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THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION,

CHAPTER 1.

No one could enderstand the disease which was slowly
undermining the constitugion of Octave de Baville. He
was not confined to his bed, but led hiz uanal life, and never -
a complaing issued from his lips ; yet it was obvions that
ke was dying. He could tell the physicians, whom the
anxiety of his friends had compelled him to consolt, of
wo particular pain or suffering, aod their science conld
dizeover no alurming symptoms in him, When his chest
was sounded, the resalt wag favonrable ; and when the ear
was applied to his heart, it could zcarcely be said that ita
beating was cither too gquick or too slow, He had ne
congh and no fever; bui his life was evidently gliding
away aml taking flight throngh one of those invisible
orevices of which man, according to the saying of Terence,
iz full

Hometimes a strange faintness turned him pale and chill
a8 a statue.  Por a mmute or two he wonld seem dead ;
then the pendulum of life, stiped for the moment by some -
myaterions hand, was let go again and resnmed its oscilla-
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tions, and Octave woke up as it were from a dream. He
had been sent to the springs and baths, but the thermal
nymphs conld do nothing for him., A journey to Naples
had had no better result. Itz brillisnt and so much be-
landed sun had seemed to him black as the one in Albert
Dorer's picture. The spirit, on whose illomened wings
is written the word * Melancholy,” veiled for him the
bright azure of the sky with her dust-strewn pinions, and
ever hovered between him and the light. He had felt
himself frozen on the geay st Mergellina, where the half-
naked lazzaroni lie buking in the sun till their skin becomes
the colour of bronze.

He had returned to his own ehambers in the Eue Saint-
Lazare, and had apparently resumed his old manner of
life. These chambers of his were as comfortably furnished
85 o bachelor’s quarters conld be. Bat, as a habitation in
time assumes something of the physiognomy and, perhaps,
of the mind, of him who inhabits it, Octave’s chambors
had, by degrees, come to have a touch of sadness about
them. The damask of the curtain: had faded, and the
light which filtered through them luoked grey and gloomy.
The great bunches of peonies on the carpet lay withered
againat their soiled background, and the gilt frames of the
few water-colours and drawings which bung on the walls
were spotted and tarnished. The very fire seemed oub of
gpirits, and was dying away, choked by its own smoke, in
the midst of & pile of cinders. The old buhl clock ticked
in a subdeed fashion, snd ite bell sounded the passing
hours with the hushed note of a sick-room. The doors
closed silently, and the steps of Octave's infrequent visitors
fell spundlesz upon the velvet-pile carpet.

Cheerfulness seemed naturally tp suppress itself om
passing the threshold of these melancholy, chill, and dim-
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looking rooms ; where, however, nothing of modern luxury
was wanting. Jean, Octave's servant, glided about like a
ghadow, a featherbrush under his arm or a tray in his
baod, for under the influence of the epirit of the place,
he had lost all his former loquacity, Against the walls
thers hung a trophy of boxing gloves, masks, and foils ; bub
it waa very obvious that they had not been handled for a
long time. Dooks, which had been taken op for a moment
or two and then carelessly thrown down, lay scattered about
on the furniture, and seemed to shew that Octave, by this
mechanical and forced kind of reading, had been striving
to drive out from his mind some persistent idea. A letter,
of which only the first few words had been written, seemed
to complain, by the dingy sallowness of its paper, of the
months it had been awaiting its completion, and lay, like
a mute reproach, on the middle of the deak, Although
inhahited, the room still looked like a deserted one. There
was no life there, and when one entered it, a puff of cold
air came against one’s brow similar to that which issues
from a newly-opened vaunlt.

In this mournful place, where never a woman had
ventared to get the tip of her boot, Octave was more at his
erse tham anywhere else. The silence and sadness and
loneliness harmonized with his humour, The joyful bustle
of active life was distasteful to him, thongh he sometimes
made an effort to join in it; but he always roturned in a
still more gloomy frame of mind from the masquerades or
excursions or supper parties at which his friends had enter-
tained him ; s0 he had ceased at length to fight ngainst
this mysterions melancholy which oppressed him, and he
let the days pass away with the indifference of a man who
hes absolutely no regard for the morrow, e made no
plans, having no hope that he would ever be any better



'hltas of his eyes were unuaturally sallow, tha.t- t.'llm m
- some slight show of fever in the blue veins which showed =
=' "'_ themselves prominently on his temples. The spark of life, =
; “Lln&aad, never gleamed in his eye, from which all desire & '
s '*bﬁpﬁﬂbﬂﬂﬂdtﬂhﬂﬂ flown away. Th:slmknfd&aﬂ]mw-.,
-' a face formed a strange coutrast, and produced ._ﬁ
~‘more painful effect upon those who saw it, than the
-.'qmlmltﬂd features and feverlighted eyes of the ur&mhﬁ’fa.ﬁ
 patient, AT
- Before this langaor had seized hold of him, Octave hﬁ@ r.
. been, and, indeed, he siill was, a handsome young man. . |
L_" “ His abundant black hair, with its short thick eurls, mnmi“ -‘r.
" ftself round his t}ampiaa, soft and lustons- His velvety
, .’f ‘almond-shaped eyes, coloured with the blue of the sky at™ .
" might, and fringed round with long drooping luhm,ah]l g
. glittered sometimes with dimmed firea.  When they were .
H' 'n.t rest, and no flow of feeling asimated them with
-t; ir momentary excitement, they were still noticeable from
'ﬁhltu eame expression of quiet serenity which you may see
B in the eyes of the Orientals as they lounge about the eafd
doors at Smyrna or Constantinople and bask in the sun,
. after having emoked their narghilés His nnmplamn .ﬁ.
R I:l:mi never had much colour, but exhibited, rather, those f-’q;
!J“- lnuthm nnta of olive-white, which are seen 0 s:dfuntaga e
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~ only by gaslight. His hands were amall and delicately
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made; his fest narrow and srched. He dressed well,

~ keeping neither in advanée of nor behind the fashion of

the day, and he understood thoroughly bow to profit the
mosk by his personal endowments.

How came it about, you will ask, that this young man,
handsome, rich, with o0 many reasons for being happy,
was pining away so mizerably? You will gness, perhaps,
that Octave was worn out by dissipation, that his mind
had become feeble and enervated by the absorption of
unwholesome ideas from the popular romances of the day,
that he had lost all belief in everything, that nothing but

‘dobte ramained to him from the wreck of his youth and

fortune, wasted and consumed in mad orgies of pleasure,
All these suppositiona, however, would be equally in-
correct.  Octave had never indulged more than wvery
slightly in the pleasures of the world, and so could

. searecly have been filled with the weariness of satiety.

He was not splenetie, nor romantic, nor an atheist, nor a
libertine, nor a spendthrift. His life, hitherto, had been
shared between study and a young man's ordinery amuse-
ments. In the morning he had atiended lectures at the
Sorbonne, and in the evening he had taken his stand by

the staircase at the opera to watch the procession of gay

toilattes go by, [Iis expenses were limited to his income,
and he allowed no whims to make any inreads upon his
capital. He had the respect of his solicitor ; so he was,
you ses, a perfectly sane and respectable person, quite
incapable of hurling himself from a glacier like Manfred, or
of lighting the suffocating brazier of Esconsee.

What the real esuse was of the singular state in which
he found himself, and which escaped all the investigations
of medical science, we handly dare say, so improbable; so



