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Notice

This book was about to be published when the great events of July' turned our
minds away from mere fictions. There is reason to believe that the following pages
were written in 1827.”

Stendhal

Marie-Henri Beyle—later known as Stendhal—was born in Grenoble on January
23, 1783. His mother, whom he idolized, died when he was seven, and he was raised by
three people he detested—his bourgeois father, a prosperous lawyer; a jealous maiden
aunt; and a tyrannical Jesuit tutor who inspired in him lifelong feelings of
anticlericalism. The only person he felt any closeness to was his maternal grandfather,
a respected physician who embraced the culture of the Enlightenment. In 1799, at the
age of sixteen, the young man left for Paris to study mathematics at the Ecole
Polytechnique, but became a dragoon in Napoleon’s army the following year. The
invasion of Italy took him to Milan, the city he came to love above all others; over the
next decade he served as an aide-de-camp in Bonaparte’s campaigns in Germany,
Austria, and Russia. In between wars he flourished in Parisian drawing rooms and
devoted himself (unsuccessfully) to writing plays, all the while keeping elaborate
journals that chronicled his travels and love affairs.

Following Napoleon’s fall in 1814, Beyle retired permanently from the army and
settled in Milan, where he began to write in earnest. He soon produced Lives of Haydn,
Mozart, and Metastasio (1814), followed by the two-volume History of Painting in Italy
(1817). His next book—a travel guide entitled Rome, Naples, and Florence in 1817
(1817)—was the first to bear the pen name Stendhal, the most famous of the more than
two hundred pseudonyms he employed in his lifetime. During this period he fell in
love with Matilde Dembowski (née Viscontini), who served as the basis for his
heroines. Suspected of being a French secret agent and of involvement in left-wing
plots, the writer was expelled from Italy in 1821 by the Austrian police.

Upon returning to Paris, Stendhal immediately resumed la chasse au bonheur (the
pursuit of happiness) and writing. He quickly finished the semiautobiographical
treatise On Love (1822), the critical study Racine and Shakespeare (1823), and Life of
Rossini (1824). Armance, the author’s first novel, appeared in 1827. A Roman Journal, a
guidebook that marked Stendhal’s first real success, came out in 1829. Then in October
of that year he began a novel based on a case reported in the Gazette des Tribunaux:
the trial of a young man charged with the attempted murder of an ex-mistress.
Published in 1830, The Red and the Black shocked the public with its incisive portrait of
Restoration France, along with its probing psychological study of the complex
protagonist, Julien Sorel. (“A novel is like a bow, and the violin that produces the
sound is the reader’s soul,” Stendhal like to remind his audience.)

" The Revolution of July 1830, which brought down the increasingly conservative government of Charles X and
effectively ended the Bourbon monarchy and the period known as the Restoration. The Duke d’Orléans became
King Louis-Philippe and began what is known as the July Monarchy.

* There is no question that Stendhal began writing The Red and the Black in 1829 and completed the novel in 1830.
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Following the July Revolution of 1830, which brought Louis-Philippe to the throne,
Stendhal returned to government service. In 1831 he was appointed consul to the port
of Civitavecchia, some forty miles from Rome, where he spent many of his final years.
During the 1830s Stendhal began two novels, Lucien Leuwen and Lamiel, both of which
remained unfinished and were not published until long after his death. He also
undertook two autobiographical works, Memoirs of an Egotist and The Life of Henri
Brulard, which likewise appeared posthumously. In 1835 Stendhal was awarded the
Legion of Honor for services to literature; the following year he returned to Paris on an
extended leave of absence. There he started a biography of Napoleon and completed
Memoirs of a Tourist (1838), a popular travel guide to France. Then, between
November 4 and December 26 of 1838, the author dictated his last great novel, The
Charterhouse of Parma (1839), a tale of political intrigue set in Italy. In failing health,
he lived long enough to rejoice in Balzac’s generous praise of it. Stendhal died in Paris,
following a series of strokes, on March 23, 1842, and was buried the next day in the
cemetery of Montmartre.

“I will be famous around 1880,” Stendhal once predicted. Indeed, at about this time
he began to attract widespread attention, and many of his previously unpublished
books appeared—including A Life of Napoleon (1876), Journal of Stendhal (1888),
Lamiel (1889), The Life of Henri Brulard (1890), Memoirs of an Egotist (1892), and
Lucien Leuwen (1894). In the twentieth century such writers as Paul Léautaud, André
Gide, and Paul Valéry have acclaimed Stendhal’s work. “We should never be finished
with Stendhal,” said Valéry. “I can think of no greater praise than that.”

Translator’s Note

Stendhal was largely misunderstood in his lifetime (when he was noticed at all),
and has continued to be misperceived in the century and a half since his death.
Translating—as opposed to reading— Le Rouge et Le Noir has given me new respect
for the virtuosic brilliance of Stendhal’s prose, and for the passionate intensity that
makes this novel a profound and moving tragedy.

My text has been the 1972 Gallimard Folio edition, which is based on but has been
updated from the Pléiade version, edited and annotated by Henri Martineau in 1932.

The meaning of the book’s title has been disputed. The best short account of the
various interpretations seems to me that of Professor René Ternois:

The title The Red and the Black’ was not understood by [Stendhal’s]
contemporaries. A great deal has been written to explain it, and many silly things have
been said. Probably the “red” symbolizes dreams of glory, in the revolutionary or in the
imperial armies, and the “black” [symbolizes] ecclesiastical ambition—in short, the
dilemma created for Julien Sorel, or, more likely still, the impossible dream versus the
sad necessity. It is very possible that the title concerns the two colors in the game of
roulette; life itself is a game; Julien hesitates for a long time before placing his bet; he
bets on the red, and loses. At a different point, he would have bet on the black, and
might have won. He did not have the chance.

The epigraphs placed by Stendhal before each of the book’s many chapters, until
the dramatic final chapters (which have been given no epigraphs), are frequently,

3 (translated [and at one point corrected] from Le Rouge et Le Noir, vol. 1, Paris, Larousse, 1937, p. 8)
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deliberately, and notoriously unreliable.* Many were written by Stendhal himself, and
ascribed ironically to highly unlikely sources. With one exception, I present them,
here, as he wrote them. When Stendhal attributes to Virgil a passage written in fact by
Horace, I have added a correction. Caveat lector.

The many different currencies in use, in Stendhal’s France, have here been
converted (mostly in due proportion) to more readily comprehensible francs. Famous
names, battles, and the like have more often than not been explicated, in the text
proper, by an added word or two. M., the standard French abbreviation for monsieur,
has without exception been given its full form. In conversational passages, monsieur
has usually been translated as “sir.” And so on. Or, as Stendhal would say, and I have
been careful to let him say, etc., etc.

Introduction

Diane Johnson

I always think that Stendhal, the name Marie-Henri Beyle chose as his nom de
plume, would have preferred to be Lord Byron, the prototypical romantic hero of the
early nineteenth century, handsome, gifted, aristocratic, and rich. The two men met a
time or two in Milan, and Stendhal greatly admired “le joli homme de génie.” Though
Byron, the younger, was long dead by 1830, when Stendhal’s great novel Le Rogue et le
Noir was published, Stendhal’s tone often reminds one of Byron in his letters, or in
Don Juan, a work which Stendhal cites in epigraphs to his chapters.

Like Byron, Beyle had a masculine life of action. He served in the military under
Napoleon—between 1800 and 1813 in Italy as a second lieutenant, and with the
campaigns in Germany, Russia, and Austria as aide to the Napoleonic general
Michoud. At other times he lived in Paris, where he exerted himself to lead a
strenuous, somewhat rakish life about town, and would become a diplomat—a French
consul-general—in Civita Vecchia, Italy, the country he most loved and appreciated.
His years there seem to have been happier than those he spent in Paris, where, as a
provincial born in Grenoble, he perhaps did not quite fit in, being neither handsome
enough (plain, short, and plump) or rich enough to cut a swath in the society he
would have preferred.

The period of Beyle’s lifetime (1783-1842), one of the most turbulent in European
history, included the French Revolution, the Terror, the reign of Napoleon, Napoleon’s
wars, the subsequent restorations of Louis XVIII and Charles X, and upheavals caused
by various factions struggling to make France a Republic. Altogether, in France alone
during this period there were at least six political regimes, culminating in 1830 with
the July Revolution, which put an end to the Bourbon rule, and instead of fulfilling the
author’s republican hopes, brought to the throne a new king, Louis-Philippe, who
would still be ruling at Beyle’s death. And when we consider the upheavals in Italy, so

* Professor Jean-Jacques Hamm has concluded that only fifteen of the seventy-three epigraphs in The Red and the
Black are correctly and verifiably attributed. For the rest, it is virtually impossible to determine precisely which are
playful inventions, mistakes, or intentional misattributions by Stendhal. As a rule, citations attributed to English,
Latin, and Italian writers were given in the original languages—which Stendhal knew—those of German origin
were translated into French.

> Retranslated from the French
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long dominated by Austria, and by 1830 divided into various papal and other states, it
is not surprising that politics play an important part in Stendhal’s books, as in his life.
The period covered in The Red and the Black is almost coextensive with the moment it
was being written.

But the contradictions involved in leading a life of fashion as well as the life of a
writer were something else he shared with Lord Byron. At the same time that the
Marie-Henri Beyle side of his nature was drawn to mondaine life in the military and
social worlds, Stendhal was a sober intellectual and writer. It is fortunate that as both
a provincial bureaucrat in Italy and a Parisian dandy he would have had considerable
leisure time, during which he wrote critical essays in French journals, articles which
were translated for English magazines, wrote extensively on painting, music, and
opera, as well as travel pieces, stories, and of course his five novels, of which the most
famous are The Red and the Black and The Charterhouse of Parma. By these efforts he
supplemented his small private income.

Today Stendhal is secure in the smallish pantheon of the greatest French novelists
(Flaubert, Balzac, Stendhal, and Proust), but he is not uncontroversial, and some of his
qualities, especially his natural, almost conversational style, invite comparisons with
Flaubert, always to Stendhal’s disadvantage. Flaubert, an exquisite stylist, is, at the
moment at least, the undisputed roi of French prose, but for many, Stendhal is the
more enjoyed, and is above all a greater creator of characters, perhaps excepting
Madame Bovary.

An American reader is most likely to have encountered The Red and the Black at
about the age of its protagonists, Julien Sorel and Mathilde de La Mole, who are
eighteen or nineteen when we meet them. The other important figure, Madame de
Rénal, is “about thirty, but still quite pretty.” As with many novels, to take it up again
at an older age is to experience a different book. At first reading, you are caught up in
Julien’s precarious career, with his love affairs and mishaps, and with the adorable,
tempestuous Mathilde and poor Madame de Rénal. We are drawn to Julien’s egotism,
so like our own, laugh when Julien falls off his horse or fights a duel, and are generally
swept along by the story and the brilliance and candor of its understanding of human
motivation. American literature has not produced a writer like this, though the reader
may think of Twain’s similar mixture of irony and romanticism.

We were not apt to be distracted by the character of Stendhal himself, his
cynicism, social perspicacity, the complexity of his attitude toward Julien, and his
inability to hide his writerly cards. What on first reading had seemed a tone expressive
of the dawn of the romantic period, we now find to be heavily ironic, often
patronizing, even sarcastic and impatient, and to owe a lot to Voltaire and the
eighteenth-century philosophes, as well as to romantic ironists like Byron. This is
especially true at the beginning of the novel, as Stendhal sets off on his task of
recounting Julien Sorel’s rise and fall. We see as the novel progresses that the author
softens toward his hero, even identifies with him, and puts a lot of his own experience
into a tale that began more objectively. The reader then may become fascinated by the
character of Stendhal, who positions himself in the tale as a presiding intelligence
without ever seeming to be in charge of what happens; he always makes it clear that it
is the characters themselves who direct their fates, reacting in the light of the corrupt
realities of their society.
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Julien Sorel’s story was taken from the actual case of Antoine Berthet, reported in
the Gazette des Tribunaux in December 1827, whose career and crime become Julien’s.
At first one senses that Stendhal felt constrained by the story he had chosen: a bookish
boy, son of a brutal peasant who beats him and whose family doesn’t understand him,
sees a way out of his situation by studying for the priesthood and taking a job as a
tutor in a prosperous bourgeois family, the Rénals. Here he has an affair with Madame
de Rénal, and in other ways furthers his career, learning manners and something of
the world. He is intelligent and good-looking, the epitome of a romantic hero with his
large, dark eyes and tousled curls. More important, he has “an unshakable
determination to undergo a thousand deaths rather than fail to achieve success.”

This accounts for the side of Julien that is calculating, flattering, insincere, and
inwardly hostile even to people who intend to help and love him—indeed, he is an
early example of an antihero of whom, at first, even Stendhal cannot approve. But
there is a side of Julien that is loving despite himself, that is deservedly proud of his
superiority to many, if not most, people in the ranks above him, and who takes
pleasure in the pleasures of life with natural spontaneity. It is his most admirable side,
when he finally becomes truthful and sincere and listens to his own heart, that dooms
him, an outcome that of course reflects Stendhal’s own cynical view of a world where
hypocrisy, scheming, wealth, and rank are necessary to success.

Unlike Byron, Stendhal himself was far from irresistible to women, at least as a
lover, and there is some suspicion that he was rather too direct and clumsy in his
approaches to them, or unrealistically romantic, or self-protective in that he more
often than not fell in love with married women. In any case, despite his innumerable
love affairs, perhaps complicated by having syphilis (like many other figures of the
period), he never married, and confessed to occasional homosexual impulses.

By all accounts, however, he was a delightful friend to women, admiring those
with intelligence and learning, qualities warmly appreciated by French men in this
time of famous salons and witty hostesses. This was generally an eighteenth-century
frame of mind, which was in part to disappear in the covert misogyny of later
nineteenth-century writers.

That Stendhal liked women helps explain why he is such a great portrayer of
women characters. His portrait of Mathilde de La Mole in The Red and the Black is
clearly drawn by a man who understood women—he had a beloved sister—and
Mathilde is a woman the modern reader can understand without having to allow for
the attitudes of an earlier time. Unlike the heroines of certain English novels, who are
apt to be clinging, frail, and doomed like Clarissa or Tess, to die at the least
transgression, Stendhal’s heroines are witty, rational, responsible for their own
actions, and willing sometimes to sacrifice our pity for our respect. Above all, they are
women in a French novel, which is quite a different tradition, always franker about sex
and infinitely less censorious. Almost more than his racy, vernacular style (very well
rendered in this new translation), defying the developing taste of his period for a more
florid style of prose (Victor Hugo found him horribly prosaic, and Henry James
“unreadable”), his portraits of women seem utterly modern.

But Julien Sorel is, of course, his greatest creation, perhaps because Stendhal
himself embodied some of the contradictions of Julien’s nature. At pains to
demonstrate Julien’s muddle of inexperience, romantic delusion, ambition and
naiveté, pride and timidity, Stendhal sometimes betrays his own exasperation with
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these qualities, but by the time Julien is installed in the splendor of the aristocratic
Parisian de La Moles’ mansion, Stendhal’s scorn turns instead on the fashionable
Royalist society to which they belong, an attitude reflecting his republican views. The
long scene where Julien sits in on the Royalist discussion is a masterly precis of the
political climate of his day.

Here Stendhal falls under the spell of his own, perhaps rather autobiographical,
creation. It is easy to imagine as least some of Julien’s misadventures in Parisian
society to have come from actual experience, whether Stendhal’s own or that of others
he observed floundering in that exacting setting. Stendhal’s friends said Julien
reminded them of him; in other words, as the novel progresses Julien becomes more
like Stendhal, and hence his creator comes to like him better.®

Perhaps this is why he spares us a harrowing account of Julien’s end, a fate the
present reader may passionately resent, as this one did at first reading. For, alas, things
are to end badly, leaving Madame de Rénal to die of grief, and poor Mathilde
pregnant, though far from ruined. What is one to make of Julien’s fate? Was Stendhal
bound by the actual case, in that Antoine Berthet was executed? Is it an ultimately
cynical statement about the futility of life and ambition, or a concession to the
concepts of romantic tragedy, or the ultimate expression of Stendhal’s ambivalence
about his hero, or a moment of high, ironic comedy that laughs at human absurdity,
the culmination of which is found in Mathilde’s Gothic plans for Julien’s grave?

Though Julien, Madame de Rénal, and Mathilde de La Mole are themselves
creatures of the romantic period, they were formed by someone with a foot in each
world, which explains the savagery with which their conflicted creator will turn on his
characters at unexpected moments. In any case, it is the harshness of Julien’s fate
which has sealed posterity’s view of Stendhal as a severe, even bitter realist rather than
the romantic he struggled to hide, and who emerges despite himself. For what, finally,
is more romantic, in the largest sense, than the ending of this remarkable work?

Diane Johnson is the author of ten novels—most recently Le Mariage and Le
Divorce—two books of essays, two biographies, and the screenplay for Stanley
Kubrick’s classic film The Shining. She has been a finalist four times for the Pulitzer
Prize and National Book Award.

® See Jonathan Keates’s entertaining account in his biography Stendhal (Carroll & Graf, 1997). A member of Byron’s
party in Milan found Stendhal “a fat and lascivious man.”



Part One

Truth, bitter truth.
DANTON!

Chapter One: A Small Town

Put thousands together
Less bad,

But the cage less gay.
—HOBBES?

The little town of Verriéres might be one of the prettiest in all Franche-Comté. Its
white houses with their sharp-pointed roofs of red tile stretch down a hillside, every
faint ripple in the long slope marked by thick clusters of chestnut trees. A few hundred
feet below the ruins of the ancient fortress, built by the Spanish,® runs the River
Doubs.

To the north, Verriéres is sheltered by a great mountain, part of the Jura range.
The first frosts of October cover these jagged peaks with snow. A stream that rushes
down from the mountains, crossing through Verriéres and then pouring itself into the
Doubs, powers a good many sawmills—an immensely simple industry that provides a
modest living for most of the inhabitants, more peasant than bourgeois. But the
sawmills are not what brought prosperity to the little town. It was the production of
printed calico cloth, known as “Mulhouse,”* which ever since the fall of Napoleon has
created widespread comfort and led to the refinishing of virtually every house in
Verriéres. Just inside the town, there is a stunning roar from a machine of frightful
appearance. Twenty ponderous hammers, falling over and over with a crash that
makes the ground tremble, are lifted by a wheel that the stream keeps in motion.
Every one of these hammers, each and every day, turns out I don’t know how many
thousands of nails. And it’s pretty, smooth-cheeked young girls who offer pieces of
iron to these enormous hammers, which quickly transform them into nails. This
operation, visibly harsh and violent, is one of the things that most astonishes a first-
time traveler, poking his way into the mountains separating France and Switzerland.
And if the traveler, entering Verriéres, asks who owns this noble nail-making factory,
deafening everyone who walks along the main street, he’ll be told, in the drawling
accent of the region, “Ah—it belongs to His Honor the Mayor.”

If the traveler spends just a moment or two on Verriéres’s grand thoroughfare,
which ascends along the bank of the Doubs right up to the top of the hill, the odds are
a hundred to one he’ll see a tall man with an air both businesslike and important.

' Georges-Jacques Danton (1759-94) was a celebrated revolutionary orator; leader of the radical Cordeliers and then
the Jacobins; minister of justice during the first republican government (1792-93); and member of the infamous
Committee for Public Safety during the Terror. Danton was imprisoned and then guillotined when he and his
onetime ally Robespierre turned on each other. There is no record of Danton ever having made this statement.

* The epigraph was given in English, and arranged as if from a poem by Stendhal. The English philosopher Thomas
Hobbes (1588-1679) wrote no poetry.

3 The geography and description of Verriéres suggests the town of Besangon, historic capital of the Franche-Comté
region, which was a possession of the Spanish Hapsburgs until it was conquered by Louis XIV in 1678. Stendhal was
born and raised in the small mountain town of Grenoble, which he despised.

* A small Alsatian town known for its textile production.
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As soon as he appears, every hat is respectfully raised. His hair is grizzled, he’s
dressed in gray. He wears the insignia of several knightly orders; his forehead is lofty,
his nose aquiline, and taking him all in all there’s a certain orderliness about him. At
first sight, one even feels that he blends the dignity of mayoral status with the sort of
charm still often to be found in a man of forty-five or fifty. But it does not take long for
a Parisian traveler to be struck, most unfavorably, by clear signs of self-satisfaction and
conceit, topped off by who knows what limitations, what lack of originality. Finally,
one is aware that his talents are confined to making sure he is paid exactly what he is
owed, while paying what he himself owes only at the last possible moment.

This then is Monsieur de Rénal, mayor of Verrieres. Crossing the street with
solemn steps, he goes into City Hall and disappears from the traveler’s sight. But if the
traveler keeps on walking, no more than another hundred paces up the hill he will see
a distinguished-looking house and, if he looks through an adjoining wrought-iron
gate, a very fine garden. Beyond that, he will see a horizon shaped by Burgundian hills,
which seems to have been put there expressly for the purpose of pleasing the eye. This
view will help the traveler forget the foul smell of petty financial transactions, which
had begun to asphyxiate him.

He is informed that this house belongs to Monsieur de Rénal. The mayor of
Verriéres owes this fine, just-completed dwelling, built of cut stone, to the profits
earned by his noble nail factory. His family, it is explained, is Spanish, ancient, and (as
the story is told) settled in the region long before Louis XIV conquered it.

Ever since 1815°, his status as an industrialist has embarrassed him. It was 1815 that
made him mayor of Verriéres. The terrace walls around the different parts of this
magnificent garden, holding in place each of the different levels descending almost to
the Doubs, are yet another reward for Monsieur de Rénal’s iron-trade business
acumen.

Nowhere in France can you hope to find the picturesque gardens surrounding
Germany’s manufacturing towns—Leipzig, Frankfurt, Nuremberg, etc. In Franche-
Comté, the more walls you put up, the more your property bristles with rocks heaped
one on top of another, the more claim you have on your neighbors’ respect. Monsieur
de Rénal’s gardens, packed with walls, are even more admired because he bought—for
just about their weight in gold—the bits and pieces of land on which they lie. For
example, the sawmill located so strangely right on the bank of the Doubs, which
caught your eye as you entered Verriéres, and on which you noticed the nameSOREL,
written in gigantic letters on a board protruding over the roof, until six years ago had
stood exactly where, at this very moment, they are building the wall for the fourth
terrace of Monsieur de Rénal’s garden.

For all his haughty pride, Monsieur de Rénal had been obliged to make a good
many overtures to old Sorel, a tough, stubborn peasant; he had to count out a stack of
handsome gold coins before the old man agreed to move his business elsewhere. As
for the public stream that had powered the sawmill, Monsieur de Rénal relied on the
influence he enjoyed in Paris to have it diverted. This official favor had come to him
after the elections of 182-.

To get one acre, he had given Sorel four, situated five hundred paces farther down
the bank of the Doubs. And even though the new location was far more advantageous

> The year of Waterloo marked the permanent—so it was thought—restoration of the Bourbons to the throne.
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for his trade in pine boards, Pere Sorel® (as they call him, now that he’s a rich man)
knew how to play on his neighbor’s pressing impatience, and his land-owning mania,
squeezing out a sale price of six thousand francs.

To be sure, the transaction was criticized by wiser heads in the area. Once, about
four o'clock on a Sunday, coming home from church, dressed in his mayoral robes,
Monsieur de Rénal saw in the distance old Sorel, surrounded by his three sons,
watching him and smiling. That smile proved fatally illuminating to the mayor: he
realized, from then on, that he could have bought the land for less.

To earn a public reputation in Verrieres, the essential thing—while of course
building a great many walls—is not to adopt some design carried across the Jura
gorges by Italian stonemasons, in their springtime pilgrimages to Paris. Any such
innovation would earn the imprudent builder the unshakable taint of rebel; he would
be forever after ruined in the eyes of the wise, moderate folk who parcel out
reputation in Franche-Comté.

In truth, these wise fellows wield an incredibly wearisome despotism, and it is
precisely this wretched word that makes small towns unlivable for those who have
been successful in that great republic we call Paris. The tyranny of opinion—and such
opinion!—is every bit as idiotic in the small towns of France as it is in the United
States of America.

Chapter Two: A Mayor

Importance! My dear sir, isn't that worthless? The respect of donkeys, the astonishment of
small children, the rich man’s jealousy and the wise man’s disdain.

—BARNAVE’

Happily for Monsieur de Rénal’s reputation as an administrator, a huge retaining
wall was required for the public walkway running along the hillside, roughly a
hundred feet above the Doubs. This wonderful location gives it one of the most
picturesque views in all France. But every spring the rains had regularly furrowed the
walkway, digging out gullies and rendering it impassable. This inconvenience, which
affected everyone, placed Monsieur de Rénal under the fortunate obligation of
immortalizing his administration by a wall twenty feet high and well over two
hundred feet long.

The upper portion of this wall—on behalf of which Monsieur de Rénal had been
compelled to make three trips to Paris, because the former minister of the interior had
declared himself the mortal enemy of Verriéres’s walkway—the upper portion of this
walkway had now grown to be four feet above the ground. And as if to challenge all
the ministers, present and past, at this very moment slabs of cut stone are being put in
place.

How many times, dreaming about Parisian balls long left behind, with my chest
pressed against those great blocks of stone—a lovely gray streaked with blue—has my
glance plunged down into the valley through which the Doubs runs! Out there, along
the left bank, five or six valleys go meandering, the eye easily able to distinguish small

® Literally, Father Sorel, not a religious but a folksy and familiar form of address, more respectful than le vieux Sorel
(old man Sorel) but less than Monsieur.

7 Antoine Barnave (1761-93) quickly earned a reputation as the finest young orator of the National Assembly in 1789.
A native of Grenoble, he had been an acquaintance of Stendhal’s (Marie-Henri Beyle’s) grandfather. Barnave was a
moderate supporter of constitutional monarchy; he was an early victim of the Terror.
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streams tumbling through them. Having splashed through one waterfall after another,
one sees them pouring into the Doubs. The sun is powerful, in these mountains: when
it shines directly overhead, a traveler’s daydreaming, as he stands on this raised
earthwork, is sheltered by magnificent plane trees. They owe their rapid growth, as
well as their beautiful foliage, green tinted with blue, to the earth brought by the
mayor and deposited behind his huge retaining wall, for in spite of the Municipal
Council’s opposition, he had enlarged the walkway by more than six feet—I commend
him for this, although he is a monarchist and I a liberal>—and indeed that is why, in
his opinion and that of Monsieur Valenod, the fortunate director of the Pauper’s
Bureau in Verriéres, this raised earthwork can bear comparison to that of Paris’s Saint-
Germain-en-Laye.

For myself, I find only one thing to object to, about Loyalty Walkway. One can
read this formal title in fifteen or twenty places, on marble plaques that earned
Monsieur de Rénal an extra star on his official medal. But what I disapprove of about
Loyalty Walkway is the barbarous way the authorities cut and clip those vigorous
plane trees, down to the very quick. Instead of looking as if their heads were bowed
low, plump and round and debased like the most vulgar of garden vegetables, they ask
only to be granted the magnificent shapes one sees them assume in England. His
Honor the Mayor is a despot, and twice a year all trees belonging to the town are
shorn without pity. Those of liberal belief pretend (though they exaggerate) that the
town gardener’s hand has become even more severe since Father Maslon decided to
impound for church use the profits from this shearing.

This young ecclesiastic was sent out from Besangon, some years ago, to keep watch
on Father Chélan and several other priests in the neighborhood. An old surgeon-
major,” a veteran of the Italian wars who had retired to Verriéres, and who in his
lifetime had been (according to His Honor the Mayor) both a Jacobin™ and a
Bonapartist, actually had the nerve to complain to the mayor about the periodic
mutilation of these beautiful trees.

“I like shade,” replied Monsieur de Rénal with the arrogant tone so appropriate
when speaking to a surgeon and member of the Legion of Honor." “I love shade, and 1
have my trees cut so they provide shade, nor can I conceive of any other use for trees,
especially when, unlike the useful walnut, they bring in no revenue.”

And there you have the mighty words that, in Verrieres, decide everything: bring in
no revenue. This phrase alone is representative of the habitual views of more than
three-quarters of the inhabitants.

® “Monarchist” is given here for ultra. The ultra-royalistes were a faction that were said to be more monarchist than
the monarch, and opposed the moderate constitutionalism of King Louis XVIII, younger brother of Louis XVI. They
gained increasing political power with the advent of the third brother, Charles X (reigned 1824-30), whose attempts
to turn back the historical clock eventually led to the July Revolution. “Liberal” is a broader term, covering everyone
from constitutional monarchists to republicans.

° This character is based on Dr. Gagnon, Stendhal’s maternal grandfather, to whom the author was extremely close
as a child. Gagnon was a surgeon, if not a soldier, and a political progressive, if not actually a Jacobin. Like Julien
Sorel, Marie-Henri Beyle lost his mother at a young age, and had a difficult relationship with his lawyer father.

' The most radical faction of the National Assembly, the Jacobin Club took its name from the former monastery
that served as their headquarters. Danton and Robespierre were leading members. Throughout the early
nineteenth century, “Jacobin” became an epithet for anyone suspected of political radicalism, even in Britain and
the United States.

" Founded by Bonaparte in 1802 to recognize service to the nation; although maintained by the restored Bourbons,
the Legion of Honor was necessarily scorned by conservatives such as Monsieur de Rénal.



The Red and the Black | Part One

Bring in no revenue, then, explains every decision taken in this little town, which
seemed to you so pretty. The arriving traveler, seduced at first by the beauty of the
deep, green valleys all around, fancies that these are people who appreciate the
beautiful; indeed, theyre constantly chattering about the loveliness of their
countryside, nor can one deny that they in fact appreciate it—but simply because it
attracts outsiders whose money fattens up innkeepers, which in turn, via the local tax
system, brings in revenue.

One fine autumn day Monsieur de Rénal strolled along Loyalty Walkway, his wife
on his arm. While listening to her husband, who addressed her in serious tones,
Madame de Rénal’s glance anxiously followed the movements of her three little boys.
The oldest, who might have been eleven, kept coming over to the stone wall, clearly
thinking about climbing up on top. Her gentle voice called out, “Adolphe,” and the
child gave up his ambitious project.

Madame de Rénal seemed to be about thirty, but still quite pretty.

“He’s going to regret it, this fine gentleman from Paris,” said Monsieur de Rénal,
obviously offended, his cheeks even paler than usual. “I'm not entirely without friends
at the castle....”

But though I propose to tell you about provincial life for some hundreds of pages, |
will not barbarously submit you to the prolixity, the wise heavy-footedness of country
conversation.

This fine gentleman from Paris, so unbearable to the mayor of Verriéres, was none
other than Monsieur Appert, who two days earlier had found a way not only to push
himself into both Verriéres’s prison and its Pauper’s Bureau, but also into the hospital,
which the mayor and the principal landowners administered free of charge.

“But,” said Madame de Rénal timidly, “what harm could this gentleman from Paris
possibly do you, since you look after the welfare of the poor with such scrupulous
integrity?”

“He’s come here just to dig up scandal, and then he’ll have articles appearing in the
liberal newspapers.”

“You never read them, my dear.”

“But people talk to us about those Jacobin articles; it’s distracting, and it keeps us
from doing good.” And as for me, 'm never going to forgive the parish priest.”

Chapter Three: A Priest

A priest who's virtuous and not a schemer is a heavenly gift to a small town.

—FLEURY™

You need to know that Verriéres’s parish priest, an old man of eighty, who owed
his health and his iron will to the brisk air of these mountains, had the right to visit
the prison, the hospital, and even the Pauper’s Bureau at any time he wished.
Monsieur Appert, who had been recommended to the parish priest by people in Paris,

"* Adolphe was the title of Benjamin Constant’s very popular sentimental novel of 1816, which tells the story of a
young man’s unhappy affair with an older woman. A suggestion of sentimentality on Madame de Rénal’s part?

B A direct quote [Stendhal’s note].

" The name suggests two very different early-eighteenth-century ecclesiastics: Claude Fleury (1640-1723) was
confessor to Louis XV and a Church historian, principal author of the thirty-six-volume Histoire écclésiastique;
André-Hercule, Cardinal de Fleury (1653-1743), was a skillful politician who served as de facto prime minister for
Louis XV from 1726 until his death.
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had the good sense to arrive in this gossipy little town at exactly six o’clock in the
morning. And he went straight to the rectory.

Father Chélan read the letter from Marquis de La Mole, a French nobleman and
the largest landowner in the province, then sat quietly contemplating it.

“I'm an old man, and well loved here,” he finally murmured. “They wouldn’t dare
Quickly looking up at the gentleman from Paris, his eyes were gleaming, despite his
age, with a special consecrated fire that showed how delightful he found it, plunging
himself into something both good and rather risky:

“Come with me, sir, and in the presence of the jailer and, above all, of the
superintendents at the Pauper’s Bureau, please express no opinion whatsoever on the
things we will be seeing.” Monsieur Appert understood that he was dealing with a
high-minded man: he followed the venerable priest, went to the prison, the old
people’s home, the poorhouse, asked a great many questions and, in spite of some
extraordinary responses, did not allow himself the slightest indication of criticism.

These visits lasted several ho