uncovering the motives behind the debts people incur




insight into human motives - an example, ingratiating behavior to a creditor
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"When can | see her?"

“"At twelve o'clock."
"' "Is Madane |la Contesse ill?"

"' "No, sir, but she only cane hone at three o' clock this norning
froma ball."

"' "My nane is Gobseck, tell her that | shall call again at twelve
o' clock," and | went out, leaving traces of ny nuddy boots on the
carpet which covered the paved staircase. | like to | eave nud on a
rich man's carpet; it is not petty spite; | |like to make them feel a
touch of the claws of Necessity. In the Rue Montmartre | thrust open
the old gateway of a poor-I|ooking house, and | ooked into a dark
courtyard where the sunlight never shines. The porter's |odge was
griny, the w ndow | ooked |ike the sleeve of sone shabby wadded gown- -
greasy, dirty, and full of holes.

"' "Mle. Fanny Mal vaut ?"
" ' "She has gone out; but if you have conme about a bill, the noney is
waiting for you."

"""l will look in again," said I.
" '"As soon as | knew that the porter had the noney for ne, | wanted to
know what the girl was like; | pictured her as pretty. The rest of the
norning | spent in |ooking at the prints in the shop wi ndows al ong the
boul evard; then, just as It struck twelve, | went through the]

[Count ess’ ant e-fchanber . |

"Madanme has just this minute rung for nme," said the maid; "I don't
think she can see you yet."

"l will wait," said |, and sat down in an easy-chair.

" '"Venetian shutters were opened, and presently the maid came hurrying
back.

"Conme in, sir.
" 'Fromthe sweet tone of the girl's voice, | knew that the m stress
could not be ready to pay. What a handsone wonan it was that | saw i n
anot her nonent! She had flung an I ndian shaw hastily over her bare
shoul ders, covering herself with it conpletely, while it reveal ed the
pare outlines of the form beneath. She wore a | oose gown trinmed wth
snow ruffles, which told plainly that her |aundress' bills anmounted
to something |Ii ke two thousand francs in the course of a year. Her
dark curls escaped from beneath a bright |ndi an handkerchi ef, knotted
carel essly about her head after the fashion of Creole wonmen. The bed
|ay in disorder that told of broken slunber. A painter would have pai d
noney to stay a while to see the scene that | saw. Under the | uxurious
hangi ng draperies, the pillow, crushed into the depths of an eider-
down quilt, 1ts |lace border standing out in contrast agal nst the
packground of blue silk, bore a vague I npress that kindled the

| magl nation. A pair of satin slippers gleaned fromthe great bear-5skin
rug spread by the carved nahogany |i1ons at the bed-foot, where she had
[lung themoff 1n her weariness after the ball. A crunpled gown hung
over a chair, the sleeves touching the floor; stockings which a breath
woul d have bl own away were tw sted about the | eg of an easy-chair;
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whil e ribbon garters straggl ed over a settee. A fan of price, half
unfol ded, glittered on the chi mey-pi ece. Drawers stood open; flowers,
di anonds, gl oves, a bouquet, a girdle, were littered about. The roon
was full of vague sweet perfune. And--beneath all the | uxury and

di sorder, beauty and i1 ncongruity, | saw M sery crouching in wait for
her or for her adorer, Msery rearing its head, for the Countess had
pegun to feel the edge of those fangs. Her tired face was an epitone
of the roomstrewn wth relics of past festival. The scattered
gewgaws, pitiable this norning, when gat hered toget her and coherent,
had turned heads the night before.

" "What efforts to drink of the Tantalus cup of bliss |I could read in
these traces of love stricken by the thunderbolt renorse--in this
visible presentnent of a life of luxury, extravagance, and riot. There
were faint red marks on her young face, signs of the fineness of the
skin; but her features were coarsened, as it were, and the circles
about her eyes were unwontedly dark. Nature neverthel ess was so
vigorous in her, that these traces of past folly did not spoil her
beauty. Her eyes glittered. She | ooked |ike sone Herodias of da
Vinci's (I have dealt in pictures), so magnificently full of life and
energy was she; there was nothing starved nor stinted in feature or
outline; she awakened desire; it seened to ne that there was sone
passion in her yet stronger than love. | was taken with her. It was a
|l ong while since ny heart had throbbed; so | was paid then and there--
for I would give a thousand francs for a sensation that should bring
me back nenories of youth.

“Monsi eur,
as to wait?"

she said, finding a chair for ne, "will you be so good

"' "Until this time to-norrow, madane," | said, folding up the bill
again. "I cannot legally protest this bill any sooner." And within

nysel f | jsaid--"Pay the price of your | uxur ay for your nane a
for your ease, pay for the nonopo | C ou enjoy! The ric ave
nvented | udges and courts o aw to secure thelr goods,| and the

guillotine--that candle in which so many lie in silk, under silken
coverlets, there is renorse, and grinding of teeth beneath a smile
and those fantastical lions' jaws are gaping to set their fangs in
your heart."

"' "Protest the bill! Can you nean it?" she cried, with her eyes upon
me; "could you have so little consideration for me?"

"' "If the King hinself owed noney to ne, madane, and did not pay it,
| should sunmons hi m even sooner than any ot her debtor."

"Whil e we were speaking, sonebody tapped gently at the door
" ' "l cannot see any one," she cried inperiously.

" ' "But, Anastasie, | particularly wish to speak to you."

"Not just now, dear," she answered in a mlder tone, but with no

sign of relenting.
" ' "What nonsense! You are talking to some one," said the voice, and
in came a man who could only be the Count.

" '"The Countess gave nme a glance. | saw how it was. She was thoroughly
in my power. There was a time, when | was young, and m ght perhaps
have been stupid enough not to protest the bill. At Pondicherry, in
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1763, | let a woman off, and nicely she paid nme out afterwards.
deserved it; what call was there for ne to trust her?

"' "What does this gentleman want?" asked the Count.

" 'l could see that the Countess was trenbling fromhead to foot; the
white satin skin of her throat was rough, "turned to goose flesh," to
use the famliar expression. As for ne, | |aughed in nyself wthout
novi ng a nuscl e.

" ' "This gentleman is one of ny tradesnen,"” she said.

" '"The Count turned his back on ne; | drewthe bill half out of mny
pocket. After that i nexorable novenent, she cane over to ne and put a
di anond into my hands. "Take it," she said, "and be gone."

"W exchanged val ues, and | nade nmy bow and went. The di anond was
guite worth twelve hundred francs to ne. Qut in the courtyard | saw a
swar m of fl unkeys, brushing out their liveries, waxing their boots,
and cl eani ng sunpt uous equi pages.

"' "This is what brings these people to ne!" said | to nyself. "It is
to keep up this kind of thing that they steal mllions with all due
formalities, and betray their country. The great lord, and the little
man who apes the great lord, bathes in nud once for all to save

hi nself a splash or two when he goes afoot through the streets."

" "Just then the great gates were opened to adnit a cabriolet. It was
the same young fell ow who had brought the bill to ne.

"t "Sir," | said, as he alighted, "here are two hundred francs, which
| beg you to return to Mre. | a Contesse, and have the goodness to tell
her that | hold the pledge which she deposited with ne this norning at
her di sposition for a week."

" '"He took the two hundred francs, and an ironical smle stole over
his face; it was as if he had said, "Aha! so she has paid it, has she?

Faith, so much the better!" | read the Countess' future in his
face. That good-1ooking, fair-haired young gentlenan is a heartless
ganbler; he will ruin hinmself, ruin her, ruin her husband, ruin the

children, eat up their portions, and work nore havoc in Parisian
sal ons than a whole battery of howitzers in a reginent.

I' "I went back to see MIe. Fannyl]in the Rue Montmartre, clinbed a
very steep, narrow staircase, and reached a two-rooned dwelling on the
fifth floor. Everything was as neat as a new ducat. | did not see a

speck of dust on the furniture in the first room where MIle. Fanny
was sitting. Mle. Fanny herself was a young Parisian girl, quietly
dressed, with a delicate fresh face, and a wi nning | ook. The
arrangement of her neatly brushed chestnut hair in a double curve on
her forehead I ent a refined expression to blue eyes, clear as crystal
The broad daylight stream ng in through the short curtains against the
wi ndow pane fell with softened light on her girlish face. A pile of
shaped pieces of linen told nme that she was a senpstress. She | ooked
like a spirit of solitude. Wien | held out the bill, | renarked that
she had not been at hone when | called in the norning.

" ' "But the noney was left with the porter's wife," said she.

" 'l pretended not to understand.
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"You go out early, nmadenviselle, it seens."

"' "l very seldomleave ny room but when you work all night, you are
obliged to take a bath sonetines."

" '] |ooked at her. A glance told ne all about her life. Here was a

girl condemmed by m sfortune to toil, a girl who cane of honest farner
fol k, for she had still a freckle or two that told of country birth.
There was an 1 ndefi nabl e at nbsphere of goodness about her; | felt as

I | were breathing sincerity and frank 1 nnocence. It was refreshing
to my lungs. Poor 1 nnocent child, she had faith in sonmething; there
was a crucifix and a sprig or two of green box above her poor little
pal nt ed wooden bedstead; | felt touched, or sonmewhat inclined that

way. | felt ready to offer to charge no nore than twel ve per cent, and
so give sonething towards establishing her in a good way of busi ness.

" ' "But maybe she has a little youngster of a cousin," | said to
nmysel f, "who woul d rai se noney on her sighature and sponge on the poor

girl."

"So | went away, keeping ny generous inmpul ses well under control;
for | have frequently had occasion to observe that when benevol ence
does no harmto himwho gives it, 1t is the ruin of himwho takes.
When you cane in | was thinking that Fanny Ml vaut woul d make a nice
little wife; | was thinking of the contrast between her pure, |onely
life and the life of the Countess--she has sunk as low as a bill of
exchange al ready, she will sink to the | owest depths of degradation
bef ore she has done!'--1 scrutinized himduring the deep sil ence that
foll owed, but in a noment he spoke again. 'Wll,' he said, 'do you
think that it is nothing to have this power of insight into the
deepest recesses of the human heart, to enbrace so many lives, to see
the naked truth underlying it all? [There are no two dranmas ali ke:|
fhere are hideous sores, deadly chagrins, |ove scenes, msery that
soon w I e under the ripples of the Selne oung nen's | oys that
jead to the scarrold, the |laughter of despalr, and sunptuous bangquets.
[vesterday 1t was a tragedy. A wort soul of a father drowned hinse
pecause _he could not _support his tamly. To-jnorrow I s a conedy,| some
youngster will try to rehearse the scene of M Dinanche, brought up to
date. You have heard the people extol the el oquence of our latter day
preachers; now and again | have wasted ny tine by going to hear them
they produced a change in ny opinions, but in nmy conduct (as sonebody
said, | can't recollect his nane), in ny conduct--never!--Wll, well;
these good priests and your Mrabeaus and Vergni auds and the rest of
them are nmere stammering begi nners conpared with these orators of
m ne.

[ " Oten it 1s sone girl in love, sone gray-jheaded nerchant on the
verge o ankruptcy, sone nbther wth a son's wong-doing to concea
sone starving artist, sone great nan whose | nfluence 1S on the wane,
and, tor |lack of noney, 1S |[itke to lose the frurt of all his |abors-}|
t he power of their pleading has made ne shudder.| Subline actors such
as these play for me, for an audi ence of one, and they cannot deceive
me. | can look into their innobst thoughts, and read them as God reads
them Nothing is hidden fromne. Nothing is refused to the hol der of
the purse-strings to loose and to bind. | amrich enough to buy the
consci ences of those who control the action of mnisters, fromtheir
office boys to their mstresses. Is not that power?--1 can possess the
fairest wonen, receive their softest caresses; is not that Pleasure?
And is not your whol e social econony sunmed up in terns of Power and
Pl easure?
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"There are ten of us in Paris, silent, unknown kings, the arbiters
of your destinies. What is |ife but a nachine set in notion by noney?
Know this for certain--nethods are always confounded with results; you
wi Il never succeed in separating the soul fromthe senses, spirit from
matter. Gold is the spiritual basis of existing society.--The ten of
us are bound by the ties of commpn interest; we neet on certain days
of the week at the Cafe Them s near the Pont Neuf, and there, in

concl ave, we reveal the nysteries of finance. No fortune can deceive
us; we are in possession of famly secrets in all directions. W keep
a kind of Black Book, in which we note the nost inportant bills

i ssued, drafts on public credit, or on banks, or given and taken in

t he course of business. W are the Casuists of the Paris Bourse, a
kind of | nquisition weighing and anal yzi ng the nost 1 nsignificant
actions of every man of any fortune, and our forecasts are infallible.
One of us | ooks out over the judicial world, one over the financial,
anot her surveys the admi nistrative, and yet another the business
world. | nyself keep an eye on el dest sons, artists, people in the
great world, and ganbl ers--on the npost sensational side of Paris.
Every one who conmes to us lets us into his neighbor's secrets.
Thwart ed passion and nortified vanity are great babblers. Vice and

di sappoi nt nent and vindi ctiveness are the best of all detectives. W
col | eagues, |ike nyself, have enjoyed all things, are sated with all

t hi ngs, and have reached the poi nt when power and noney are | oved for
t heir own sake.

" '"Here,' he said, indicating his bare, chilly room 'here the nopst

hi gh-nettled gallant, who chafes at a word and draws swords for a
syl l abl e el sewhere will entreat with clasped hands. There is no city
nmerchant so proud, no woman so vain of her beauty, no soldier of so
bold a spirit, but that they entreat nme here, one and all, with tears
of rage or anguish in their eyes. Here they kneel--the fanous arti st,
and the man of letters, whose nane will go down to posterity. Here, in
short' (he lifted his hand to his forehead), 'all the inheritances and
all the concerns of all Paris are weighed in the bal ance. Are you
still of the opinion that there are no delights behind the blank nask
whi ch so often has amazed you by its inpassiveness? he asked,
stretching out that livid face which reeked of noney.

"I went back to ny room feeling stupefied. The little, w zened old
man had grown great. He had been netanor phosed under ny eyes into a
strange visionary synbol; he had come to be the power of gold

personi fied. | shrank, shuddering, fromlife and ny kind.

"'ls it really so?'" | thought; 'nust everything be resolved into

gol d?

"I remenber that it was long before | slept that night. | saw heaps of

gold all about nme. My thoughts were full of the |ovely Countess; |
confess, to ny shane, that the vision conpletely eclipsed anot her

qui et, innocent figure, the figure of the wonan who had entered upon a
life of toil and obscurity; but on the norrow, through the clouds of

sl unber, Fanny's sweet face rose before ne in all its beauty, and |

t hought of nothing else."

"WIIl you take a gl ass of eau sucree?" asked the Vicontesse,
interrupting Derville.

"I should be glad of it."
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"But | can see nothing in this that can touch our concerns," said Mme.
de Grandlieu, as she rang the bell.

"Sardanapal us!" cried Derville, flinging out his favorite invocation
"Mademoiselle Camlle will be wide awake in a nonent if | say that her
happi ness depended not so | ong ago upon Daddy Gobseck; but as the old
gentl eman died at the age of ninety, M de Restaud will soon be in
possessi on of a handsone fortune. This requires sone explanation. As
for poor Fanny Ml vaut, you know her; she is ny wfe."

"Poor fellow, he would admt that, with his usual frankness, wth a
score of people to hear him" said the Vicontesse.

"I would proclaimit to the universe," said the attorney.

"Go on, drink your glass, nmy poor Derville. You will never be anything
but the happi est and the best of nmen."

"I left you in the Rue du Helder," remarked the uncle, raising his
face after a gentle doze. "You had gone to see a Countess; what have
you done with her?"

"A few days after ny conversation with the old Dutchman," Derville
continued, "I sent in ny thesis, and pecane first a licentiate in [aw]
and afterwards an advocate.|] The old miser's opinion of ne went up

consi derably. He consulted ne (gratuitously) on all the ticklish bits
of busi ness which he undertook when he had made quite sure how he

st ood, business which woul d have seened unsafe to any ordinary
practitioner. This nan, over whom no one appeared to have the
slightest influence, listened to ny advice with sonething |ike

respect. It is true that he always found that it turned out very well.

"At length | becanme head-clerk in the office where | had worked for
three years and then | left the Rue des Gres for roons in ny

enpl oyer's house. | had ny board and | odging and a hundred and fifty
francs per nonth. It was a great day for ne!

"When | went to bid the usurer good-bye, he showed no sign of feeling,
he was neither cordial nor sorry to lose ne, he did not ask nme to cone
to see him and only gave ne one of those gl ances which seened in sone
sort to reveal a power of second-sight.

"By the end of a week ny old neighbor cane to see ne with a tolerably
thorny bit of business, an expropriation, and he continued to ask for
ny advice with as nmuch freedomas if he paid for it.

"My principal was a man of pleasure and expensive tastes; before the
second year (1818-1819) was out he had got hinself into difficulties,
and was obliged to sell his practice. A professional connection in
those days did not fetch the present exorbitant prices, and ny
princi pal asked a hundred and fifty thousand francs. Now an active
man, of conpetent know edge and intelligence, mght hope to pay off
the capital in ten years, paying interest and living respectably in
the neantinme--if he could command confidence. But | as the seventh
child of a snmall tradesnman at Noyon, | had not a sou to ny nane, nhor
personal knowl edge of any capitalist but Daddy Gobseck. An anbiti ous
i dea, and an indefinable glinmer of hope, put heart into ne. To
Gobseck | betook nyself, and slowy one evening | made ny way to the
Rue des Gres. My heart thunped heavily as | knocked at his door in the
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gl ooy house. | recollected all the things that he used to tell ne, at
atime when | nyself was very far from suspecting the viol ence of the
angui sh awai ti ng those who crossed his threshold. Now it was | who was
about to beg and pray like so nmany others.

" "Well, no, not THAT,' | said to nyself; 'an honest man nust keep his
sel f-respect wherever he goes. Success is not worth cringing for; let
us show hima front as decided as his own.'

"Daddy Gobseck had taken ny roomsince | left the house, so as to have
no nei ghbor; he had made a little grated wi ndow too in his door since
then, and did not open until he had taken a | ook at nme and saw who
was.

" 'Well,' said he, in his thin, flute notes, 'so your principal is
selling his practice?

" "How did you know that?' said |; 'he has not spoken of it as vet
except to ne.’

"The old man's |ips were drawn in puckers, like a curtain, to either
corner of his nouth, as a soundl ess smle bore a hard gl ance conpany.

" Not hi ng el se woul d have brought you here,' he said drily, after a
pause, which | spent in confusion.

" 'Listen to ne, M Gobseck,' | began, with such serenity as | could
assunme before the old man, who gazed at ne with steady eyes. There was
a clear light burning in themthat disconcerted ne.

"He nmade a gesture as if to bid nme "Go on.' 'l know that it is not
easy to work on your feelings, so | will not waste nmy el oquence on the
attenpt to put ny position before you--1 ama penniless clerk, with no

one to look to but you, and no heart in the world but yours can forma
clear idea of ny probable future. Let us |eave hearts out of the
guestion. Business is business, and business is not carried on with
sentinentality like romances. Now to the facts. My principal's
practice is worth in his hands about twenty thousand francs per annum
inmy hands, | think it would bring in forty thousand. He is willing

to sell it for a hundred and fifty thousand francs. And HERE,' | said,
striking ny forehead, '|I feel that if you would I end ne the purchase-
noney, | could clear it off in ten years' tine.'

" '"Conme, that is plain speaking,' said Daddy Gobseck, and he hel d out
hi s hand and grasped nine. 'Nobody since | have been in business has
stated the notives of his visit nore clearly. Guarantees?' asked he,
scanning ne fromhead to foot. 'None to give,' he added after a pause,
'How ol d are you?

"Twenty-five in ten days' tine,' said I,

matter.'

or | could not open the

"Precisely.’
"ol ?
" "It is possible.'

"My word, we nust be quick about it, or | shall have some one buying
over ny head.'
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"Bring your certificate of birth round to-norrow norning, and we
will talk. I will think it over.'

" '"Next norning, at eight o' clock, | stood in the old man's room He
took the docunent, put on his spectacles, coughed, spat, wapped
hinself up in his black greatcoat, and read the whole certificate
through frombeginning to end. Then he turned it over and over, | ooked
at nme, coughed again, fidgeted about in his chair, and said, 'W wll
try to arrange this bit of business.'

"I trenbled

"'l make fifty per cent on ny capital,' he continued, 'sonetines |
nmake a hundred, two hundred, five hundred per cent.'

"I turned pale at the words.
" '"But as we are acquai ntances, | shall be satisfied to take twelve
and a half per cent per--(he hesitated)--'"well, yes, fromyou | would
be content to take thirteen per cent per annum WII| that suit you?

"Yes,' | answered.

" 'But if it is too nmuch, stick up for yourself, Gotius!' (a name he
jokingly gave nme). 'Wien | ask you for thirteen per cent, it is all in
the way of business; look into it, see if you can pay it; | don't like
a man to agree too easily. Is it too much?

" ' No, said |, "I wll nake up for 1t by working a little harder

"Gad! your clients wll pay for it!' said he, |ooking at ne w ckedly
out of the corner of his eyes.

"No, by all the devils in hell!' cried |, "it shall be |l who wl|
pay. | woul d sooner cut ny hand off than flay peopl e.

" 'Good-night,' said Daddy Gobseck.

" "Wuy, fees are all according to scale,' | added.
" 'Not for conprom ses and settlenents out of Court, and cases where
litigants conme to ternms,' said he. 'You can send in a bill for

t housands of francs, six thousand even at a swoop (it depends on the

I nportance of the case), for conferences wth So-and-so, and expenses,
and drafts, and nmenorials, and your jargon. A nman nust learn to | ook
out for business of this kind. | wll recommend you as a nost
conpetent, clever attorney. | will send you such a lot of work of this
sort that your colleagues wll be fit to burst wth envy. Werbrust,

Pal ma, and G gonnet, my cronies, shall hand over their expropriations
to you; they have plenty of them the Lord knows! So you wll have two
practices--the one you are buying, and the other | wll build up for
you. You ought alnpbst to pay nme fifteen per cent on ny | oan.'

" '"So be it, but no nmore,' said |, with the firmess whi ch neans that
a man is determ ned not to concede another point.

"Daddy Gobseck's face rel axed; he | ooked pleased with ne.

" 'l shall pay the noney over to your principal nyself,' said he, 'so

as to establish a lien on the purchase and cauti on-noney."'
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" '"Ch, anything you like in the way of guarantees.'

" '"And besides that, you wll give ne bills for the anpbunt made
payable to a third party (nane |left blank), fifteen bills of ten
t housand francs each.

"Wll, solong as it is acknow edged in witing that this is a
doubl e----"'

" '"No!' Gobseck broke in upon ne. 'No! Wiy should | trust you any nore
than you trust ne?

"I kept silence.
" "And furthernore,' he continued, with a sort of good hunor, 'you
will give nme your advice without charging fees as long as | live, wll
you not ?'

" 'So be it; so long as there is no outlay.'

" '"Precisely,' said he. "Ah, by the by, you will allowne to go to see
you?' (Plainly the old man found it not so easy to assunme the air of

good- hunor . )
" 'l shall always be glad.'

" "Ah! yes, but it would be very difficult to arrange of a norning.
You wi Il have your affairs to attend to, and | have nine.'

'Then cone in the evening.'

" '"Ch, no!' he answered briskly, 'you ought to go into society and see
your clients, and | nyself have ny friends at ny cafe.’

"His friends!' thought | to nyself.--"Very well,' said |, 'why not
come at dinner-tinme?

" 'That is the tinme,' said Gobseck, 'after 'Change, at five o'clock

Good, you will see me Wednesdays and Saturdays. W will tal k over
business li ke a pair of friends. Aha! | amgay sonetinmes. Just give me
the wing of a partridge and a gl ass of chanpagne, and we w || have our
chat together. | know a great many things that can be told now at this
distance of tinme; | will teach you to know nen, and what is nore--
wonen!

" '"Ch! a partridge and a gl ass of chanpagne if you like.'

" '"Don't do anything foolish, or |I shall lose ny faith in you. And

don't set up housekeeping in a grand way. Just one ol d genera

servant. I w1l cone _and see that you keep ﬁour heal th. | have caﬁltal
nvested 1 n your head, he!l hel so | ambound to | ook arter you. There,

conme round 1 n the evening and bring your principal wth you!l]|

"Wuld you nmind telling nme, if there is no harmin asking, what was
the good of ny birth certificate in this business? | asked, when the
little old man and | stood on the doorstep.

"Jean- Est her Van Gobseck shrugged his shoul ders, smled maliciously,
and said, 'Wat bl ockheads youngsters are! Learn, naster attorney (for
| earn you nust if you don't mean to be taken in), that integrity and
brains in a man under thirty are comodities which can be nortgaged.

file:///C|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt (17 of 43) [11/18/2000 12:56:43 PM]



extra security - also notes for the same amount, Gobsek has legal claim for twice the amount he has lent out


twice a week discussions, mentoring over dinner


financial poetry - mutual shared human interests created by debt




file://IC|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt
After that age there is no counting on a nan.

"And with that he shut the door

"Three nmonths later | was an attorney. Before very |long, nmadane, it
was ny good fortune to undertake the suit for the recovery of your

estates. | won the day, and ny nane becanme known. In spite of the
exorbitant rate of interest, | paid off Gobseck in |less than five
years. | married Fanny Mal vaut, whom | loved wiwth all ny heart. There

was a parallel between her |life and m ne, between our hard work and
our |luck, which increased the strength of feeling on either side. One
of her uncles, a well-to-do farner, died and |l eft her seventy thousand
francs, which helped to clear off the loan. Fromthat day ny life has
been not hi ng but happi ness and prosperity. Nothing is nore utterly

uni nteresting than a happy man, so let us say no nore on that head,
and return to the rest of the characters.

"About a year after the purchase of the practice, | was dragged into a
bachel or breakfast-party given by one of our nunmber who had | ost a bet
to a young nan greatly in vogue in the fashionable world. M de
Trailles, the flower of the dandyi smof that day, enjoyed a prodigious
reputation.”

"But he is still enjoying it," put in the Conte de Born. "No one wears
his clothes with a finer air, nor drives a tandemwith a better grace.
It is Maxine's gift; he can ganble, eat, and drink nore gracefully
than any nan in the world. He is a judge of horses, hats, and
pictures. Al the wonen | ose their heads over him He al ways spends
sonmething |ike a hundred thousand francs a year, and no creature can
di scover that he has an acre of land or a single dividend warrant. The
typi cal knight errant of our sal ons, our boudoirs, our boul evards, an
anphi bi an hal f-way between a nan and a woman--Maxine de Trailles is a
singular being, fit for anything, and good for nothing, quite as
capabl e of perpetrating a benefit as of planning a crinme; sonetines
base, sonetines noble, nore often bespattered with mre than
besprinkl ed with bl ood, knowi ng nore of anxiety than of renorse, nore
concerned with his digestion than with any nmental process, shaming
passion, feeling nothing. Maxinme de Trailles is a brilliant Iink

bet ween the hul ks and the best society; he belongs to the emnently
intelligent class fromwhich a Mrabeau, or a Pitt, or a Richelieu
springs at tinmes, though it is nore wont to produce Counts of Horn,
Fouqui er-Tinvilles, and Coi gnhards."

"Well," pursued Derville, when he had heard the Vicontesse's brother
to the end, "I had heard a good deal about this individual from poor
old Goriot, a client of mne; and | had already been at sone pains to
avoi d the dangerous honor of his acquaintance, for | canme across him
sonmetinmes in society. Still, my chumwas so pressing about this
breakfast-party of his that | could not well get out of it, unless

wi shed to earn a nane for squeani shness. Madane, you could hardly

i magi ne what | bachelor’s breakfast-partylis like. It nmeans superb

di splay and a studi ed refinenent sel dom seen; the luxury of a miser
when vanity |leads himto be sunptuous for a day.

"You are surprised as you enter the roomat the neatness of the table,
dazzling by reason of its silver and crystal and |linen danmask. Life is
here in full bloom the young fellows are graceful to behold; they
snle and talk in |ow, denmure voices |ike so many brides; everything
about them |l ooks girlish. Two hours later you mght take the room for

file:///C|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt (18 of 43) [11/18/2000 12:56:43 PM]



hard work and luck










file://IC|/PYTHON/gbsek10big.txt

a battlefield after the fight. Broken gl asses, serviettes crunpled and
torn to rags |lie strewn about anong the nauseous-| ooking remants of
food on the dishes. There is an uproar that stuns you, jesting toasts,
a fire of witticisns and bad jokes; faces are enpurpl ed, eyes inflaned
and expressionless, unintentional confidences tell you the whole
truth. Bottles are snmashed, and songs trolled out in the height of a
di abol i cal racket; men call each other out, hang on each other's
necks, or fall to fisticuffs; the roomis full of a horrid, close
scent nmade up of a hundred odors, and noi se enough for a hundred

voi ces. No one has any notion of what he is eating or drinking or

sayi ng. Some are depressed, others babble, one will turn nonomani ac,
repeating the same word over and over again like a bell set jangling;
another tries to keep the turmult within bounds; the steadiest will
propose an orgy. If any one in possession of his faculties should cone
in, he would think that he had interrupted a Bacchanalian rite.

"It was in the thick of such a chaos that M de Trailles tried to

i nsinuate hinself into ny good graces. My head was fairly clear, | was
upon nmy guard. As for him though he pretended to be decently drunk

he was perfectly cool, and knew very well what he was about. How it
was done | do not know, but the upshot of it was that when we | eft
Grignon's roons about nine o' clock in the evening, M de Trailles had

thoroughly bewitched me. | had given himny prom se that | would
i ntroduce hi mthe next day to our Papa Gobseck. The words 'honor,"
"virtue,' 'countess,' 'honest worman,' and 'ill-luck' were mingled in

his di scourse with nagi cal potency, thanks to that gol den tongue of
hi s.

"When | awoke next norning, and tried to recollect what | had done the
day before, it was with great difficulty that | could nake a connected
tale fromny inpressions. At last, it seened to nme that the daughter
of one of ny clients was in danger of |osing her reputation, together
w th her husband's | ove and esteem if she could not get fifty

t housand francs together in the course of the norning. There had been
gam ng debts, and carriage-builders' accounts, noney |ost to Heaven
knows whom My nagi ci an of a boon conpani on had i npressed it upon ne
that she was rich enough to nake good these reverses by a few years of
econony. But only now did | begin to guess the reasons of his urgency.
| confess, to ny shame, that | had not the shadow of a doubt but that
it was a matter of inportance that Daddy Gobseck should rmake it up

with this dandy. | was dressing when the young gentl eman appeared.
"'M le Comte,' said |, after the usual greetings, 'l fail to see why
you should need nme to effect an introduction to Van Gobseck, the nost
civil and snoot h-spoken of capitalists. Money will be forthconming if

he has any, or rather, if you can give himadequate security.'
" '"Monsieur,' said he, '"it does not enter into ny thoughts to force
you to do nme a service, even though you have passed your word.'

" '"Sardanapal us!' said | to nyself, "am|l going to let that fell ow
i magine that I will not keep ny word with hin®

" '| had the honor of telling you yesterday,' said he, 'that [_had
fallen out wth Daddy Gobseck nost I nopportunely;] and as there is
scarcely another man in Paris who can conme down on the nail with a
hundred thousand francs, at the end of the nonth, | begged of you to
nmake nmy peace with him But let us say no nore about it----'

"M de Trailles looked at me with civil insult in his expression, and
made as if he would take his | eave.
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"'l amready to go with you,' said I

"When we reached the Rue de Gres, ny dandy | ooked about himwith a
circunmspection and uneasi ness that set nme wondering. Hs face grew
livid, flushed, and yellow, turn and turn about, and by the tinme that
Gobseck' s door came in sight the perspiration stood in drops on his
forehead. W were just getting out of the cabriolet, when a hackney
cab turned into the street. My conpanion's hawk eye detected a wonan
in the depths of the vehicle. Hs face lighted up with a gl eam of

al nrost savage joy; he called to a little boy who was passing, and gave

himhis horse to hold. Then we went up to the old bill discounter.

" 'M GCobseck,' said I, 'l have brought one of nmy nost intinate
friends to see you (whom| trust as | would trust the Devil,' | added
for the old man's private ear). 'To oblige ne you will do your best

for him(at the ordinary rate), and pull himout of his difficulty (if
it suits your convenience).'

"M de Trailles made his bow to CGobseck, took a seat, and listened to
us with a courtier-like attitude; its charmng hum ity would have
touched your heart to see, but nmy Gobseck sits in his chair by the
fireside wthout noving a nuscle, or changing a feature. He | ooked
very like the statue of Voltaire under the peristyle of the Theatre-
Francais, as you see it of an evening; he had partly risen as if to
bow, and the skull cap that covered the top of his head, and the
narrow strip of sallow forehead exhibited, conpleted his |ikeness to
the man of marble.

" 'l have no noney to spare except for my own clients,' said he.
" 'So you are cross because | may have tried in other quarters to ruin
nysel f?' | aughed t he Count.

"Ruin yoursel f!' repeated Gobseck ironically.
" '"Were you about to remark that it is inpossible to ruin a man who
has not hing?' inquired the dandy. 'Wy, | defy you to find a better
STOCK in Paris!' he cried, sw nging round on his heels.

"Thi s hal f-earnest buffoonery produced not the slightest effect upon
Gobseck.

" '"AmIl not on intimate terns with the Ronquerolles, the Marsays, the
Franchessinis, the two Vandenesses, the Ajuda-Pintos,--all the nost
fashi onabl e young nmen in Paris, in short? A prince and an anbassador

(you know them both) are ny partners at play. | draw nmy revenues from
London and Carl sbad and Baden and Bath. Is not this the nost brilliant
of all industries!'

" '"True.'

"You make a sponge of ne, begad! you do. You encourage me to go and
swell nyself out in society, so that you can squeeze ne when | am hard
up; but you yourselves are sponges, just as | am and death will give
you a sgueeze sone day.

" '"That is possible.'

"If there were no spendthrifts, what would beconme of you? The pair
of us are |ike soul and body.'
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"Precisely so.'

" '"Come, now, give us your hand, G andaddy Gobseck, and be nagnani nous
if this is "true" and "possible" and "precisely so."

" '"You cone to ne,' the usurer answered coldly, 'because Grard

Pal ma, Werbrust, and G gonnet are full up of your paper; they are
offering it at a loss of fifty per cent; and as it is likely they only
gave you half the figure on the face of the bills, they are not worth
five-and-twenty per cent of their supposed value. | am your nost
obedient! Can | in conmon decency lend a stiver to a nan who owes
thirty thousand francs, and has not one farthing? Gobseck conti nued.
'The day before yesterday you |l ost ten thousand francs at a ball at
the Baron de Nucingen's.'

" 'Sir,' said the Count, with rare inmpudence, 'ny affairs are no

concern of yours,' and he | ooked the old man up and down. 'A nan has
no debts till payment is due.’

" "True.
"'My bills will be duly net.'
"That 1s possible.'
"And at this nonent the question between you and ne is sinply
whet her the security | amgoing to offer is sufficient for the sum|l
have cone to borrow. '
"Precisely.’

"A cab stopped at the door, and the sound of wheels filled the room

"'l will bring sonething directly which perhaps will satisfy you,'
cried the young man, and he left the room

" "Ch! ny son,' exclainmed Gobseck, rising to his feet, and stretching

out his arns to me, 'if he has good security, you have saved ny life.
It would be the death of me. Werbrust and G gonnet i magi ned that they
were going to play off a trick on ne; and now, thanks to you, | shal

have a good | augh at their expense to-night.

"There was sonething frightful about the old man's ecstasy. It was the
one occasi on when he opened his heart to me; and that flash of joy,

swift though it was, will never be effaced fromny nenory.
" '"Favor nme so far as to stay here,' he added. 'l amarned, and a sure
shot. | have gone tiger-hunting, and fought on the deck when there was

nothing for it but to win or die; but | don't care to trust yonder
el egant scoundrel .’

"He sat down again in his arnchair before his bureau, and his face
grew pal e and i npassi ve as before.

" "Ah!' he continued, turning to ne, 'you will see that |ovely
creature | once told you about; | can hear a fine lady's step in the
corridor; it is she, no doubt;' and, as a nmatter of fact, the young
man canme in with a woman on his arm | recogni zed t he Countess, whose
| evee (obseck had described for ne, one of old Goriot's two daughters.
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"The Countess did not see nme at first; | stayed where | was in the

wi ndow bay, with ny face against the pane; but | saw her give Maxine a
suspi ci ous gl ance as she canme into the noney-lender's danp, dark room
So beautiful she was, that in spite of her faults |I felt sorry for

her. There was a terrible stormof anguish in her heart; her haughty,
proud features were drawn and distorted with pain which she strove in
vain to disguise. The young nan had cone to be her evil genius.

adm red Gobseck, whose perspicacity had foreseen their future four
years ago at the first bill which she endorsed.

" 'Probably,’ said |l to nyself, '"this nonster wwth the angel face
controls every possible spring of action in her: rules her through
vanity, |ealousy, pleasure, and the current of life in the world.'

The Vicontesse de Grandlieu broke in on the story.

"Why, the woman's very virtues have been turned agai nst her," she
excl ai nred. "He has made her shed tears of devotion, and then abused
her ki ndness and nmade her pay very dearly for unhall owed bliss."

Derville did not understand the signs which Me. de Gandlieu nade to
hi m

"l confess," he said, "that | had no inclination to shed tears over
the ot of this unhappy creature, so brilliant in society, Sso
repul sive to eyes that could read her heart; | shuddered rather at the

si ght of her nurderer, a young angel with such a clear brow, such red
lips and white teeth, such a winning smle. There they stood before
their judge, he scrutinizing themnuch as sone fifteenth-century
Dom ni can i nqui sitor m ght have peered into the dungeons of the Holy
Ofice while the torture was adm nistered to two Mors

"The Countess spoke trenulously. 'Sir,' she said, 'is there any way of
obt ai ni ng the val ue of these dianonds, and of keeping the right of
repurchase?' She held out a jewel-case.

'Yes, madane,' | put in, and cane forwards.

"She | ooked at nme, and a shudder ran through her as she recogni zed ne,
and gave nme the gl ance which neans, 'Say nothing of this,' all the
wor |l d over.

" '"This,' said |, 'constitutes a sale with faculty of redenption, as
it is called, a fornal agreement to transfer and deliver over a piece
of property, either real estate or personalty, for a given tine, on
the expiry of which the previous owner recovers his title to the
property in question, upon paynment of a stipulated sum'

"She breathed nore freely. The Count | ooked bl ack; he had grave doubts
whet her Gobseck woul d | end very nuch on the dianonds after such a fal
in their value. CGobseck, inpassive as ever, had taken up his

magni fyi ng gl ass, and was quietly scrutinizing the jewels. If | were
to live for a hundred years, | should never forget the sight of his
face at that nonent. There was a flush in his pale cheeks; his eyes
seened to have caught the sparkle of the stones, for there was an
unnatural glitter in them He rose and went to the light, holding the
di anonds close to his toothless nouth, as if he neant to devour them
nmunbl i ng vague words over them holding up bracel ets, sprays,

neckl aces, and tiaras one after another, to judge their water,
whi t eness, and cutting; taking themout of the jewel-case and putting
themin again, letting the play of the light bring out all their
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fires. He was nore like a child than an old man; or, rather, chil dhood
and dot age seened to nmeet in him

" '"Fine stones! The set would have fetched three hundred thousand
francs before the Revolution. Wat water! Genuine Asiatic dianonds
from Gol conda or Visapur. Do you know what they are worth? No, no; no
one in Paris but Gobseck can appreciate them In the time of the
Enmpire such a set would have cost another two hundred thousand
francs!'

"He gave a disgusted shrug, and added:
" '"But now di anobnds are going down in value every day. The Brazilians
have swanped the narket with them since the Peace; but the Indian
stones are a better color. Ohers wear them now besides court | adies.
Does madane go to court?

"While he flung out these terrible words, he exam ned one stone after
anot her with delight which no words can descri be.

" '"Flawm ess!' he said. '"Here is a speck! . . . hereis aflam . . . A
fine stone that!’

['H s haggard face was so |lighted up by the sparkling |ewels, that It
put me in mnd of a dingy old mrror, such as you see In country inns.
{The gl ass receives ever um nous I mage wthout reflecting the |ight,
and a travel er bold enough to look for his face in It beholds a man In
an apoplectic tit.]

" "Well?" asked the Count, clapping Gobseck on the shoul der.

"The old boy trenbled. He put down his playthings on his bureau, took
his seat, and was a noney-| ender once nore--hard, cold, and polished
as a marble col um.

' How much do you want ?

'One hundred thousand francs for three years,' said the Count.

" '"That is possible,' said Gobseck, and then from a mahogany box
(Gobseck's jewel -case) he drew out a faultlessly adjusted pair of
scal es!

"He wei ghed the dianonds, cal cul ating the val ue of stones and setting
at sight (Heaven knows how! ), delight and severity struggling in the
expression of his face the neanwhile. The Countess had plunged in a

ki nd of stupor; to ne, watching her, it seenmed that she was fathom ng
the depths of the abyss into which she had fallen. There was renorse

still left in that woman's soul. Perhaps a hand held out in human
charity mght save her. | would try.
" '"Are the dianonds your personal property, nadane?' | asked in a

cl ear voice

'Yes, nonsieur,' she said, |ooking at me with proud eyes.

" '"Make out the deed of purchase with power of redenption,
chatterbox,' said Gobseck to ne, resigning his chair at the bureau in
ny favor.

'Madanme is without doubt a narried woman?' | tried again.
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"She nodded abruptly.
" '"Then | will not draw up the deed,' said |
" "And why not?' asked Gobseck.

" "Way not?' echoed |, as | drew the old man into the bay w ndow so as
to speak aside with him "Wy not? This worman i s under her husband's
control; the agreement would be void in |law, you could not possibly
assert your ignorance of a fact recorded on the very face of the
docunent itself. You would be conpelled at once to produce the

di anonds deposited wth you, according to the weight, value, and
cutting therein descri bed.

"Gobseck cut nme short with a nod, and turned towards the guilty
coupl e.

" '"He is right!' he said. 'That puts the whole thing in a different
light. Eighty thousand francs down, and you | eave the dianbnds with
nme,' he added, in the husky, flute-like voice. 'In the way of
property, possession is as good as a title.'

" '"But----' objected the young nan
" '"You can take it or leave it,' continued Gobseck, returning the
jewel -case to the |l ady as he spoke.

" 'l have too nmany risks to run.'
" 'It would be better to throw yourself at your husband's feet,' |
bent to whisper in her ear.

"The usurer doubtl ess knew what | was saying fromthe novenent of ny
lips. He gave nme a cool glance. The Count's face grew livid. The
Count ess was Vi sibly wavering. Maxinme stepped up to her, and, |ow as
he spoke, | could catch the words:

" '"Adi eu, dear Anastasie, may you be happy! As for ne, by to-norrow ny
troubles will be over.'

" 'Sir!" cried the lady, turning to Gobseck. '|I accept your offer.’

" '"Come, now,' returned Gobseck. 'You have been a long time in coning
toit, ny fair |ady.'

"He wote out a cheque for fifty thousand francs on the Bank of
France, and handed it to the Countess.

[ " Now/| continued he wmth a smle, such a smle as you wll see

portraits of M Voltaire, "now | w gl ve you the rest of the anount
nbills, thirty thousand francs worth of paper as good as bullion

{Thi s gentl enan here has |ust said, " DI | | s W be et en they are

[due, added he, producing certain drafts bearing the Count's

signature, a rotested the day before at the request of sone of t
confraternity, 0 had probably nmade themover to him seck) at

consi derably reduced t1gure.]|

"The young man growl ed out sonething, in which the words 'Ad
scoundrel!" were audi bl e. Daddy Gobseck did not nove an eyebrow. He
drew a pair of pistols out of a pigeon-hole, remarking coolly:
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" 'As the insulted man, | fire first."'
" '"Maxime, you owe this gentleman an explanation,' cried the trenbling
Countess in a | ow voi ce.

"'l had no intention of giving offence,' stanmrered Muxi ne.

"I amquite sure of that,' Gobseck answered calmy; 'you had no
i ntention of meeting your bills, that was all.

"The Countess rose, bowed, and vani shed, with a great dread gnaw ng
her, | doubt not. M de Trailles was bound to foll ow, but before he
went he managed to say:

" '"If either of you gentlenen should forget hinself, | will have his
bl ood, or he will have m ne.'

" "Amen!' call ed Daddy Gobseck as he put his pistols back in their
pl ace; 'but a man nust have blood in his veins though before he can
risk it, my son, and you have nothing but nud in yours.'

"When t he door was closed, and the two vehicles had gone, Gobseck rose
to his feet and began to prance about.

" 'l have the dianmonds! | have the dianpbnds!' he cried again and
again, 'the beautiful dianonds! such di anonds! and tol erably cheaply.
Aha! aha! Werbrust and G gonnet, you thought you had ol d Papa Gobseck
Ego sum papa! | am nmaster of the |ot of you! Paid! paid, principal and
interest! How silly they wll ook to-night when | shall conme out with
this story between two ganes of dom noes!

"The dark glee, the savage ferocity aroused by the possession of a few
wat er-whi t e pebbl es, set nme shuddering. | was dunb with amazenent.

" '"Aha! There you are, ny boy!' said he. 'We will dine together. W
will have sone fun at your place, for | haven't a honme of ny own, and
these restaurants, with their broths, and sauces, and w nes, would
poi son the Devil hinself.'

"Sonmething in ny face suddenly brought back the usual cold, inpassive
expression to his.

" '"You don't understand it,' he said, and sitting down by the hearth,

he put a tin saucepan full of mlk on the brazier.--'"WIIl you
breakfast with nme?' continued he. 'Perhaps there will be enough here
for two.'

" '"Thanks,' said |, 'I do not breakfast till noon.'

"I had scarcely spoken before hurried footsteps sounded fromthe
passage. The stranger stopped at Gobseck's door and rapped; there was
that in the knock which suggested a man transported with rage. Gobseck
reconnoitred himthrough the grating; then he opened the door, and in
came a man of thirty-five or so, judged harml ess apparently in spite
of his anger. The newconer, who was quite plainly dressed, bore a
strong resenblance to the late Duc de Richelieu. You nust often have
met him he was the Countess' husband, a man with the aristocratic
figure (permt the expression to pass) peculiar to statesnen of your

f aubour g.
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" 'Sir,' said this person, addressing hinself to Gobseck, who had
quite recovered his tranquillity, '"did ny wife go out of this house
just now?'
" '"That is possible.'
" "Well, sir? do you not take ny neaning?

" 'l have not the honor of the acquaintance of ny |ady your wife,"'

returned Gobseck. '|I have had a good many visitors this norning, wonmen
and nen, and nanni sh young | adi es, and young gentl enen who | ook |i ke
young ladies. | should find it very hard to say----'

" "Atruce to jesting, sir! | nmean the woman who has this nonment gone

out fromyou.'
" '"How can | know whether she is your wife or not? | never had the
pl easure of seeing you before.'

" '"You are mstaken, M Gobseck,' said the Count, with profound irony
in his voice. 'W have net before, one norning in ny wife's bedroom
You had come to denand paynent for a bill--no bill of hers.'

" "It was no business of nmne to inquire what val ue she had received
for it,' said Gobseck, with a nalignant |ook at the Count. 'I had cone
by the bill in the way of business. At the same tinme, nonsieur,’

conti nued Gobseck, quietly pouring coffee into his bow of nilk,

wi thout a trace of excitement or hurry in his voice, '"you will permt
nme to observe that your right to enter nmy house and expostulate with
me is far fromproven to ny mind. | cane of age in the sixty-first
year of the preceding century.'

" 'Sir,' said the Count, 'you have just bought fanmily dianonds, which
do not belong to ny wife, for a nere trifle.'

" "Wthout feeling it incunmbent upon ne to tell you ny private
affairs, | will tell you this much M |le Come--if Mme. |a Contesse
has taken your dianonds, you should have sent a circular around to al
the jewelers, giving themnotice not to buy them she night have sold
them separatel y.'

"You know ny wife, sir!' roared the Count.

"True.'

"She is in her husband's power.'

" '"That is possible.'

'She had no right to dispose of those di anonds----'

"Precisely.'

"Very well, sir?
" "Very well, sir. | knew your wife, and she is in her husband's
power; | amquite willing, she is in the power of a good nany peopl e;
but --1--do--NOT--know -your dianmonds. If Mme. |la Contesse can put her
nane to a bill, she can go into business, of course, and buy and sel
di anonds on her own account. The thing is plain on the face of it!'
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" 'Good-day, sir!' cried the Count, now white with rage. 'There are
courts of justice.'

" "Quite so.'
" '"This gentlenman here,' he added, indicating ne, 'was a w tness of
the sale.'

" '"That is possible.'

"The Count turned to go. Feeling the gravity of the affair, | suddenly
put in between the two belligerents.

"'M le Conmte,' said |, 'you are right, and M Gobseck is by no neans
in the wong. You could not prosecute the purchaser wi thout bringing
your wife into court, and the whole of the odiumwould not fall on
her. | aman attorney, and | owe it to nyself, and still nore to ny
prof essional position, to declare that the di anonds of which you speak
were purchased by M Gobseck in ny presence; but, in nmy opinion, it
woul d be unwise to dispute the legality of the sale, especially as the
goods are not readily recognizable. In equity our contention would
lie, inlawit would collapse. M Gobseck is too honest a nan to deny
that the sale was a profitable transaction, nore especially as ny
consci ence, no less than ny duty, conpels ne to nake the adni ssion

But once bring the case into a court of law, M |le Conte, the issue
woul d be doubtful. My advice to you is to cone to terns with M
Gobseck, who can plead that he bought the dianonds in all good faith;
you woul d be bound in any case to return the purchase noney. Consent
to an arrangenent, with power to redeemat the end of seven or eight
nont hs, or a year even, or any convenient | apse of time, for the
repaynment of the sum borrowed by Mre. |a Contesse, unless you would
prefer to repurchase themoutright and give security for repaynent.'

"Gobseck dipped his bread into the bow of coffee, and ate with
perfect indifference; but at the words 'cone to terns,' he | ooked at
me as who should say, '"Afine fellow that! he has | earned sonething
fromny lessons!' And I, for ny part, riposted with a glance, which he
under st ood unconmonly well. The busi ness was dubi ous and shady; there
was pressing need of coming to terns. Gobseck could not deny al

know edge of it, for |I should appear as a witness. The Count thanked
me with a snmile of good-wll.

"I'n the debate which foll owed, Gobseck showed greed enough and skil
enough to baffle a whole congress of diplomatists; but in the end |
drew up an instrument, in which the Count acknow edged the receipt of
ei ghty-five thousand francs, interest included, in consideration of
whi ch Gobseck undertook to return the dianonds to the Count.

" "What waste!' exclainmed he as he put his signhature to the agreenent.
"How is it possible to bridge such a gulf?

'Have you many children, sir? Gobseck asked gravely.

"The Count w nced at the question; it was as if the old noney-| ender,
|1 ke an experienced physician, had put his finger at once on the sore
spot. The Contesse's husband did not reply.

" "Well,' said Gobseck, taking the pained silence for answer, 'I| know
your story by heart. The woman is a fiend, but perhaps you | ove her
still; | can well believe it; she made an inpression on ne. Perhaps,

too, you would rather save your fortune, and keep it for one or two of
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your children? Well, fling yourself into the whirlpool of society,

| ose that fortune at play, conme to Gobseck pretty often. The world
will say that | ama Jew, a Tartar, a usurer, a pirate, will say that

| have ruined you! | snap ny fingers at thenml |f anybody insults ne,
lay ny man out; nobody is a surer shot nor handles a rapier better
than your servant. And every one knows it. Then, have a friend--if you
can find one--and nmake over your property to himby a fictitious sale.
You call that a fidei conm ssum don't you?' he asked, turning to ne.

"The Count seened to be entirely absorbed in his own thoughts.
" '"You shall have your noney to-norrow,' he said, 'have the dianonds
in readi ness,' and he went.

" 'There goes one who | ooks to ne to be as stupid as an honest man,
Gobseck said coolly when the Count had gone.

'Say rather stupid as a man of passi onate nature.
" '"The Count owes you your fee for drawing up the agreenment!' Gobseck
called after nme as | took ny | eave.

"One nmorning, a few days after the scene which initiated ne into the
terrible depths beneath the surface of the |ife of a woman of fashion
kEhe Count cane Into ny private office.|

" 'l have cone to consult you on a matter of grave nonment,' he said,
"and | begin by telling you that | have perfect confidence in you, as
| hope to prove to you. Your behavior to Mre. de Grandlieu is above
all praise,' the Count went on. (You see, nmdane, that you have paid
nme a thousand tinmes over for a very sinple matter.)

"I bowed respectfully, and replied that | had done nothing but the
duty of an honest nman.

" "Well," the Count went on, '| have made a great many inquiries about
the singul ar personage to whom you owe your position. And from all
that | can |learn, Gobseck is a philosopher of the Cynic school. Wat
do you think of his probity?

"'M le Conte,' said |, 'CGobseck is ny benefactor--at fifteen per
cent,' | added, laughing. 'But his avarice does not authorize ne to
paint himto the |life for a stranger's benefit.'

" ' Speak out, sir. Your frankness cannot injure Gobseck or yourself. |
do not expect to find an angel in a pawnbroker.'

[ Daddy Gobseck | began, '1s I ntimatel convi nced of the truth of
t he principle I C e takes for arule o Ife. I'n his oplnion, noney
S a connpdi t I C ouU may se cheap or dear, according to

Cl rcunst ances, wt a clear consclience. A capltall st DYy cnhargl ng a
Igh rate of I nterest pecones In NS eyes a secured partner D

ant | cl pati on. Apart romthe pecullar pnhilosophical Vviews O unman
hat ur e ano I hancli al principles, Ich enable himto behave |1 Ke a

usurer, | amftull ersuaded that, out of his business, he IS the nost
oyal and uprignt soul In Paris. TNere are two nen in hln] he 1S petty
and great--|p m ser and a philosopher. [f [ were to die and | eave al

am | pbenhi nd nme, he would be the guardian whom | shoul d appoint. This
Was now cane to see seck In this |1ght, nonsieur. now not ni n
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of his past l[ife. He may have been a pirate, nm for anything | know
ave been a over the wor trafficking I n danbnds, or nen, Ofr
wonen, or State secrets; but this affirmo I m-hever has hunman

soul been nore thoroughly tenpered and tri ed.| When paid off ny | oan
| asked him with a little circum ocution of course, how it was that
he had nmade nme pay such an exorbitant rate of interest; and why,
seeing that | was a friend, and he neant to do nme a ki ndness, he
shoul d not have yielded to the wish and nade it conplete.--"My son,"
he said, "I released you fromall need to feel any gratitude by giVving
you ground for the belief that you owed ne nothing."--So we are the
best friends in the world. That answer, nonsieur, gives you the nan
better than any anount of description.'

" 'l have made up ny mnd once and for all,' said the Count. 'Draw up
the necessary papers; | amqgoing to transfer ny property to Gobseck. |
have no one but you to trust to in the draft of the counter-deed,
which will declare that this transfer is a sinulated sale, and that
Gobseck as trustee will adm nister ny estate (as he knows how to
adm ni ster), and undertakes to nake over ny fortune to ny el dest son
when he cones of age. Now, sir, this | nust tell you: | should be
afraid to have that precious docunent in ny own keeping. My boy is so
fond of his nmother, that | cannot trust himwth it. So dare | beg of
you to keep it for me? In case of death, Gobseck woul d nake you

| egatee of ny property. Every contingency is provided for.

"The Count paused for a nmonment. He seenmed greatly agitated.

" "A thousand pardons,' he said at length; 'I amin great pain, and
have very grave misgivings as to ny health. Recent troubles have
di sturbed ne very painfully, and forced ne to take this great step.'

" "Allownme first to thank you, nonsieur,' said |, 'for the trust you
place nme in. But | ambound to deserve it by pointing out to you that
you are disinheriting your--other children. They bear your nane.
Merely as the children of a once-loved wife, now fallen from her
position, they have a claimto an assured existence. | tell you
plainly that | cannot accept the trust with which you propose to honor
me unless their future is secured.’

"The Count trenbled violently at the words, and tears canme into his
eyes as he grasped ny hand, saying, 'l did not know ny man thoroughly.
You have made ne both glad and sorry. W will nake provision for the
children in the counter-deed."'

"I went with himto the door; it seenmed to ne that there was a gl ow of
satisfaction in his face at the thought of this act of justice.

"Now, Camlle, this is how a young wfe takes the first step to the
brink of a precipice. A quadrille, a ballad, a picnic party is

soneti nes cause sufficient of frightful evils. You are hurried on by

t he presunptuous voice of vanity and pride, on the faith of a smle

or through giddiness and folly! Shane and m sery and renorse are three
Furies awaiting every wonan the nonent she oversteps the limts----"

"Poor Camille can hardly keep awake," the Vicontesse hastily broke in
--"G to bed, child; you have no need of appalling pictures to keep
you pure in heart and conduct."

Cam|lle de Grandlieu took the hint and went.

"You were going rather too far, dear M Derville," said the
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Vi conmtesse, "an attorney is not a nother of daughters nor yet a
preacher."”
"But any newspaper is a thousand tines----"

"Poor Derville!" exclainmd the Vicontesse, "what has cone over you? Do
you really imagine that | allow a daughter of mne to read the
newspapers?--Go on," she added after a pause.

"Three nmont hs after everything was signed and seal ed between the Count
and Gobseck----"

"You can call himthe Conte de Restaud, now that Camlle is not here,"
said the Vi contesse.

"So be it! Well, time went by, and | saw nothing of the counter-ldeed
whi ch by rights should have been in ny hands. An attorney in Paris
lives in such a whirl of business that with certain exceptions which
we nmake for ourselves, we have not the tine to give each individua
client the ampbunt of interest which he hinmself takes in his affairs.
Still, one day when Gobseck canme to dine with ne, | asked himas we
left the table if he knew how it was that | had heard no nbre of M de
Rest aud.

F"There are excellent reasons for that,] he said. 'the noble Count IS|

at death's door. He 1s one of the soft stanp that cannot |earn how tog
ut an end to chagrin, and allow it to wear themout 1 nstead. Life IS
a craft, a profession; every nman nust take the trouble to | earn that

:USI Nness. en ne nas | earnea at ITe 1S D dint of palntu

[EXPEri ences the T1pbre o ImIS toughened, and acqulires a certaln

e asticity, so that e has nIs sensibilities under IS own control; €
disciplines ninse tl IS nerves are |1 ke steel springs, |1 C

gl ways bend, but never break; given a sound digestion, and a nman |
such tralning ought to l1ve as ong as the cedars o ebanon, and
anous trees they are.||

"Then is the Count actually dying? | asked.

" '"That is possible,' said Gobseck; 'the winding up of his estate wll
be a juicy bit of business for you.'

"I looked at nmy man, and said, by way of sounding him
" "Just explain to nme howit is that we, the Count and |, are the only
men in whomyou take an interest?

" 'Because you are the only two who have trusted nme without
finessing,' he said.

"Al though this answer warranted ny belief that Gobseck woul d act
fairly even if the counter-deed were lost, | resolved to go to see the
Count. | pleaded a business engagenent, and we separ at ed.

"I went straight to the Rue du Hel der, and was shown into a room where
the Countess sat playing with her children. Wen she heard ny nane,
she sprang up and cane to neet ne, then she sat down and pointed
without a word to a chair by the fire. Her face wore the inscrutable
mask beneath whi ch wonen of the world conceal their nbst vehenent
enotions. Trouble had wthered that face already. Nothing of its
peauty now renal ned, save the nmarvelous outlines in which its
princi pal charm had | ai n.
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" 'It is essential, madane, that | should speak to M le Conte----"
" 'If so, you would be nore favored than | am' she said, interrupting
nmne. 'M de Restaud will see no one. He will hardly allow his doctor to
come, and will not be nursed even by ne. \Wen people are ill, they
have such strange fancies! They are |ike children, they do not know
what they want.'

" '"Perhaps, |ike children, they know very well what they want.'
"The Countess reddened. | al nost repented a thrust worthy of Gobseck.
So, by way of changing the conversation, | added, 'But M de Restaud

cannot possibly lie there alone all day, madane.'

"His oldest boy is with him' she said.

"It was useless to gaze at the Countess; she did not blush this tineg,
and it looked to nme as if she were resolved nore firmy than ever that
| should not penetrate into her secrets.

" '"You rmust understand, madane, that nmy proceeding is no way
indiscreet. It is strongly to his interest--' | bit ny lips, feeling
that | had gone the wong way to work. The Countess i medi ately took
advant age of ny slip.

" '"My interests are in no way separate fromny husband's, sir,' said
she. 'There is nothing to prevent your addressing yourself to me----'
" '"The business which brings ne here concerns no one but M le Conte,’
| said firmy.

"'l will et himknow of your wish to see him'

"The civil tone and expression assuned for the occasion did not inpose

upon ne; | divined that she would never allow nme to see her husband.
chatted on about indifferent natters for a little while, so as to
study her; but, like all women who have once begun to plot for

t hensel ves, she could dissinmulate with the rare perfection which, in
your sex, nmeans the |ast degree of perfidy. If | may dare to say it,

| ooked for anything fromher, even a crine. She produced this feeling
in nme, because it was so evident fromher manner and in all that she
did or said, down to the very inflections of her voice, that she had
an eye to the future. | went.

"Now, | will pass on to the final scenes of this adventure, throw ng
in a few circunstances brought to light by tinme, and sone details
guessed by Gobseck's perspicacity or by my own.

"When the Conte de Restaud apparently plunged into the vortex of

di ssi pation, sonething passed between the husband and wi fe, sonething
whi ch remai ns an i npenetrabl e secret, but the wife sank even |lower in
the husband's eyes. As soon as he becane so ill that he was obliged to
take to his bed, he manifested his aversion for the Countess and the
two youngest children. He forbade themto enter his room and any
attenpt to disobey his w shes brought on such dangerous attacks that
the doctor inplored the Countess to subnmit to her husband's wi sh.

"Mmre. de Restaud had seen the famly estates and property, nay, the

very nmansion in which she lived, pass into the hands of Gobseck, who
appeared to play the fantastic ogre so far as their wealth was
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concerned. She partially understood what her husband was doi ng, no
doubt. M de Trailles was traveling in England (his creditors had been
alittle too pressing of late), and no one else was in a position to
enlighten the | ady, and explain that her husband was taking
precauti ons agai nst her at Gobseck's suggestion. It is said that she
hel d out for a long while before she gave the signature required by
French law for the sale of the property; neverthel ess the Count gai ned
his point. The Countess was convinced that her husband was realizing
his fortune, and that sonmewhere or other there would be a little bunch
of notes representing the anount; they had been deposited with a
notary, or perhaps at the bank, or in sone safe hiding-place.
Fol l owi ng out her train of thought, it was evident that M de Restaud
nust of necessity have sone kind of docunent in his possession by

whi ch any renmai ning property coul d be recovered and handed over to his
son.

"So she nade up her mind to keep the strictest possible watch over the
sick-room She rul ed despotically in the house, and everything in it
was subnitted to this feninine espionage. All day she sat in the sal on
adj oi ni ng her husband's room so that she could hear every syllable
that he uttered, every |least novenent that he nmade. She had a bed put
there for her of a night, but she did not sleep very nuch. The doctor
was entirely in her interests. Such wifely devotion seened

prai seworthy enough. Wth the natural subtlety of perfidy, she took
care to disguise M de Restaud's repugnance for her, and feigned

di stress so perfectly that she gained a sort of celebrity. Strait-

| aced wonen were even found to say that she had expi ated her sins.

Al ways before her eyes she beheld a vision of the destitution to
follow on the Count's death if her presence of nmind should fail her
and in these ways the wife, repulsed fromthe bed of pain on which her
husband | ay and groaned, had drawn a charned circle round about it. [So
near, yet kept at a distance; all-jpowerful, but 1 n disgrace, theg
apparently devoted wfe was lying in walt for death and opportunity:
crouching i1 ke the ant-f1on at the bottomof his spiral pit, ever on
L he watch tor the prey that cannot escape, listening to the tall of)
every graln of sand.|

"The strictest censor could not but recognize that fhe Countess pushed|
jmternal sentinent to the last degree. Her father's deat ad been
esson to her, people said.|] She worshi ped her children. They were so
young that she could hide the disorders of her life fromtheir eyes,
and could win their love; she had given themthe best and nost
brilliant education. | confess that | cannot hel p admiring her and
feeling sorry for her. Gobseck used to joke nme about it. Just about
that tine she had di scovered Maxi ne's baseness, and was expiating the
sins of the past in tears of blood. | was sure of it. Hateful as were
the measures which she took for regaining control of her husband's
noney, were they not the result of a nother's love, and a desire to
repair the wongs she had done her children? And again, it may be,
i ke many a woman who has experienced the stormof |aw ess | ove, she
felt alonging to lead a virtuous life again. Perhaps she only |earned
the worth of that |ife when she cane to reap the woeful harvest sown
by her errors.

"Every time that little Ernest cane out of his father's room she put
hi mt hrough a searching exam nation as to all that his father had done
or said. The boy willingly conplied with his nmother's wi shes, and told
her even nore than she asked in her anxious affection, as he thought.

"My visit was a ray of light for the Countess. She was deternmined to
see in ne the instrunent of the Count's vengeance, and resolved that |
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shoul d not be allowed to go near the dying man. | augured ill of all
this, and earnestly wi shed for an interview, for | was not easy in ny
m nd about the fate of the counter-deed. If it should fall into the

Count ess' hands, she mght turn it to her own account, and that woul d
be the beginning of a series of intermnable |awsuits between her and
Gobseck. | knew the usurer well enough to feel convinced that he would
never give up the property to her; there was roomfor plenty of |ega
gui bbling over a series of transfers, and | alone knew all the ins and
outs of the matter. | was mnded to prevent such a tissue of

m sfortune, so | went to the Countess a second tine.

"I have noticed, madane," said Derville, turning to the Vicontesse,
and speaking in a confidential tone, "certain noral phenonmena to which
we do not pay enough attention. | amnaturally an observer of human
nature, and instinctively | bring a spirit of analysis to the busi ness
that | transact in the interest of others, when hunan passions are
called into lively play. Now, | have often noticed, and always with
new wonder, that two antagonists al nost always di vine each other's

i nnost thoughts and i deas. Two eneni es soneti mes possess a power of
clear insight into mental processes, and read each other's ninds as
two lovers read in either soul. So when we cane together, the Countess

and |, | understood at once the reason of her antipathy for ne,
di squi sed though it was by the nbst gracious forns of politeness and
civility. | had been forced to be her confidant, and a wonan cannot

but hate the man before whom she is conpelled to blush. And she on her
side knew that if | was the man in whom her husband pl aced confi dence,
t hat husband had not as yet given up his fortune.

"I will spare you the conversation, but it abides in ny nenory as one
of the nobst dangerous encounters in my career. Nature had bestowed on
her all the qualities which, conmbined, are irresistibly fascinating;
she could be pliant and proud by turns, and confiding and coaxing in
her manner; she even went so far as to try to subjugate ne. It was a

failure. As | took ny |l eave of her, | caught a gleam of hate and rage
in her eyes that nade ne shudder. W parted enenies. She would fain
have crushed nme out of existence; and for ny own part, | felt pity for

her, and for sone natures pity is the deadliest of insults. This
feeling pervaded the |ast representations | put before her; and when |
left her, | left, | think, dread in the depths of her soul, by
declaring that, turn which way she would, ruin lay inevitably before
her .

" 'If I were to see M |le Conte, your children's property at any rate
woul d- - --"

" 'l should be at your nercy,' she said, breaking in upon ne, disgust
in her gesture.

"Now t hat we had spoken frankly, | nade up ny mnd to save the famly
frominpendi ng destitution. | resolved to strain the |aw at need to
gain nmy ends, and this was what | did. | sued the Conte de Restaud for
a sum of noney, ostensibly due to Gobseck, and gai ned judgnent. The
Count ess, of course, did not allow himto know of this, but | had
gained on ny point, | had a right to affix seals to everything on the
death of the Count. | bribed one of the servants in the house--the man
undertook to Il et ne know at any hour of the day or night if his naster
shoul d be at the point of death, so that | could I ntervene at once,
scare the Countess with a threat of affixing seals, and so secure the
count er - deed.

"I learned later on that the wonan was studying the Code, with her
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husband's dying moans in her ears. |If we could picture the thoughts of
those who stand about a deathbed, what fearful sights should we not
see? Money is always the notive-spring of the schenes el aborated, of
all the plans that are made and the plots that are woven about it! Let
us | eave these details, nauseating in the nature of them but perhaps
t hey may have given you sone insight into all that this husband and

w fe endured; perhaps too they may unveil nuch that i1s passing in
secret i n other houses.

[For two nonths the Conte de Restaud lay on his bed, alone,] and
resigned to his fate. Mirtal disease was slowly sapping the strength
of m nd and body. Unaccountabl e and grotesque sick fancies preyed upon
him he would not suffer themto set his roomin order, no one could
nurse him he would not even allow themto nake his bed. Al his
surroundi ngs bore the marks of this |ast degree of apathy, the
furniture was out of place, the daintiest trifles were covered with
dust and cobwebs. In health he had been a nan of refined and expensive
tastes, now he positively delighted in the confortless |ook of the
room A host of objects required in illness--rows of nedicine bottl es,
enpty and full, nost of themdirty, crunpled linen, and broken plates,
littered the witing-table, chairs, and chi mey-pi ece. An open

war m ng-pan lay on the floor before the grate; a bath, still full of

nm neral water had not been taken away. The sense of coming dissolution
pervaded all the details of an unsightly chaos. Signs of death
appeared in things inanimte before the Destroyer cane to the body on
the bed. The Conte de Restaud coul d not bear the daylight, the
Venetian shutters were closed, darkness deepened the gloomin the

di smal chanber. The sick nan hinself had wasted greatly. Al the life
in himseened to have taken refuge in the still brilliant eyes. The
livid whiteness of his face was sonething horrible to see, enhanced as
it was by the long dank | ocks of hair that straggled along his cheeks,
for he would never suffer themto cut it. He | ooked |ike sone
religious fanatic in the desert. Mental suffering was extinguishing
all human instincts in this man of scarce fifty years of age, whom al
Paris had known as so brilliant and so successful

"One nmorning at the beginning of Decenber 1824, he | ooked up at
Ernest, who sat at the foot of his bed gazing at his father with
wi stful eyes.

"Are you in pain?' the little Viconte asked.

" "No,' said the Count, with a ghastly snile, '"it all |lies HERE AND
ABOUT MY HEART!'

"He pointed to his forehead, and then laid his wasted fingers on his
hol | ow chest. Ernest began to cry at the sight.

" 'Howis it that M Derville does not come to ne?' the Count asked
his servant (he thought that Maurice was really attached to him but
the man was entirely in the Countess' interest)--'Wat! Maurice!' and
the dying man suddenly sat upright in his bed, and seened to recover
all his presence of mnd, 'l have sent for ny attorney seven or eight
times during the last fortnight, and he does not cone!' he cried. 'Do
you inmagine that | amto be trifled with? Go for him at once, this
very instant, and bring himback with you. If you do not carry out nmny
orders, | shall get up and go nyself.'

" 'Madane,' said the man as he cane into the salon, 'you heard M le
Cont e; what ought | to do?
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"Pretend to go to the attorney, and when you conme back tell your
master that his man of business is forty | eagues away from Paris on an
important lawsuit. Say that he is expected back at the end of the
week. - - Si ck peopl e never know how ill they are,' thought the Countess;
"he will wait till the man comes hone.'

"The doctor had said on the previous evening that the Count could
scarcely live through the day. Wen the servant cane back two hours
|ater to give that hopel ess answer, the dying man seened to be greatly
agi tat ed.

" '"Ch God!'" he cried again and again, 'l put nmy trust in none but
Thee.'

"For a long while he lay and gazed at his son, and spoke in a feeble
voi ce at |ast.

" '"Ernest, ny boy, you are very young; but you have a good heart; you
can understand, no doubt, that a promnmise given to a dying man is
sacred; a promise to a father . . . Do you feel that you can be
trusted with a secret, and keep it so well and so closely that even
your nother herself shall not know that you have a secret to keep?
There is no one else in this house whom | can trust to-day. You will
not betray my trust, will you?

" '"No, father.'
" '"Very well, then, Ernest, in a mnute or two | wll give you a

seal ed packet that belongs to M Derville; you nust take such care of
it that no one can know that you have it; then you nust slip out of
the house and put the letter into the post-box at the corner.'

'Yes, father.'

" '"Can | depend upon you?'

'Yes, father.'

"Conme and kiss nme. You have nmade death less bitter to ne, dear boy.

In six or seven years' time you will understand the inportance of this
secret, and you will be well rewarded then for your quickness and
obedi ence, you will know then how nmuch | |ove you. Leave ne al one for

a mnute, and |l et no one--no natter whom-cone in nmeanwhile.'
"Ernest went out and saw his nother standing in the next room

"Ernest,' said she, 'cone here.'

"She sat down, drew her son to her knees, and clasped himin her arns,
and held himtightly to her heart.

" '"Ernest, your father said sonmething to you just now.'
"Yes, nmanm.'
" '"What did he say?'

" 'l cannot repeat it, mamm.'

" '"Ch, ny dear child!" cried the Countess, kissing himin rapture.
"You have kept your secret; how glad that nakes ne! Never tell a lie;
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never fail to keep your word--those are two principles which should
never be forgotten.'

" '"Ch! mama, how beautiful you are! YOU have never told a lie, | am
quite sure.'

" '"Once or twice, Ernest dear, | have lied. Yes, and | have not kept
my word under circunstances whi ch speak | ouder than all precepts.

Li sten, ny Ernest, you are big enough and intelligent enough to see
that your father drives ne away, and will not allow nme to nurse him
and this is not natural, for you know how nuch | | ove him'

"Yes, nmanmm.'

"The Countess began to cry. 'Poor child!' she said, 'this msfortune
is the result of treacherous insinuations. Wcked people have tried to
separate ne fromyour father to satisfy their greed. They nean to take
all our noney fromus and to keep it for thenselves. If your father
were well, the division between us would soon be over; he would |isten
to me; he is loving and kind; he would see his nistake. But now his
mnd is affected, and his prejudices agai nst nme have becone a fixed

idea, a sort of mania with him It is one result of his illness. Your
father's fondness for you is another proof that his mnd is deranged.
Until he fell ill you never noticed that he | oved you nore than

Paul i ne and Georges. It is all caprice with himnow. In his affection
for you he might take it into his head to tell you to do things for
him |If you do not want to ruin us all, ny darling, and to see your
not her beggi ng her bread |i ke a pauper woman, you rust tell her
everyt hing----'

" "Ah!' cried the Count. He had opened the door and stood there, a
sudden, hal f-naked apparition, alnost as thin and fleshless as a
skel et on.

"Hi s snothered cry produced a terrible effect upon the Countess; she
sat notionless, as if a sudden stupor had seized her. Her husband was
as white and wasted as if he had risen out of his grave.

" '"You have filled my life to the full with trouble, and now you are
trying to vex ny deathbed, to warp nmy boy's mind, and nake a depraved
man of him' he cried, hoarsely.

"The Countess flung herself at his feet. His face, working with the
| ast enotions of life, was al nost hi deous to see.

" "Mercy! nercy!' she cried aloud, shedding a torrent of tears.
" '"Have you shown ne any pity?' he asked. 'l allowed you to squander
your own noney, and now do you nean to squander ny fortune, too, and
ruin nmy son?

" "Ah! well, yes, have no pity for ne, be nerciless to nme!' she cried.
"But the children? Condemm your widowto live in a convent; | will
obey you; | will do anything, anything that you bid ne, to expiate the
wong | have done you, if that so the children nay be happy! The
children! Oh, the children!'

" 'l have only one child,' said the Count, stretching out a wasted
arm in his despair, towards his son

"Pardon a penitent woman, a penitent woman! . . .' wailed the
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Count ess, her arns about her husband's danp feet. She coul d not speak
for sobbing; vague, incoherent sounds broke from her parched throat.

" '"You dare to talk of penitence after all that you said to Ernest!’
excl ai med the dying man, shaking off the Countess, who |ay groveling
over his feet.--"You turn nme to ice!' he added, and there was
sonmething appalling in the indifference with which he uttered the
words. ' You have been a bad daughter; you have been a bad wife; you
w1l be a bad nother.

"The wetched wonman fainted away. The dying nan reached his bed and
| ay down again, and a few hours | ater sank into unconsciousness. The
priests cane and adnini stered the sacranents.

"At mdnight he died; the scene that norning had exhausted his

remai ning strength, and on the stroke of midnight | arrived w th Daddy
Cobseck. The house was in confusion, and under cover of it we wal ked
up into the little salon adjoining the death-chanber. The three
children were there in tears, with two priests, who had cone to watch
with the dead. Ernest cane over to ne, and said that his nother
desired to be alone in the Count's room

" '"Do not go in,' he said; and | admred the child for his tone and
gesture; 'she is praying there.'

"Gobseck began to | augh that soundl ess | augh of his, but | felt too
nmuch touched by the feeling in Ernest's little face to join in the

m ser's sardoni c anusenent. \When Ernest saw that we nopved towards the
door, he planted hinmself in front of it, crying out, 'Mamma, here are
sonme gentlenen in black who want to see you.!"’

"Gobseck lifted Ernest out of the way as if the child had been a
feat her, and opened the door.

"What a scene it was that nmet our eyes! The roomwas in frightfu

di sorder; clothes and papers and rags |lay tossed about in a confusion
horrible to see in the presence of Death; and there, in the mdst,
stood the Countess in dishevel ed despair, unable to utter a word, her
eyes glittering. The Count had scarcely breathed his | ast before his
wife cane in and forced open the drawers and the desk; the carpet was
strewn with litter, sonme of the furniture and boxes were broken, the
signs of violence could be seen everywhere. But if her search had at
first proved fruitless, there was that in her excitenment and attitude
which led nme to believe that she had found the nysterious docunents at
last. | glanced at the bed, and professional instinct told ne all that
had happened. The mattress had been flung contenptuously down by the
bedsi de, and across it, face downwards, |ay the body of the Count,

i ke one of the paper envel opes that strewed the carpet--he too was
not hi ng now but an envel ope. There was sonethi ng grotesquely horrible
in the attitude of the stiffening rigid |inbs.

"The dyi ng man nust have hi dden the counter-deed under his pillowto
keep it safe so long as life should last; and his wife nust have
guessed his thought; indeed, it nmight be read plainly in his | ast
dyi ng gesture, in the convulsive clutch of his clawlike hands. The
pillow had been flung to the floor at the foot of the bed; |I could see
the print of her heel upon it. At her feet lay a paper with the
Count's arns on the seals; | snatched it up, and saw that it was
addressed to ne. | | ooked steadily at the Countess with the pitiless
cl ear - si ght edness of an exani ning magi strate confronting a guilty
creature. The contents were blazing in the grate; she had flung them
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on the fire at the sound of our approach, imagining, froma first
hasty gl ance at the provisions which | had suggested for her children,
that she was destroying a will which disinherited them A tornented
consci ence and involuntary horror of the deed which she had done had
taken away all power of reflection. She had been caught in the act,
and possibly the scaffold was rising before her eyes, and she al ready
felt the felon's branding iron

"There she stood gasping for breath, waiting for us to speak, staring
at us with haggard eyes.

"I went across to the grate and pulled out an unburned fragnent. ' Ah,
madane!' | exclained, 'you have ruined your children! Those papers
were their titles to their property.'

"Her mouth twi tched, she |ooked as if she were threatened by a
paral yti c seizure

" "Eh! eh!' cried Gobseck; the harsh, shrill tone grated upon our ears
like the sound of a brass candl estick scratching a narble surface.

"There was a pause, then the old nman turned to ne and said quietly:

" '"Do you intend Mre. |la Contesse to suppose that | amnot the
rightful owner of the property sold to me by her |ate husband? This
house bel ongs to nme now.'

"A sudden bl ow on the head froma bl udgeon woul d have given ne | ess
pai n and astoni shnent. The Countess saw the | ook of hesitation in ny
face.

"Monsi eur,' she cried, 'Mnsieur!' She could find no other words.

"You are a trustee, are you not?' | asked.

" '"That is possible.'

'Then do you nean to take advantage of this crinme of hers?
"Precisely.'

"I went at that, |eaving the Countess sitting by her husband's

bedsi de, sheddi ng hot tears. Gobseck followed nme. Qutside in the
street | separated fromhim but he cane after ne, flung ne one of
those searching glances with which he probed nen's mnds, and said in
the husky flute-tones, pitched in a shriller key:

"Do you take it upon yourself to judge ne?

"Fromthat time forward we saw little of each other. CGobseck let the
Count's nansion on | ease; he spent the sumrers on the country estates.
He was a lord of the nanor in earnest, putting up farm buil dings,
repairing mlls and roadways, and planting tinber. | cane across him
one day in a walk in the Jardin des Tuileries.

" '"The Countess is behaving like a heroine,' said |I; 'she gives
herself up entirely to the children's education; she is giving thema
perfect bringing up. The ol dest boy is a charning young fellow---'
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" 'That is possible.

'"But ought you not to help Ernest? | suggested.

" 'Help him"' cried Gobseck. 'Not |. Adversity is the greatest of al

t eachers; adversity teaches us to know the val ue of noney and the
worth of nen and wonen. Let himset sail on the seas of Paris; when he
Is aqualified pilot, we wll give hima ship to steer.

"I left himw thout seeking to explain the neaning of his words.

"M de Restaud's nother has prejudi ced himagainst ne, and he is very
far fromtaking me as his legal adviser; still, I went to see Gobseck
| ast week to tell him about Ernest's love for Mle. Camlle, and
pressed himto carry out his contract, since that young Restaud is
just of age.

"I found the old bill-discounter had been kept to his bed for a |ong
time by the conplaint of which he was to die. He put nme off, saying
that he would give the matter his attention when he could get up again
and see after his business; his idea being no doubt that he woul d not
gi ve up any of his possessions so long as the breath was in him no

ot her reason could be found for his shuffling answer. He seened to ne
to be much worse than he at all suspected. | stayed with himlong
enough to discern the progress of a passion which age had converted
into a sort of craze. He wanted to be alone in the house, and had
taken the roons one by one as they fell vacant. In his own room he had
changed not hing; the furniture which | knew so well sixteen years ago
| ooked the same as ever; it might have been kept under a gl ass case.
Gobseck's faithful old portress, with her husband, a pensioner, who
sat in the entry while she was upstairs, was still his housekeeper and
charwoman, and now in addition his sick-nurse. In spite of his

f eebl eness, Cobseck saw his clients hinself as heretofore, and

recei ved suns of noney; his affairs had been so sinplified, that he
only needed to send his pensioner out now and again on an errand, and
could carry on business in his bed.

"After the treaty, by which France recogni zed the Haytian Republi c,
Gobseck was one of the nenbers of the conmm ssion appointed to
liquidate clainms and assess repaynents due by Hayti; his special

know edge of old fortunes in San Domingo, and the planters and their
heirs and assigns to whomthe indemities were due, had led to his
noni nati on. Gobseck's peculiar genius had then devised an agency for
di scounting the planters' clains on the governnent. The busi ness was
carried on under the nanmes of Werbrust and G gonnet, w th whom he
shared the spoil without disbursenents, for his know edge was accepted
i nstead of capital. The agency was a sort of distillery, in which
noney was extracted from doubtful clains, and the clainms of those who
knew no better, or had no confidence in the governnment. As a

i qui dator, Gobseck could nmake terns with the | arge | anded
proprietors; and these, either to gain a higher percentage of their
clains, or to ensure pronpt settlenments, would send himpresents in
proportion to their nmeans. In this way presents came to be a kind of
percent age upon sunms too |arge to pass through his control, while the
agency bought up cheaply the snmall and dubious clains, or the clains
of those persons who preferred a little ready noney to a deferred and
somewhat hazy repaynent by the Republic. [Gobseck was the | nsati abl e
boa constrictor of the great business.| Every norning he received his
tribute, eyeing it like a Nabob's prinme mnister, as he considers
whet her he will sign a pardon. Gobseck would take anything, fromthe
present of game sent him by sonme poor devil or the pound' s wei ght of
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wax candl es fromdevout folk, to the rich man's plate and the

specul ator's gold snuff-box. Nobody knew what becane of the presents
sent to the old noney-|ender. Everything went in, but nothing cane
out .

" '"On the word of an honest woman,' said the portress, an old

acquai ntance of mne, 'l believe he swallows it all and is none the
fatter for it; he is as thin and dried up as the cuckoo in the clock.'

"At length, |ast Monday, Gobseck sent his pensioner for me. The man
came up to ny private office.

" 'Be quick and come, M Derville,' said he, 'the governor is |ust
going to hand in his checks; he has grown as yvellow as a |enon; he is
fidgeting to speak with you; death has fair hold of him the rattle iIs
working in his throat.'

"When | entered Gobseck's room | found the dying man kneeling before
the grate. If there was no fire on the hearth, there was at any rate a
nonst rous heap of ashes. He had dragged hinself out of bed, but his
strength had failed him and he could neither go back nor find the

voi ce to conpl ain.

" '"You felt cold, old friend," | said, as | hel ped himback to his
bed; 'how can you do without a fire?

"'l amnot cold at all,' he said. "No fire here! no fire! | am going,
| know not where, lad,' he went on, glancing at nme with bl ank,
lightless eyes, '"but | amgoing away fromthis.--1 have carpol ogy,"
said he (the use of the technical term showi ng how cl ear and accurate
his nental processes were even now). [ | thought the roomwas Tull of
ive gold, and | got up to catch sone of it.--|lo om W a m ne
go, | wonder? Not to the crown;, | have left a w 00 or It
otius. La belle Holl andal se had a daughter; | once saw the qgir
sonewhere or other, 1n the Rue Vivienne, one evening. They ca er
‘La Torpille,” | believe; she IS as pretty as pretty can be; |00 er
p, Gotius. You are execut or; take at you |ike; help yourse
ere are Strasburg pres, there, and bags of coffee, and sugar, anad
ol d spoons. G ve the (diot service to your wfe. But 0 1S to have

t he di anbnds™”? Are you golng to take them ad’ ere Is snu t 00- |}
S e It at Hanpburg, tobaccos are wort a as nmuch agaln at Hanburg.
Al sorts of things ave I n tact, and now nmust go and | eave the

QD

. --lcone, Papa Gobseck, no weakness, be yourse

"He raised hinself in bed, the lines of his face standing out as
sharply against the pillowas if the profile had been cast in bronze;
he stretched out a | ean arm and bony hand al ong the coverl et and
clutched it, as if so he would fain keep his hold on life, then he
gazed hard at the grate, cold as his own netallic eyes, and died in
full consciousness of death. To us--the portress, the old pensioner,
and nmysel f--he | ooked |ike one of the old Ronmans standi ng behind the
Consuls in Lethiere's picture of the Death of the Sons of Brutus.

" '"He was a good-plucked one, the old Lascar!' said the pensioner in
his soldierly fashion.

"But as for ne, the dying man's fantastical enuneration of his riches

still sounding in ny ears, and nmy eyes, followi ng the direction of
his, rested on that heap of ashes. It struck ne that it was very
large. | took the tongs, and as soon as | stirred the cinders, | felt

the netal underneath, a nmass of gold and silver coins, receipts taken
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during his illness, doubtless, after he grew too feeble to | ock the
noney up, and could trust no one to take it to the bank for him

" "Run for the justice of the peace,' said |, turning to the old
pensi oner, 'so that everything can be seal ed here at once.'

"Gobseck's last words and the old portress' renmarks had struck ne. |
took the keys of the roons on the first and second floor to nake a
visitation. The first door that | opened reveal ed the nmeani ng of the
phrases which | took for mad ravings; and | saw the length to which
covet ousness goes when it survives only as an illogical instinct, the
| ast stage of greed of which you find so many exanpl es anong msers in
country towns.

"I'n the roomnext to the one in which Gobseck had died, a quantity of
eatabl es of all kinds were stored--putrid pies, nouldy fish, nay, even
shel | -fish, the stench al nost choked nme. Maggots and insects swarned.
These conparatively recent presents were put down, pell-nell, anong
chests of tea, bags of coffee, and packi ng-cases of every shape. A
silver soup tureen on the chi mey-piece was full of advices of the
arrival of goods consigned to his order at Havre, bales of cotton
hogsheads of sugar, barrels of rum coffees, indigo, tobaccos, a
perfect bazaar of colonial produce. The roomitself was cramed wth
furniture, and silver-plate, and |l anps, and vases, and pictures; there
were books, and curiosities, and fine engravings lying rolled up,
unframed. Perhaps these were not all presents, and sone part of this
vast quantity of stuff had been deposited with himin the shape of

pl edges, and had been left on his hands in default of paynent. |
noticed jewel -cases, with ciphers and arnorial bearings stanped upon
them and sets of fine table-linen, and weapons of price; but none of
the things were docketed. | opened a book which seened to be

m spl aced, and found a thousand-franc note in it. | prom sed nyself
that | would go through everything thoroughly; | would try the
ceilings, and floors, and walls, and cornices to discover all the
gol d, hoarded with such passionate greed by a Dutch m ser worthy of a
Renbrandt's brush. In all the course of ny professional career | have
never seen such inpressive signs of the eccentricity of avarice.

"I went back to his room and found an explanation of this chaos and
accunul ation of riches in a pile of letters |lying under the paper-

wei ghts on his desk--Gobseck's correspondence with the various deal ers
to whom doubt| ess he usually sold his presents. These persons had,
perhaps, fallen victins to Gobseck's cleverness, or Gobseck may have
want ed fancy prices for his goods; at any rate, every bargain hung in
suspense. He had not di sposed of the eatables to Chevet, because
Chevet would only take themof himat a loss of thirty per cent.
Gobseck haggled for a few francs between the prices, and while they

wr angl ed t he goods becane unsal abl e. Again, Gobseck had refused free
delivery of his silver-plate, and declined to guarantee the wei ghts of
his coffees. There had been a di spute over each article, the first
indication in Gobseck of the childishness and i nconprehensi bl e

obsti nacy of age, a condition of mnd reached at last by all nen in
whom a strong passion survives the intellect.

"I said to nyself, as he had said, 'To whomwi |l all these riches go?
. . And then |I think of the grotesque infornation he gave ne as to
the present address of his heiress, | foresee that it will be ny duty
to search all the houses of ill-fanme in Paris to pour out an inmense
fortune on sone worthless jade. But, in the first place, know this--
that in a few days tinme Ernest de Restaud will cone into a fortune to
which his title is unquestionable, a fortune which will put himin a
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position to marry Mle. Canmille, even after adequate provision has
been made for his nother the Contesse de Restaud and his sister and
br ot her."

ADDENDUM
The foll owi ng personages appear in other stories of the Hunan Conedy.

Bi dault (known as G gonnet)
The Government C erks
The Vendetta
Cesar Birotteau
The Firm of Nuci ngen
A Daughter of Eve

Derville
A Start in Life
The CGondreville Mystery
Fat her Gori ot
Col onel Chabert
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life

Dervill e, Madane
Cesar Birotteau

Cobseck, Jean-Esther Van
Fat her Gori ot
Cesar Birotteau
The Governnent C erks
The Unconsci ous Hunoriists

Cobseck, Sarah Van
Cesar Birotteau
The Mar anas
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
The Menber for Arcis

Cobseck, Esther Van
The Fi rm of Nuci ngen
A Bachel or's Establi shnent
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life

Grandl i eu, Vicontesse de
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
Col onel Chabert

Grandl i eu, Viconte Juste de
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life

Grandl i eu, Vicontesse Juste de
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
A Daughter of Eve

Maurice (de Restaud's val et)
Fat her Cori ot

Pal ma (banker)
The Firm of Nuci ngen
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Cesar Birotteau

Lost |1l usions

A Distinguished Provincial at Paris
The Ball at Sceaux

Rest aud, Conte de
Fat her Cori ot

Rest aud, Cont esse Anast asi e de
Fat her Gori ot

Rest aud, Ernest de
The Menber for Arcis

Rest aud, Madane Ernest de
The Menber for Arcis

Rest aud, Feli x- Georges de
The Menber for Arcis

Trailles, Conte Maxinme de
Cesar Birotteau
Fat her Gori ot
Ursul e Mrouet
A Man of Busi ness
The Menber for Arcis
The Secrets of a Princess
Cousin Betty
The Menber for Arcis
Beatri x
The Unconsci ous Hunori sts
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