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sighed too, without knowing for whom I sighed, without distinguish­
ing whether it had been born of regret or hope. She seemed sorry to 
have distressed me, and to have let herself get too carried awayin paint­
ing a portrait that could seem questionable, since it had been painted 
bya woman. 

I could not make sense of what I was hearing. Once again, we were 
heading down the great path of sentiment, and from this vantage point 
it was impossible to foresee where our steps would lead. In the midst 
of our metaphysical discussions, she pointed out to me, at the far end 
of a terrace, a pavilion that had witnessed the sweetest of moments. 
She described its location and furnishings to me in detail. What a pity 
she didn't have the key to it! Still chatting, we approached the pavil­
ion. It had been left open; all it lacked now was some daylight. But dark­
ness lent it a certain charm of its own. And besides, I knew the charm 
of the object that would soon adorn it. 

We trembled as we entered. This was love's sanctuary. It took pos­
session of us: our knees buckled, our weakening arms intertwined, and, 
unable to hold each other up, we sank down onto asofa that occupied 
a comer of the temple. The moon was setting, and its last rays soon 
lifted the veil of a modesty that was, I think, becoming rather tiresome. 
Everything grew confused in the shadows. The hand that tried to push 
me away felt my heart beating. Mme de T-- was trying to move away 
from me but kept coming back all the more tender. Our souls met and 
multiplied; another was born each time we kissed. 

Though it became less tumultuous, the intoxication of our senses 
did not yet allow us the use of our voices. We conversed in silence 
through the language of thought. Mme de T-- took refuge in my 
arms, hid her head in my breast, sighed, and became calm beneath my 
caresses: she reprimanded and consoled herself in one breath, and she 
asked for love in return for everything that love had just stolen away 
from her. 

The same love that had frightened her a moment before comforted 
her the next. If it is true that lovers want to give what they haveallowed 
to be taken, it is also true that they receive what they have stolen. 
And both parties hasten to obtain a second victory in order to secure 
their conquest. 

All this had been a little abrupt. We realized our error and returned 
more leisurely to what we had passed over in haste. When lovers are 

too ardent, they are less refi~ed. Racing toward climax, they overlook 
the preliminary pleasures; they tear at a knot, shred a piece of gauz~. 
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Calmer, we found the air purer, cooler. Earlier, we had not heard 
how the river, its wavelets bathing the walls of the summer house, 
interrupted the night's silence with a gentle murmur that seemed in 
hannony with the wild beating ofour hearts. The darkness did not allow 
us to distinguish any objects, but through the transparent veil of a beau­
tiful summer night our imaginations transformed an island that lay 
before our retreat into an enchanted spot. The river now swarmed with 
cupids who frolicked in the ripples. Never were the forests ofGnide as 
peopled with lovers as the far bank of our river. For us, nature housed 
only happy couples, and none was happier than we. We would have 
rivaled Amor and Psyche. I was as young as he; I found Mme de T-­
as charming as she. In her greater abandon. she seemed all the more 
ravishing. Ev~ry passing moment revealed something more beautiful. 
The torch oflove illuminated it in my mind's eye, and the most reliable 
of the senses confirmed my happiness. When fear disappears, caresses 
seek out caresses: they callout all the more tenderly to one another. 
Lovers no longer want their favors stolen. If they defer, it is from refine­
ment. Their refusal is halfhearted, and only 'another sign of tender care. 
They desire, but would prefer not to ­ the compliment alone is pleas­
ing ... Desire flatters ... It uplifts the soul ... They adore ... They will 
never yield ... They surrender. 

"Oh," she said in a heavenly voice, "let us leave this dangerous place; 
Ourdesires keep multiplying here, and we haven't the strength to resist 
them." She led me out. 

We moved away regretfully. She looked back often. A divine flame 
seemed to bum in the courtyard. 

"You have made this house sacred for me," she said. "Who will ever 
be able to please me here as you have? You truly know how to love! How 
fortunate she is!" 

"Who do you mean?" Lcried out in surprise. "If I bring you happi­
ness, what other creature in the world could you possibly envy?" 

We passed before the grassy bank and stopped there involuntarily,
with silent emotion. 

"Such an immense distance lies between this spot and the summer 
house we just l~ft!" she said. "My soul is so full ofhappiness I can barely 
remembs- that I was capable of resisting you." 

"Well," I said to her,"arn I here to witness the breaking of the magic 

spell thatso filled my imagination back there? Will this spot always be 
fatal to me?" 

"Can there be any such place, as long as I am with you?" 
"Yes, it seems so, since I am just as unhappy here as I was happy 
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there. Love demands multiple tokens: it thinks it hasn't won anything 
as long as something is still left to he won." 

"Again... No, I can't allow it ... no, never..." And after a long silence: 
"Oh, but you do know how to love mel" 

I beg the reader to remember that I was twenty years old. Mean­
while, the conversation changed its course: it became less serious. We 
even dared to jest about the pleasures of love, distinguishing moral 
pleasures from others, reducing them to their Simplest forms, and prov­
ing that love's favors were nothing more than pleasure; that there was 
no such thing as a commitment (philosophically speaking) except for 
those commitments contracted with the public, when we allow it to 
discover our secrets, and when we agree to share in some indiscretions. 

"What a delicious night we've just spent," she said, "all because 
of the attraction of pleasure, our guide and our excuse! I suppose if 
for some reason we were forced to separate tomorrow, our happiness, 
unknown to all of nature, would not leave us bound by any tie ... a few 
regrets maybe, compensated by pleasant memories ... And besides, we 
have had our pleasure, in fact, pleasure, without all the delays, the 
bother, and the tyranny of courteous behavior." 

We are such machines (and I blush at the idea) that, instead of alI 
the delicacy that tormented me before the scene which just took 
place, I found myself at least half to blame for the boldness of her prin­
ciples; I found them sublime, and I felt a strong disposition for the 
love of freedom. 

"What a beautiful nightl" she said, "what beautiful grounds! It has 
been eight years since I left them, but they have lost none of their 
charm. Now they have even recovered all the charms of novelty. We will 
never forget that pavilion, will we? There is an even more charming 
room in the chateau - but I can't show you anything. You're like a child 
who wants to touch everything, and who breaks everything he touches." 

Prompted by a violent feeling of curiosity I promised to be only what 
she would want me to be. I protested that I had become very reason­
able. But she quickly changed the subject. 

"This night would seem completely delightful if I weren't reproach­
ing myselffor one thing," she said. "I'm angry, really angry, about what 
I said to you about the Countess. I don't mean to complain about you. 
Novelty is exciting. You found me agreeable, and I choose to believe that 
you were in good faith; hut trying to undo the sway of habit is a weary 

task, and 1hardly know how to set about it. Besides, l've exhausted a\\ 
the resources a heart possesses to bind you. What could you still hope 
\m \mro rot now(WhAt LOuld you still desire! J\nd if awoman leaves il 
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man with nothing to desire or to hope, what will become of her? I have 
given you everything I could; perhaps one day you will forgive me for 
the pleasures that, once the moment of intoxication has passed, return 
you to the severity ofyour judgment. 

"By the way, what did you think of my husband? Rather sullen, isn't 
he? His diet is not very agreeable. I don't think he looked upon you 
with much equanimity. Our friendship would soon begin to seem sus­
pect to him. So you shouldn't prolong this first trip: he'll become 
bad-tempered if you do. As soon as anyone comes, and no doubt some­
one will come ... Besides, you also have your own discretion to pre­
serve ... Do you remember how Monsieur looked this evening when 
he left us? .." . 

She saw the impression these last words made on me, and immedi­
ately added: .iHe was more lighthearted when he was so carefully arrang­
ing the little room I mentioned to you a short time ago. That was before 
my marriage. It is attached to my apartment. It has never been for me 
anything more than evidence of. .. the artificial resources Monsieur 
de T-- needed to strengthen his affections, and of how little I was 
able to stimulate his soul." 

Thus she gradually aroused my curiosity about that little room. "It 
is attached to yourapartment," I said to her. "How delightful it would 
be to go there and avenge your insulted charms! To pay them the hom- j_ 

age they deserve and of which they have been robbed." 
She liked this tone better. 

"Oh!" I said to her, "if only I were to be chosen as the principal actor 
in that revenge, if only the pleasure of that moment could make you 
forget, and make up for, the boredom ofconjugal routine .,» 

"If you promise to be good," she said, interrupting me. 
I must confess that I didn't feel alI the fervor, all the devotion nec­


essary for visiting this new temple - but I was very curious. It was no
 
longer Mme de T-- whom I desired, it was the little room.
 

We had come back inside. The lamps in the stajr~ells and hallways
 
had been extinguished; we were wandering through a labyrinth. Even
 
the mistress of the chateau had forgotten the way. At last we arrived at
 
the door of her apartment, the apartment housing that vaunted chamber.
i 

"What are you gOing to do with me?" I asked. "What is going to hap­
pen to me? Are you going to send me off alone in this darkness? Are 

-- you going to expose me to the risk of making a noise, of revealing us, 

ofbetraying us, of ruining you?" 
r This argument seemed irreproachable to her. "Then you promise 

'I. " 

i-me ••• 
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''Anything ... anything you like." 
She accepted my oath. We gently opened the door. We saw two 

women sleeping, one young, one older. The latter, the trusted one, was 
the one she awoke. Mme de T-- whispered something to her, and I 
soon saw her leave through a secret door cleverly fashioned in a panel 
of the wainscoting. I offered to perform the duties of the woman who 
was still asleep. Mme de T-- accepted my services, and she rid her­
self of all superfluous ornaments. A single ribbon bound up her hair, 
which escaped in flowing curls; to this she added only a rose I had 
plucked in the garden and was still absentmindedly holding; a loose 
dressing gown replaced all her other clothing. There wasn't a single knot 
in this whole outfit; I found Mme de T-- more beautiful than ever. 
A little fatigue made her eyelids heavy and lent her gaze a more inter­
esting languor, a' gentler expression. The color of her lips, more vivid 
than usual, set off the enamel of her teeth, and made her smile more 
voluptuous; red blushes scattered here and there set off the whiteness 
of her complexion and attested to its delicacy. These traces of pleasure 
reminded me of its sway. In truth, she seemed even more attractive to 
me than my imagination had painted her in our sweetest moments. The 
panel opened again and the discreet confidante disappeared. 

As we were about to enter the chamber, she stopped me. "Remem­
ber," she said gravely, "you are supposed never to have seen, never even 
suspected, the sanctuary you~re about to enter. No careless mistakes; 
I'm not worried about the rest:' Discretion is the most important of 
the virtues; we owe it many moments of happiness. 

All this was like an initiation rite. She led me by the hand across a 
small, dark corridor. My heart was pounding as though I were a young 
proselyte being put to the test before the celebration of the great 
mysteries ... 

"But your Countess .. :' she said, stopping. I was about to reply 
when the doors opened; my answer was interrupted by admiration. I 
was astonished, delighted, I no longer know what became of me, and 
I.began in good faith to believe in magic. The door closed again, and 
I could no longer tell from whence I had entered. All I could see now 
was a seamless, bird's view of a grove of trees which seemed to stand 
and rest on nothing. In truth, I found myself in a vast cage of mirrors 
on which images were so artistically painted that they produced the 
illusion of all the objects they represented. There was no visible light 

inside the room; a soft, celestial glow entered, depending on the need 
each object had to be more or less perceived; incense burners exhaled 

Jehdous perfumes; lnter~ed ciphers md ornmenbl motifs hid from 
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the eyes the flames of the lamps that magically illuminated this place 
of delights. The side where we had come in showed latticed porticoes 
ornamented with flowers, and arbors in each recess. On another side 
was a statue of Amor handing out crowns of flowers, and before the 
statue an altar on which shone a flame, and at the base of this altar a 
cup, crowns of flowers, and garlands; a temple of lighthearted design 
completed the decor of this side. Opposite was a dark grotto, the god 
of mystery watching over the entrance and the floor, covered with a 
plush carpet, imitated grass. On the ceiling, mythological figures were 

.hanging garlands; and on the side opposite the porticoes was a canopy 
under which were piles of pillows with a baldachin upheld by cupids. 

It was here that the queen of this place nonchalantly threw herself f 
'<:	 down. I fell at her feet, she leaned toward me, she held out her arms 

to me, and in that instant, because the couple we formed was repeated 
in its every angle, I saw that island entirely populated by happy lovers. 

Desires are reproduced through their images. "Will you leave my 
head uncrowned?" I asked her. "So close to the throne. will I have to 
endure hardship? Will you reject me?" 

"Andyour vows?"she answered, rising. 
"I was a mortal when I made them, but now you have made me a 

god: my only vow is to adore you:' 

"Come," she said, "the shadow of mystery must hide my weakness. I 
Come .. :' i 

At the same time, she went over to the grotto. Scarcelyhad we passed 
through the entrance when some sort of cleverly contrived spring caught . 
hold of us and, carried by its movement, we fell gently on our backs 
on a mound of cushions. Both darkriess and silence reigned in this new 
sanctuary. Our sighs replaced language. More tender, more numerous, 
more ardent, they expressed bur sensations, they marked their progres­
sion; and the last Sigh of all, suspended for a time, warned us that we 
would have to offer thanks to Love.She took a crown and set it on my 
head, and, barely raising her beautiful eyes, damp with lust, she said 
to me, "Well, thenl Will you ever love the Countess as much as you 
love me?" I was about to answer when the confidante rushed in and 

,,< said to me, "Leave quickly. It's broad daylight. People are already stir­
?" ring in the chateau:' 
,.:~: ­

Everything vanished as quickly as a dream is destroyed when one 
awakens, an~ I found myself in the corridor before I was able to come 

to my senses. I tried to find my chambers, but where was I to look? 
Any in9uiry would give me away, any wrong tum an indiscretion. The 

most prudent choice seemed to be to go down into the garden, where I 



i 
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resolved to stay until I could come back in as if I had been out for a 
morning walk. 

The coolness and the pure air of that moment gradually calmed 
my imagination and drove the sense of magic from it. Instead of an 
enchanted nature, I saw only an innocent nature. Truth returned to 
my soul, my thoughts came to me without disturbance and followed 
one another in an orderly way; at last I could breathe again. I had 
nothing more pressing to do at that moment than ask myself if I was 
the lover of the woman I had just left, and I was quite surprised to dis­
cover that I didn't know how to answer. Who could have told me yes­
terday at the opera that I might ever ask myself such a question? I, 
who thought I knew that she was desperately in love, and had been 
for two years, with the Marquis de ---, I, who thought I was so 
smitten with the Countess that it would be impossible for me to be 
unfaithful to her! What! Yesterday! Mme de T--... Was it really 
true? Had she broken with the Marquis? Had she chosen me to .succeed 
him, or only to punish him? What an adventure! What a night! I didn't 
know if I was still dreaming. I doubted it, then I was convinced, per­
suaded, and then I didn't believe anything anymore. As I was drifting 
amid these uncertainties, I heard a noise near me: I lifted my eyes, 
rubbed them, and couldn't believe what I saw. It was... none other 
than the Marquis. 

"You didn't expect me so early in the morning, did you? Now, how 
did it go?" 

"You knew I was here?" I asked him. 
"Yes, of course. I was told yesterday just as you were leaving. Did 

you play your part well? Did her husband find your arrival quite ridicu­
lous? When is she sending you back? I've taken care of everything; I'm 
bringing you a fine carriage which will be at your disposal - lowe 
you a favor. Madame de T-- needed a squire, and you served as one 
for her, you entertained her on the way here; that was all she wanted. 
My gratitude ..." 

"Oh, no, no! I'm happy to be of service; and in this case Madame de 
T-- might tell you I've been zealous above and beyond the powers 
ofgratitude." . 

He had just solved yesterday's mystery, and given me a key to the rest. 
I instantly sensed what my new role was. Every word fell into place. 

"Why did you come so early?" I asked. "It seems to me it would have 

been more prudent ..." 
ll£vc'Jthing ha~ bccn arrangcd; it ,,"ill look as if I have come here 

~y e~~M~. fro ~uppo~~d to be returnin~ from aneighboring estate. 

I>~r;··" 
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Didn't Madame de T-- tell you? I'm cross with her for not trusti~g 
you, after all you have done for us," 

"No doubt she had her reasons; and perhaps if she had said some­
thing, I wouldn't have played my part so well." , 

"Well, was it pleasant, my mend? Tell me the details ... tell me now." 
"Ah!... Just a minute. I didn't know that all of this was mere play­

acting; and even though I am involved in the play..." 
"You didn't have the best part."
 

"Oh, don't worry; for a good actor, there are no bad parts,"
 
"OfCourse - and you came off well?"
 
"Wonderfully well."
 
"And Madame de T--?"
 
"Sublime. She can play any type."
 
"Can you imagine pinning that woman down? It gave me some
 

trouble; but I have molded her character to the point where there 'is 
perhaps no other woman in Paris whose faithfulness can be relied upon 
so completely," 

"Excellent!" . 

"That's my special talent. All her inconstancy was mere frivolity, a 
disorder of the imagination; it all came down to capturing her soul." 

"Yes,absolutely." 

"Isn't that so? Youhave no idea how attached she is to me. The fact 
is, she's charming, as you'll agree. Between you and me, I know of on)y 
one failing in her, which is that nature, though it gave her everything, 
refused her that divine flame which is the highest blessing. She inspires 
everything, causing all sorts of feelings, and yet she herself feels noth­
ing. She's made ofstone." 

"Is she? I wouldn't haveguessed ... But, I must say, you seem to know 
this woman as well as if you were her husband: really, one could easily ,~ 
be deceived. And if I hadn't dined yesterday with the man himself. .... 

"Speaking of which, did he put on a good show?"
 
"Never was anyone more a husband." .
 

"Oh, what a fine adventure! But I fear you're not laughing about it
 
enough for my taste. Don't you.see just how comical your role is? You 
must agree that the theater of the world presents strange -opportuni­
ties - that it has some very amusing scenes. Let's go in, I'm eager to 
have a good laugh with Madame de T--. She must be awake by now. 
I said I would be here early. In all decency, we should begin with the 
husband. Let's go to your room, 1want to put on alittle more pow­

:'clef ... So, did he really take you for a lover?" 

. ""You'll be able to judge my success by the reception he gives me. 
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It's nine o'clock -let's go straight to Monsieur." I wanted to avoid my 
chambers, and with good reason. On our way. however, we happened 
upon them quite by chance. Through the door, which had been left 
open, we saw my valet sleeping in an armchair; a candle was dying next 
to him. Awakingat our noise, he thoughtlessly offered my dressing gown 
to the Marquis, chiding him for the hour at which he was coming in. I 
was nervous, but the Marquis was so predisposed to be duped that he 
saw nothing in this but a dreamer giving him cause for laughter. I gave 
orders for my departure to my valet, who didn't know what all this 
meant, and we went in to see Monsieur. One can well imagine who 

. received the welcome; of course, it wasn't I. My friend was warmly 
encouraged to stay for a while. Monsieur resolved to take him to see 
Madame, with the hope that she would persuade him. As for me, he 
dared not, he said, propose the same, for he found me so exhausted. 
he could not doubt but that the country air was truly fatal for me. Con­
sequently, he advised me to return to town. The Marquis offered me 
his carriage, and 1accepted. Everything wasgoirig perfectly, and we were 
all pleased. Nevertheless, 1 wanted to see Mme de T-- again; it was 
a pleasure I couldn't deny myself. My impatience was shared by my 
friend, who couldn't understand my sleepiness, and who was quite far 
from guessing its cause. As we left M. de T--'s apartment, he said, 
"Isn't he quite amazing? Ifhe had been fed his lines, could he have said 
them any better? In truth, he's a real gentleman; and, all things consid­
ered, I'm very pleased to see him reconciled with his wife. He'll run a 
good household; and you'll agree that, to do it honor, he couldn't make 
a better choice than his wife." No one could have agreed more than 1. 
"Yet however agreeable that man might be, my dear, not another word; 
secrecy is more essential than ever. I'll let Madame de T-- know that 
her secret couldn't be in better hands." 

"Believe me, my friend, she trusts me; and as you'll see she loses no 
... ' sleep over this." 

11.'"'·'1'····'
"Oh, everyone would agree that you are unrivaled in putting a woman 

/\',1"\1' to sleep." . i.~ . 

"Or a husband, my friend, or even a lover, ifneed be." 
\:1 "I:,.J1"1	 

We were at last told we could go to Mme de T--, and we entered. 
"Here, Madame," said our chatterbox as he entered, "are your two tlr:',;

,;,l.;,!;,\,	 best friends." ....,,'. 
,I,.,:;,:;, "1 was afraid," Mme de T-- said to me, "that you might have left 

'h~: i 1~!\ before I woke up, and I am grateful to you for having sensed the sor­
row that this would have caused me." She examined us both, but she 
was soon reassured by the confidence of the MarqUis, who continued 
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to tease me. She laughed about it with me as much as was necessary ~o 
console ~e, and without lowering herself in my esteem. She spoke 
tenderly to him, and honestly and decently to me; bantering with him, 
she did not tease me. 

"Madame," said the Marquis, "he finished his part just as well as he 
began it." 

She responded gravely, "I was sure Monsieur would perform brilli­
antly any role one might entrust to him." 

He told her what had just happened in her husband's room. She 
looked at me, commended me, and did not laugh. 

"As for me," said the Marquis, who evidently could not stop him­
self, "I'm delighted with all this: we've made ourselves a friend, here, 
Madame. I will say it again, our gratitude ..." 

"Come, Monsieur," said Mme de T--, "let's speak no more of it!; 
and simply trust that I feel everything I should feel toward Monsieur." 

M. de T-- was announced, and we found ourselves all together.' 
M. de T-- had ridiculed and then dismissed me; my friend the Mar­
quis was duping the husband and mocking me: and I was paying him 
back in kind, all the while admiring Mme de T--, who was making 
fools of us all, without losing her dignity. 

After enjoying this scene for a few moments, 1 felt the time had come 
for my departure. I withdrew, and Mme de T-- followed, pretendin
she had an errand for me. . 1I 

"Good-&ye, Monsieur; I owe you so many pleasures; but I have paid 
you with a beautiful dream. Now, your love summons you to return; 
the object of that love is worthy -of it. If I've stolen a few moments of 
bliss from her, I return you more tender, more attentive. and more' 
sensitive. 

"Good-bye. again. You are so charming ... Don't give the Countess,' 
cause to quarrel with me." She shook my hand and left. 

.. I stepped into the carriage awaiting me. 1 looked hard for the moral 
of this whole adventure ... and found none. I 

Originally published as Point de lendemain (1777). 




