


melville house classics



TH
E

 AR
T O

F TH
E

 N
O

VE
LL

A



MELVILLEHOUSE
BROOKLYN, NEW YORK

 THE DUEL



T H E  D U E L  B Y  J O S E P H  C O N R A D

F I R S T  A P P E A R E D  I N  S E R I A L I Z A T I O N  I N  T H E  P A L L  M A L L  M A G A Z I N E 
( J A N U A R Y  19 0 8 – M A Y  19 0 8 )

©  2 01 1  M E LV I L L E  H O U S E  P U B L I S H I N G

F I R S T  M E LV I L L E  H O U S E  P R I N T I N G :  J U N E  2 01 1

M E LV I L L E  H O U S E  P U B L I S H I N G
14 5  P LY M O U T H  S T R E E T
B R O O K LY N ,  N Y  1 12 01

W W W . M H P B O O K S . C O M

I S B N :  9 7 8 -1- 9 3 5 5 5 4 - 51- 6

B O O K  D E S I G N :  C H R I S T O P H E R  K I N G ,  B A S E D  O N  
A  S E R I E S  D E S I G N  B Y  D A V I D  K O N O P K A

P R I N T E D  I N  T H E  U N I T E D  S T A T E S  O F  A M E R I C A

1   2   3   4   5   6   7   8   9   10

     L I B R A R Y  O F  C O N G R E S S  C A T A L O G I N G - I N - P U B L I C A T I O N  D A T A

C O N R A D ,  J O S E P H ,  1 8 57-19 2 4 .
 T H E  D U E L  /  J O S E P H  C O N R A D .
      P.  C M .
 I S B N  9 7 8 -1- 9 3 5 5 5 4 - 51- 6  ( A L K .  P A P E R )
 1 .   D U E L I N G - - F I C T I O N .  2 .   N A P O L E O N I C  W A R S ,  1 8 0 0 -1 815 - - F I C T I O N . 
3 .   F R A N C E .  A R M É E - - O F F I C E R S - - F I C T I O N .   I .  T I T L E .
 P R 6 0 0 5 . O 4 D 8  2 01 1
 8 23 ’ . 9 12- - D C 23
                                                           2 01 10 213 3 5



TH
E

 D
U

E
L

3

I

Napoleon I., whose career had the quality of a duel against 
the whole of Europe, disliked duelling between the officers 
of his army. The great military emperor was not a swash-
buckler, and had little respect for tradition.

Nevertheless, a story of duelling, which became a leg-
end in the army, runs through the epic of imperial wars. To 
the surprise and admiration of their fellows, two officers, 
like insane artists trying to gild refined gold or paint the 
lily, pursued a private contest through the years of universal 
carnage. They were officers of cavalry, and their connection 
with the high- spirited but fanciful animal which carries 
men into battle seems particularly appropriate. It would be 
difficult to imagine for heroes of this legend two officers of 
infantry of the line, for example, whose fantasy is tamed by 
much walking exercise, and whose valour necessarily must 
be of a more plodding kind. As to gunners or engineers, 
whose heads are kept cool on a diet of mathematics, it is 
simply unthinkable.
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The names of the two officers were Feraud and 
D’Hubert, and they were both lieutenants in a regiment of 
hussars, but not in the same regiment.

Feraud was doing regimental work, but Lieut. D’Hubert 
had the good fortune to be attached to the person of the 
general commanding the division, as officier d’ordonnance. 
It was in Strasbourg, and in this agreeable and important 
garrison they were enjoying greatly a short interval of 
peace. They were enjoying it, though both intensely warlike, 
because it was a sword- sharpening, firelock- cleaning peace, 
dear to a military heart and undamaging to military prestige, 
inasmuch that no one believed in its sincerity or duration.

Under those historical circumstances, so favourable to 
the proper appreciation of military leisure, Lieut. D’Hubert, 
one fine afternoon, made his way along a quiet street of a 
cheerful suburb towards Lieut. Feraud’s quarters, which 
were in a private house with a garden at the back, belonging 
to an old maiden lady.

His knock at the door was answered instantly by a 
young maid in Alsatian costume. Her fresh complexion 
and her long eyelashes, lowered demurely at the sight of the 
tall officer, caused Lieut. D’Hubert, who was accessible to 
esthetic impressions, to relax the cold, severe gravity of his 
face. At the same time he observed that the girl had over her 
arm a pair of hussar’s breeches, blue with a red stripe.

“Lieut. Feraud in?” he inquired, benevolently.
“Oh, no, sir! He went out at six this morning.”
The pretty maid tried to close the door. Lieut. D’Hubert, 

opposing this move with gentle firmness, stepped into the 
ante- room, jingling his spurs.
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“Come, my dear! You don’t mean to say he has not been 
home since six o’clock this morning?”

Saying these words, Lieut. D’Hubert opened without 
ceremony the door of a room so comfortably and neatly 
ordered that only from internal evidence in the shape of 
boots, uniforms, and military accoutrements did he acquire 
the conviction that it was Lieut. Feraud’s room. And he saw 
also that Lieut. Feraud was not at home. The truthful maid 
had followed him, and raised her candid eyes to his face.

“H’m!” said Lieut. D’Hubert, greatly disappointed, for 
he had already visited all the haunts where a lieutenant of 
hussars could be found of a fine afternoon. “So he’s out? 
And do you happen to know, my dear, why he went out at 
six this morning?”

“No,” she answered, readily. “He came home late last 
night, and snored. I heard him when I got up at five. Then he 
dressed himself in his oldest uniform and went out. Service, 
I suppose.”

“Service? Not a bit of it!” cried Lieut. D’Hubert. “Learn, 
my angel, that he went out thus early to fight a duel with a 
civilian.”

She heard this news without a quiver of her dark eye-
lashes. It was very obvious that the actions of Lieut. Feraud 
were generally above criticism. She only looked up for a 
moment in mute surprise, and Lieut. D’Hubert concluded 
from this absence of emotion that she must have seen Lieut. 
Feraud since the morning. He looked around the room.

“Come!” he insisted, with confidential familiarity. “He’s 
perhaps somewhere in the house now?”

She shook her head.
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“So much the worse for him!” continued Lieut. 
D’Hubert, in a tone of anxious conviction. “But he has been 
home this morning.”

This time the pretty maid nodded slightly.
“He has!” cried Lieut. D’Hubert. “And went out again? 

What for? Couldn’t he keep quietly indoors! What a lunatic! 
My dear girl—”

Lieut. D’Hubert ’s natural kindness of disposition 
and strong sense of comradeship helped his powers of 
observation. He changed his tone to a most insinuat-
ing softness, and, gazing at the hussar’s breeches hanging 
over the arm of the girl, he appealed to the interest she 
took in Lieut. Feraud’s comfort and happiness. He was 
pressing and persuasive. He used his eyes, which were 
kind and fine, with excellent effect. His anxiety to get 
hold at once of Lieut. Feraud, for Lieut. Feraud’s own 
good, seemed so genuine that at last it overcame the girl’s 
unwillingness to speak. Unluckily she had not much to 
tell. Lieut. Feraud had returned home shortly before ten, 
had walked straight into his room, and had thrown him-
self on his bed to resume his slumbers. She had heard him 
snore rather louder than before far into the afternoon. 
Then he got up, put on his best uniform, and went out. 
That was all she knew.

She raised her eyes, and Lieut. D’Hubert stared into 
them incredulously.

“It’s incredible. Gone parading the town in his best 
uniform! My dear child, don’t you know he ran that civil-
ian through this morning? Clean through, as you spit  
a hare.”
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The pretty maid heard the gruesome intelligence with-
out any signs of distress. But she pressed her lips together 
thoughtfully.

“He isn’t parading the town,” she remarked in a low 
tone. “Far from it.”

“The civilian’s family is making an awful row,” contin-
ued Lieut. D’Hubert, pursuing his train of thought. “And 
the general is very angry. It’s one of the best families in the 
town. Feraud ought to have kept close at least—”

“What will the general do to him?” inquired the girl, 
anxiously.

“He won’t have his head cut off, to be sure,” grum-
bled Lieut. D’Hubert. “His conduct is positively indecent. 
He’s making no end of trouble for himself by this sort of 
bravado.”

“But he isn’t parading the town,” the maid insisted in a 
shy murmur.

“Why, yes! Now I think of it, I haven’t seen him any-
where about. What on earth has he done with himself ?”

“He’s gone to pay a call,” suggested the maid, after a 
moment of silence.

Lieut. D’Hubert started.
“A call! Do you mean a call on a lady? The cheek of the 

man! And how do you know this, my dear?”
Without concealing her woman’s scorn for the dense-

ness of the masculine mind, the pretty maid reminded him 
that Lieut. Feraud had arrayed himself in his best uniform 
before going out. He had also put on his newest dolman, she 
added, in a tone as if this conversation were getting on her 
nerves, and turned away brusquely.
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Lieut. D’Hubert, without questioning the accuracy of 
the deduction, did not see that it advanced him much on 
his official quest. For his quest after Lieut. Feraud had an 
official character. He did not know any of the women this 
fellow, who had run a man through in the morning, was 
likely to visit in the afternoon. The two young men knew 
each other but slightly. He bit his gloved finger in perplexity.

“Call!” he exclaimed. “Call on the devil!”
The girl, with her back to him, and folding the hussar’s 

breeches on a chair, protested with a vexed little laugh:
“Oh, dear, no! On Madame de Lionne.”
Lieut. D’Hubert whistled softly. Madame de Lionne 

was the wife of a high official who had a well- known salon 
and some pretensions to sensibility and elegance. The hus-
band was a civilian, and old; but the society of the salon 
was young and military. Lieut. D’Hubert had whistled, not 
because the idea of pursuing Lieut. Feraud into that very 
salon was disagreeable to him, but because, having arrived in 
Strasbourg only lately, he had not had the time as yet to get 
an introduction to Madame de Lionne. And what was that 
swashbuckler Feraud doing there, he wondered. He did not 
seem the sort of man who— 

“Are you certain of what you say?” asked Lieut. 
D’Hubert.

The girl was perfectly certain. Without turning round 
to look at him, she explained that the coachman of their 
next door neighbours knew the maitre- d’hotel of Madame 
de Lionne. In this way she had her information. And she 
was perfectly certain. In giving this assurance she sighed. 
Lieut. Feraud called there nearly every afternoon, she added.
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“Ah, bah!” exclaimed D’Hubert, ironically. His opinion 
of Madame de Lionne went down several degrees. Lieut. 
Feraud did not seem to him specially worthy of attention 
on the part of a woman with a reputation for sensibility 
and elegance. But there was no saying. At bottom they 
were all alike— very practical rather than idealistic. Lieut. 
D’Hubert, however, did not allow his mind to dwell on 
these considerations.

“By thunder!” he reflected aloud. “The general goes 
there sometimes. If he happens to find the fellow making 
eyes at the lady there will be the devil to pay! Our general is 
not a very accommodating person, I can tell you.”

“Go quickly, then! Don’t stand here now I’ve told you 
where he is!” cried the girl, colouring to the eyes.

“Thanks, my dear! I don’t know what I would have done 
without you.”

After manifesting his gratitude in an aggressive way, 
which at first was repulsed violently, and then submitted to 
with a sudden and still more repellent indifference, Lieut. 
D’Hubert took his departure.

He clanked and jingled along the streets with a mar-
tial swagger. To run a comrade to earth in a drawing- room 
where he was not known did not trouble him in the least. A 
uniform is a passport. His position as officier d’ordonnance 
of the general added to his assurance. Moreover, now that he 
knew where to find Lieut. Feraud, he had no option. It was 
a service matter.

Madame de Lionne’s house had an excellent appear-
ance. A man in livery, opening the door of a large drawing- 
room with a waxed floor, shouted his name and stood aside 
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to let him pass. It was a reception day. The ladies wore big 
hats surcharged with a profusion of feathers; their bod-
ies sheathed in clinging white gowns, from the armpits to 
the tips of the low satin shoes, looked sylphlike and cool 
in a great display of bare necks and arms. The men who 
talked with them, on the contrary, were arrayed heavily in 
multicoloured garments with collars up to their ears and 
thick sashes round their waists. Lieut. D’Hubert made his 
unabashed way across the room and, bowing low before a 
sylphlike form reclining on a couch, offered his apologies for 
this intrusion, which nothing could excuse but the extreme 
urgency of the service order he had to communicate to his 
comrade Feraud. He proposed to himself to return presently 
in a more regular manner and beg forgiveness for interrupt-
ing the interesting conversation . . . 

A bare arm was extended towards him with gra-
cious nonchalance even before he had finished speaking. 
He pressed the hand respectfully to his lips, and made the 
mental remark that it was bony. Madame de Lionne was a 
blonde, with too fine a skin and a long face.

“C’est ca!” she said, with an ethereal smile, disclosing 
a set of large teeth. “Come this evening to plead for your 
forgiveness.”

“I will not fail, madame.”
Meantime, Lieut. Feraud, splendid in his new dolman 

and the extremely polished boots of his calling, sat on a 
chair within a foot of the couch, one hand resting on his 
thigh, the other twirling his moustache to a point. At a sig-
nificant glance from D’Hubert he rose without alacrity, and 
followed him into the recess of a window.
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“What is it you want with me?” he asked, with astonish-
ing indifference. Lieut. D’Hubert could not imagine that in 
the innocence of his heart and simplicity of his conscience 
Lieut. Feraud took a view of his duel in which neither 
remorse nor yet a rational apprehension of consequences 
had any place. Though he had no clear recollection how the 
quarrel had originated (it was begun in an establishment 
where beer and wine are drunk late at night), he had not 
the slightest doubt of being himself the outraged party. He 
had had two experienced friends for his seconds. Everything 
had been done according to the rules governing that sort of 
adventure. And a duel is obviously fought for the purpose 
of someone being at least hurt, if not killed outright. The 
civilian got hurt. That also was in order. Lieut. Feraud was 
perfectly tranquil; but Lieut. D’Hubert took it for affecta-
tion, and spoke with a certain vivacity.

“I am directed by the general to give you the order to 
go at once to your quarters, and remain there under close 
arrest.”

It was now the turn of Lieut. Feraud to be astonished. 
“What the devil are you telling me there?” he murmured, 
faintly, and fell into such profound wonder that he could 
only follow mechanically the motions of Lieut. D’Hubert. 
The two officers, one tall, with an interesting face and 
a moustache the colour of ripe corn, the other, short and 
sturdy, with a hooked nose and a thick crop of black curly 
hair, approached the mistress of the house to take their 
leave. Madame de Lionne, a woman of eclectic taste, smiled 
upon these armed young men with impartial sensibility 
and an equal share of interest. Madame de Lionne took 
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her delight in the infinite variety of the human species. All 
the other eyes in the drawing- room followed the departing 
officers; and when they had gone out one or two men, who 
had already heard of the duel, imparted the information to 
the sylphlike ladies, who received it with faint shrieks of 
humane concern.

Meantime, the two hussars walked side by side, Lieut. 
Feraud trying to master the hidden reason of things which 
in this instance eluded the grasp of his intellect, Lieut. 
D’Hubert feeling annoyed at the part he had to play, because 
the general’s instructions were that he should see personally 
that Lieut. Feraud carried out his orders to the letter, and 
at once.

“The chief seems to know this animal,” he thought, 
eyeing his companion, whose round face, the round eyes, 
and even the twisted- up jet black little moustache seemed 
animated by a mental exasperation against the incompre-
hensible. And aloud he observed rather reproachfully, “The 
general is in a devilish fury with you!”

Lieut. Feraud stopped short on the edge of the pave-
ment, and cried in accents of unmistakable sincerity, “What 
on earth for?” The innocence of the fiery Gascon soul was 
depicted in the manner in which he seized his head in both 
hands as if to prevent it bursting with perplexity.

“For the duel,” said Lieut. D’Hubert, curtly. He was 
annoyed greatly by this sort of perverse fooling.

“The duel! The . . .”
Lieut. Feraud passed from one paroxysm of astonish-

ment into another. He dropped his hands and walked on 
slowly, trying to reconcile this information with the state 
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of his own feelings. It was impossible. He burst out indig-
nantly, “Was I to let that sauerkraut- eating civilian wipe his 
boots on the uniform of the 7th Hussars?”

Lieut. D’Hubert could not remain altogether unmoved 
by that simple sentiment. This little fellow was a lunatic, he 
thought to himself, but there was something in what he said.

“Of course, I don’t know how far you were justified,” 
he began, soothingly. “And the general himself may not be 
exactly informed. Those people have been deafening him 
with their lamentations.”

“Ah! the general is not exactly informed,” mumbled 
Lieut. Feraud, walking faster and faster as his choler at the 
injustice of his fate began to rise. “He is not exactly . . . And 
he orders me under close arrest, with God knows what 
afterwards!”

“Don’t excite yourself like this,” remonstrated the other. 
“Your adversary’s people are very influential, you know, and 
it looks bad enough on the face of it. The general had to take 
notice of their complaint at once. I don’t think he means to 
be over- severe with you. It’s the best thing for you to be kept 
out of sight for a while.”

“I am very much obliged to the general,” muttered Lieut. 
Feraud through his teeth. “And perhaps you would say I 
ought to be grateful to you, too, for the trouble you have taken 
to hunt me up in the drawing- room of a lady who—”

“Frankly,” interrupted Lieut. D’Hubert, with an inno-
cent laugh, “I think you ought to be. I had no end of trouble 
to find out where you were. It wasn’t exactly the place for 
you to disport yourself in under the circumstances. If the 
general had caught you there making eyes at the goddess 
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of the temple .  .  . oh, my word! .  .  . He hates to be both-
ered with complaints against his officers, you know. And it 
looked uncommonly like sheer bravado.”

The two officers had arrived now at the street door of 
Lieut. Feraud’s lodgings. The latter turned towards his com-
panion. “Lieut. D’Hubert,” he said, “I have something to say 
to you, which can’t be said very well in the street. You can’t 
refuse to come up.”

The pretty maid had opened the door. Lieut. Feraud 
brushed past her brusquely, and she raised her scared and 
questioning eyes to Lieut. D’Hubert, who could do nothing 
but shrug his shoulders slightly as he followed with marked 
reluctance.

In his room Lieut. Feraud unhooked the clasp, flung 
his new dolman on the bed, and, folding his arms across his 
chest, turned to the other hussar.

“Do you imagine I am a man to submit tamely to injus-
tice?” he inquired, in a boisterous voice.

“Oh, do be reasonable!” remonstrated Lieut. D’Hubert.
“I am reasonable! I am perfectly reasonable!” retorted the 

other with ominous restraint. “I can’t call the general to account 
for his behaviour, but you are going to answer me for yours.”

“I can’t listen to this nonsense,” murmured Lieut. 
D’Hubert, making a slightly contemptuous grimace.

“You call this nonsense? It seems to me a perfectly plain 
statement. Unless you don’t understand French.”

“What on earth do you mean?”
“I mean,” screamed suddenly Lieut. Feraud, “to cut off 

your ears to teach you to disturb me with the general’s orders 
when I am talking to a lady!”
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A profound silence followed this mad declaration; and 
through the open window Lieut. D’Hubert heard the little 
birds singing sanely in the garden. He said, preserving his 
calm, “Why! If you take that tone, of course I shall hold 
myself at your disposition whenever you are at liberty to 
attend to this affair; but I don’t think you will cut my ears off.”

“I am going to attend to it at once,” declared Lieut. 
Feraud, with extreme truculence. “If you are thinking of dis-
playing your airs and graces tonight in Madame de Lionne’s 
salon you are very much mistaken.”

“Really!” said Lieut. D’Hubert, who was beginning to 
feel irritated, “you are an impracticable sort of fellow. The 
general’s orders to me were to put you under arrest, not to 
carve you into small pieces. Good morning!” And turning 
his back on the little Gascon, who, always sober in his pota-
tions, was as though born intoxicated with the sunshine of 
his vine- ripening country, the Northman, who could drink 
hard on occasion, but was born sober under the watery skies 
of Picardy, made for the door. Hearing, however, the unmis-
takable sound behind his back of a sword drawn from the 
scabbard, he had no option but to stop.

“Devil take this mad Southerner!” he thought, spinning 
round and surveying with composure the warlike posture of 
Lieut. Feraud, with a bare sword in his hand.

“At once!— at once!” stuttered Feraud, beside himself.
“You had my answer,” said the other, keeping his temper 

very well.
At first he had been only vexed, and somewhat amused; 

but now his face got clouded. He was asking himself seri-
ously how he could manage to get away. It was impossible 
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to run from a man with a sword, and as to fighting him, it 
seemed completely out of the question. He waited awhile, 
then said exactly what was in his heart.

“Drop this! I won’t fight with you. I won’t be made 
ridiculous.”

“Ah, you won’t?” hissed the Gascon. “I suppose you pre-
fer to be made infamous. Do you hear what I say? . . . Infa-
mous! Infamous! Infamous!” he shrieked, rising and falling 
on his toes and getting very red in the face.

Lieut. D’Hubert, on the contrary, became very pale 
at the sound of the unsavoury word for a moment, then 
flushed pink to the roots of his fair hair. “But you can’t go 
out to fight; you are under arrest, you lunatic!” he objected, 
with angry scorn.

“There’s the garden: it’s big enough to lay out your long 
carcass in,” spluttered the other with such ardour that some-
how the anger of the cooler man subsided.

“This is perfectly absurd,” he said, glad enough to 
think he had found a way out of it for the moment. “We 
shall never get any of our comrades to serve as seconds. It’s 
preposterous.”

“Seconds! Damn the seconds! We don’t want any sec-
onds. Don’t you worry about any seconds. I shall send word 
to your friends to come and bury you when I am done. And 
if you want any witnesses, I’ll send word to the old girl to 
put her head out of a window at the back. Stay! There’s the 
gardener. He’ll do. He’s as deaf as a post, but he has two eyes 
in his head. Come along! I will teach you, my staff officer, 
that the carrying about of a general’s orders is not always 
child’s play.”
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While thus discoursing he had unbuckled his empty 
scabbard. He sent it flying under the bed, and, lowering 
the point of the sword, brushed past the perplexed Lieut. 
D’Hubert, exclaiming, “Follow me!” Directly he had flung 
open the door a faint shriek was heard and the pretty maid, 
who had been listening at the keyhole, staggered away, put-
ting the backs of her hands over her eyes. Feraud did not 
seem to see her, but she ran after him and seized his left 
arm. He shook her off, and then she rushed towards Lieut. 
D’Hubert and clawed at the sleeve of his uniform.

“Wretched man!” she sobbed. “Is this what you wanted 
to find him for?”

“Let me go,” entreated Lieut. D’Hubert, trying to dis-
engage himself gently. “It’s like being in a madhouse,” he 
protested, with exasperation. “Do let me go! I won’t do him 
any harm.”

A fiendish laugh from Lieut. Feraud commented on that 
assurance. “Come along!” he shouted, with a stamp of his foot.

And Lieut. D’Hubert did follow. He could do nothing 
else. Yet in vindication of his sanity it must be recorded 
that as he passed through the anteroom the notion of 
opening the street door and bolting out presented itself to 
this brave youth, only of course to be instantly dismissed, 
for he felt sure that the other would pursue him without 
shame or compunction. And the prospect of an officer of 
hussars being chased along the street by another officer 
of hussars with a naked sword could not be for a moment 
entertained. Therefore he followed into the garden. Behind 
them the girl tottered out, too. With ashy lips and wild, 
scared eyes, she surrendered herself to a dreadful curiosity. 
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She had also the notion of rushing if need be between 
Lieut. Feraud and death.

The deaf gardener, utterly unconscious of approaching 
footsteps, went on watering his flowers till Lieut. Feraud 
thumped him on the back. Beholding suddenly an enraged 
man flourishing a big sabre, the old chap trembling in all 
his limbs dropped the watering- pot. At once Lieut. Feraud 
kicked it away with great animosity, and, seizing the gar-
dener by the throat, backed him against a tree. He held 
him there, shouting in his ear, “Stay here, and look on! You 
understand? You’ve got to look on! Don’t dare budge from 
the spot!”

Lieut. D’Hubert came slowly down the walk, unclasp-
ing his dolman with unconcealed disgust. Even then, with 
his hand already on the hilt of his sword, he hesitated to 
draw till a roar, “En garde, fichtre! What do you think you 
came here for?” and the rush of his adversary forced him to 
put himself as quickly as possible in a posture of defence.

The clash of arms filled that prim garden, which hith-
erto had known no more warlike sound than the click of 
clipping shears; and presently the upper part of an old lady’s 
body was projected out of a window upstairs. She tossed her 
arms above her white cap, scolding in a cracked voice. The 
gardener remained glued to the tree, his toothless mouth 
open in idiotic astonishment, and a little farther up the 
path the pretty girl, as if spellbound to a small grass plot, 
ran a few steps this way and that, wringing her hands and 
muttering crazily. She did not rush between the combat-
ants: the onslaughts of Lieut. Feraud were so fierce that her 
heart failed her. Lieut. D’Hubert, his faculties concentrated 
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upon defence, needed all his skill and science of the sword 
to stop the rushes of his adversary. Twice already he had to 
break ground. It bothered him to feel his foothold made 
insecure by the round, dry gravel of the path rolling under 
the hard soles of his boots. This was most unsuitable ground, 
he thought, keeping a watchful, narrowed gaze, shaded by 
long eyelashes, upon the fiery stare of his thickset adversary. 
This absurd affair would ruin his reputation of a sensible, 
well- behaved, promising young officer. It would damage, at 
any rate, his immediate prospects, and lose him the goodwill 
of his general. These worldly preoccupations were no doubt 
misplaced in view of the solemnity of the moment. A duel, 
whether regarded as a ceremony in the cult of honour, or 
even when reduced in its moral essence to a form of manly 
sport, demands a perfect singleness of intention, a homicidal 
austerity of mood. On the other hand, this vivid concern for 
his future had not a bad effect inasmuch as it began to rouse 
the anger of Lieut. D’Hubert. Some seventy seconds had 
elapsed since they had crossed blades, and Lieut. D’Hubert 
had to break ground again in order to avoid impaling his 
reckless adversary like a beetle for a cabinet of specimens. 
The result was that misapprehending the motive, Lieut. 
Feraud with a triumphant sort of snarl pressed his attack.

“This enraged animal will have me against the wall 
directly,” thought Lieut. D’Hubert. He imagined himself 
much closer to the house than he was, and he dared not 
turn his head; it seemed to him that he was keeping his 
adversary off with his eyes rather more than with his point. 
Lieut. Feraud crouched and bounded with a fierce tigerish 
agility fit to trouble the stoutest heart. But what was more 
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appalling than the fury of a wild beast, accomplishing in 
all innocence of heart a natural function, was the fixity of 
savage purpose man alone is capable of displaying. Lieut. 
D ‘Hubert in the midst of his worldly preoccupations per-
ceived it at last. It was an absurd and damaging affair to 
be drawn into, but whatever silly intention the fellow had 
started with, it was clear enough that by this time he meant 
to kill— nothing less. He meant it with an intensity of will 
utterly beyond the inferior faculties of a tiger.

As is the case with constitutionally brave men, the full 
view of the danger interested Lieut. D’Hubert. And directly 
he got properly interested, the length of his arm and the 
coolness of his head told in his favour. It was the turn of 
Lieut. Feraud to recoil, with a bloodcurdling grunt of baf-
fled rage. He made a swift feint, and then rushed straight 
forward.

“Ah! you would, would you?” Lieut. D’Hubert 
exclaimed, mentally. The combat had lasted nearly two min-
utes, time enough for any man to get embittered, apart from 
the merits of the quarrel. And all at once it was over. Trying 
to close breast to breast under his adversary’s guard Lieut. 
Feraud received a slash on his shortened arm. He did not 
feel it in the least, but it checked his rush, and his feet slip-
ping on the gravel he fell backwards with great violence. The 
shock jarred his boiling brain into the perfect quietude of 
insensibility. Simultaneously with his fall the pretty servant- 
girl shrieked; but the old maiden lady at the window ceased 
her scolding, and began to cross herself piously.

Beholding his adversary stretched out perfectly still, his 
face to the sky, Lieut. D’Hubert thought he had killed him 
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outright. The impression of having slashed hard enough to 
cut his man clean in two abode with him for a while in an 
exaggerated memory of the right good will he had put into 
the blow. He dropped on his knees hastily by the side of 
the prostrate body. Discovering that not even the arm was 
severed, a slight sense of disappointment mingled with the 
feeling of relief. The fellow deserved the worst. But truly he 
did not want the death of that sinner. The affair was ugly 
enough as it stood, and Lieut. D’Hubert addressed himself 
at once to the task of stopping the bleeding. In this task it 
was his fate to be ridiculously impeded by the pretty maid. 
Rending the air with screams of horror, she attacked him 
from behind and, twining her fingers in his hair, tugged 
back at his head. Why she should choose to hinder him at 
this precise moment he could not in the least understand. 
He did not try. It was all like a very wicked and harassing 
dream. Twice to save himself from being pulled over he had 
to rise and fling her off. He did this stoically, without a word, 
kneeling down again at once to go on with his work. But the 
third time, his work being done, he seized her and held her 
arms pinned to her body. Her cap was half off, her face was 
red, her eyes blazed with crazy boldness. He looked mildly 
into them while she called him a wretch, a traitor, and a 
murderer many times in succession. This did not annoy him 
so much as the conviction that she had managed to scratch 
his face abundantly. Ridicule would be added to the scandal 
of the story. He imagined the adorned tale making its way 
through the garrison of the town, through the whole army 
on the frontier, with every possible distortion of motive and 
sentiment and circumstance, spreading a doubt upon the 
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sanity of his conduct and the distinction of his taste even 
to the very ears of his honourable family. It was all very well 
for that fellow Feraud, who had no connections, no family 
to speak of, and no quality but courage, which, anyhow, was 
a matter of course, and possessed by every single trooper in 
the whole mass of French cavalry. Still holding down the 
arms of the girl in a strong grip, Lieut. D’Hubert glanced 
over his shoulder. Lieut. Feraud had opened his eyes. He 
did not move. Like a man just waking from a deep sleep he 
stared without any expression at the evening sky.

Lieut. D’Hubert’s urgent shouts to the old gardener 
produced no effect— not so much as to make him shut his 
toothless mouth. Then he remembered that the man was 
stone deaf. All that time the girl struggled, not with maid-
enly coyness, but like a pretty, dumb fury, kicking his shins 
now and then. He continued to hold her as if in a vise, his 
instinct telling him that were he to let her go she would fly 
at his eyes. But he was greatly humiliated by his position. At 
last she gave up. She was more exhausted than appeased, he 
feared. Nevertheless, he attempted to get out of this wicked 
dream by way of negotiation.

“Listen to me,” he said, as calmly as he could. “Will you 
promise to run for a surgeon if I let you go?”

With real affliction he heard her declare that she would 
do nothing of the kind. On the contrary, her sobbed out inten-
tion was to remain in the garden, and fight tooth and nail for 
the protection of the vanquished man. This was shocking.

“My dear child!” he cried in despair, “is it possible that 
you think me capable of murdering a wounded adversary? Is 
it. . . . Be quiet, you little wildcat, you!”
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They struggled. A thick, drowsy voice said behind him, 
“What are you after with that girl?”

Lieut. Feraud had raised himself on his good arm. He 
was looking sleepily at his other arm, at the mess of blood 
on his uniform, at a small red pool on the ground, at his 
sabre lying a foot away on the path. Then he laid himself 
down gently again to think it all out, as far as a thundering 
headache would permit of mental operations.

Lieut. D’Hubert released the girl who crouched at once 
by the side of the other lieutenant. The shades of night were 
falling on the little trim garden with this touching group, 
whence proceeded low murmurs of sorrow and compas-
sion, with other feeble sounds of a different character, as 
if an imperfectly awake invalid were trying to swear. Lieut. 
D’Hubert went away.

He passed through the silent house, and congratu-
lated himself upon the dusk concealing his gory hands and 
scratched face from the passers- by. But this story could by 
no means be concealed. He dreaded the discredit and ridi-
cule above everything, and was painfully aware of sneaking 
through the back streets in the manner of a murderer. Pres-
ently the sounds of a flute coming out of the open window 
of a lighted upstairs room in a modest house interrupted his 
dismal reflections. It was being played with a persevering vir-
tuosity, and through the fioritures of the tune one could hear 
the regular thumping of the foot beating time on the floor.

Lieut. D’Hubert shouted a name, which was that of an 
army surgeon whom he knew fairly well. The sounds of the 
flute ceased, and the musician appeared at the window, his 
instrument still in his hand, peering into the street.
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“Who calls? You, D’Hubert? What brings you this way?”
He did not like to be disturbed at the hour when he was 

playing the flute. He was a man whose hair had turned grey 
already in the thankless task of tying up wounds on battle-
fields where others reaped advancement and glory.

“I want you to go at once and see Feraud. You know 
Lieut. Feraud? He lives down the second street. It’s but a 
step from here.”

“What’s the matter with him?”
“Wounded.”
“Are you sure?”
“Sure!” cried D’Hubert. “I come from there.”
“That’s amusing,” said the elderly surgeon. Amusing 

was his favourite word; but the expression of his face when 
he pronounced it never corresponded. He was a stolid man. 
“Come in,” he added. “I’ll get ready in a moment.”

“Thanks! I will. I want to wash my hands in your room.”
Lieut. D’Hubert found the surgeon occupied in 

unscrewing his flute, and packing the pieces methodically in 
a case. He turned his head.

“Water there— in the corner. Your hands do want 
washing.”

“I’ve stopped the bleeding,” said Lieut. D’Hubert. “But 
you had better make haste. It’s rather more than ten minutes 
ago, you know.”

The surgeon did not hurry his movements.
“What’s the matter? Dressing came off? That’s amus-

ing. I’ve been at work in the hospital all day but I’ve been 
told this morning by somebody that he had come off with-
out a scratch.”
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“Not the same duel probably,” growled moodily Lieut. 
D’Hubert, wiping his hands on a coarse towel.

“Not the same. . . . What? Another. It would take the 
very devil to make me go out twice in one day.” The surgeon 
looked narrowly at Lieut. D’Hubert. “How did you come by 
that scratched face? Both sides, too— and symmetrical. It’s 
amusing.”

“Very!” snarled Lieut. D’Hubert. “And you will find his 
slashed arm amusing, too. It will keep both of you amused 
for quite a long time.”

The doctor was mystified and impressed by the brusque 
bitterness of Lieut. D’Hubert’s tone. They left the house 
together, and in the street he was still more mystified by his 
conduct.

“Aren’t you coming with me?” he asked.
“No,” said Lieut. D’Hubert. “You can find the house by 

yourself. The front door will be standing open very likely.”
“All right. Where’s his room?”
“Ground floor. But you had better go right through and 

look in the garden first.”
This astonishing piece of information made the sur-

geon go off without further parley. Lieut. D’Hubert 
regained his quarters nursing a hot and uneasy indigna-
tion. He dreaded the chaff of his comrades almost as much 
as the anger of his superiors. The truth was confoundedly 
grotesque and embarrassing, even putting aside the irregu-
larity of the combat itself, which made it come abomina-
bly near a criminal offence. Like all men without much 
imagination, a faculty which helps the process of reflec-
tive thought, Lieut. D’Hubert became frightfully harassed 
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by the obvious aspects of his predicament. He was cer-
tainly glad that he had not killed Lieut. Feraud outside all 
rules, and without the regular witnesses proper to such a 
transaction. Uncommonly glad. At the same time he felt 
as though he would have liked to wring his neck for him 
without ceremony.

He was still under the sway of these contradictory sen-
timents when the surgeon amateur of the flute came to see 
him. More than three days had elapsed. Lieut. D’Hubert 
was no longer officier d’ordonnance to the general command-
ing the division. He had been sent back to his regiment. And 
he was resuming his connection with the soldiers’ military 
family by being shut up in close confinement, not at his own 
quarters in town, but in a room in the barracks. Owing to 
the gravity of the incident, he was forbidden to see anyone. 
He did not know what had happened, what was being said, 
or what was being thought. The arrival of the surgeon was a 
most unexpected thing to the worried captive. The amateur 
of the flute began by explaining that he was there only by a 
special favour of the colonel.

“I represented to him that it would be only fair to let 
you have some authentic news of your adversary,” he contin-
ued. “You’ll be glad to hear he’s getting better fast.”

Lieut. D’Hubert’s face exhibited no conventional signs 
of gladness. He continued to walk the floor of the dusty 
bare room.

“Take this chair, doctor,” he mumbled.
The doctor sat down.
“This affair is variously appreciated— in town and in the 

army. In fact, the diversity of opinions is amusing.”
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“Is it!” mumbled Lieut. D’Hubert, tramping steadily 
from wall to wall. But within himself he marvelled that there 
could be two opinions on the matter. The surgeon continued.

“Of course, as the real facts are not known—”
“I should have thought,” interrupted D’Hubert, “that 

the fellow would have put you in possession of facts.”
“He said something,” admitted the other, “the first time 

I saw him. And, by the by, I did find him in the garden. 
The thump on the back of his head had made him a lit-
tle incoherent then. Afterwards he was rather reticent than 
otherwise.”

“Didn’t think he would have the grace to be ashamed!” 
mumbled D’Hubert, resuming his pacing while the doctor 
murmured, “It’s very amusing. Ashamed! Shame was not 
exactly his frame of mind. However, you may look at the 
matter otherwise.”

“What are you talking about? What matter?” asked 
D’Hubert, with a sidelong look at the heavy- faced, grey- 
haired figure seated on a wooden chair.

“Whatever it is,” said the surgeon a little impatiently, 
“I don’t want to pronounce any opinion on your conduct—”

“By heavens, you had better not!” burst out D’Hubert.
“There!— there! Don’t be so quick in flourishing the 

sword. It doesn’t pay in the long run. Understand once for all 
that I would not carve any of you youngsters except with the 
tools of my trade. But my advice is good. If you go on like 
this you will make for yourself an ugly reputation.”

“Go on like what?” demanded Lieut. D’Hubert, stop-
ping short, quite startled. “I!— I!— make for myself a reputa-
tion. . . . What do you imagine?”
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“I told you I don’t wish to judge of the rights and wrongs 
of this incident. It’s not my business. Nevertheless—”

“What on earth has he been telling you?” interrupted 
Lieut. D’Hubert, in a sort of awed scare.

“I told you already, that at first, when I picked him up in 
the garden, he was incoherent. Afterwards he was naturally 
reticent. But I gather at least that he could not help himself.”

“He couldn’t?” shouted Lieut. D’Hubert in a great voice. 
Then, lowering his tone impressively, “And what about me? 
Could I help myself ?”

The surgeon stood up. His thoughts were running upon 
the flute, his constant companion with a consoling voice. 
In the vicinity of field ambulances, after twenty- four hours’ 
hard work, he had been known to trouble with its sweet 
sounds the horrible stillness of battlefields, given over to 
silence and the dead. The solacing hour of his daily life was 
approaching, and in peacetime he held on to the minutes as 
a miser to his hoard.

“Of course!— of course!” he said, perfunctorily. “You 
would think so. It’s amusing. However, being perfectly neu-
tral and friendly to you both, I have consented to deliver his 
message to you. Say that I am humouring an invalid if you 
like. He wants you to know that this affair is by no means at 
an end. He intends to send you his seconds directly he has 
regained his strength— providing, of course, the army is not 
in the field at that time.”

“He intends, does he? Why, certainly,” spluttered Lieut. 
D’Hubert in a passion.

The secret of his exasperation was not apparent to the 
visitor; but this passion confirmed the surgeon in the belief 
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which was gaining ground outside that some very seri-
ous difference had arisen between these two young men, 
something serious enough to wear an air of mystery, some 
fact of the utmost gravity. To settle their urgent difference 
about that fact, those two young men had risked being bro-
ken and disgraced at the outset almost of their career. The 
surgeon feared that the forthcoming inquiry would fail to 
satisfy the public curiosity. They would not take the public 
into their confidence as to that something which had passed 
between them of a nature so outrageous as to make them 
face a charge of murder— neither more nor less. But what 
could it be?

The surgeon was not very curious by temperament; 
but that question haunting his mind caused him twice that 
evening to hold the instrument off his lips and sit silent for 
a whole minute— right in the middle of a tune— trying to 
form a plausible conjecture.
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II

He succeeded in this object no better than the rest of the 
garrison and the whole of society. The two young officers, of 
no especial consequence till then, became distinguished by 
the universal curiosity as to the origin of their quarrel. Mad-
ame de Lionne’s salon was the centre of ingenious surmises; 
that lady herself was for a time assailed by inquiries as being 
the last person known to have spoken to these unhappy and 
reckless young men before they went out together from her 
house to a savage encounter with swords, at dusk, in a pri-
vate garden. She protested she had not observed anything 
unusual in their demeanour. Lieut. Feraud had been vis-
ibly annoyed at being called away. That was natural enough; 
no man likes to be disturbed in a conversation with a lady 
famed for her elegance and sensibility. But in truth the sub-
ject bored Madame de Lionne, since her personality could 
by no stretch of reckless gossip be connected with this affair. 
And it irritated her to hear it advanced that there might 
have been some woman in the case. This irritation arose, not 
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from her elegance or sensibility, but from a more instinc-
tive side of her nature. It became so great at last that she 
peremptorily forbade the subject to be mentioned under her 
roof. Near her couch the prohibition was obeyed, but farther 
off in the salon the pall of the imposed silence continued to 
be lifted more or less. A personage with a long, pale face, 
resembling the countenance of a sheep, opined, shaking his 
head, that it was a quarrel of long standing envenomed by 
time. It was objected to him that the men themselves were 
too young for such a theory. They belonged also to differ-
ent and distant parts of France. There were other physical 
impossibilities, too. A sub- commissary of the Intendence, 
an agreeable and cultivated bachelor in kerseymere breeches, 
Hessian boots, and a blue coat embroidered with silver lace, 
who affected to believe in the transmigration of souls, sug-
gested that the two had met perhaps in some previous exist-
ence. The feud was in the forgotten past. It might have been 
something quite inconceivable in the present state of their 
being; but their souls remembered the animosity, and mani-
fested an instinctive antagonism. He developed this theme 
jocularly. Yet the affair was so absurd from the worldly, the 
military, the honourable, or the prudential point of view, 
that this weird explanation seemed rather more reasonable 
than any other.

The two officers had confided nothing definite to any-
one. Humiliation at having been worsted arms in hand, and 
an uneasy feeling of having been involved in a scrape by the 
injustice of fate, kept Lieut. Feraud savagely dumb. He mis-
trusted the sympathy of mankind. That would, of course, go 
to that dandified staff officer. Lying in bed, he raved aloud to 
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the pretty maid who administered to his needs with devo-
tion, and listened to his horrible imprecations with alarm. 
That Lieut. D’Hubert should be made to “pay for it,” seemed 
to her just and natural. Her principal care was that Lieut. 
Feraud should not excite himself. He appeared so wholly 
admirable and fascinating to the humility of her heart that 
her only concern was to see him get well quickly, even if it 
were only to resume his visits to Madame de Lionne’s salon.

Lieut. D’Hubert kept silent for the immediate reason 
that there was no one, except a stupid young soldier servant, 
to speak to. Further, he was aware that the episode, so grave 
professionally, had its comic side. When reflecting upon it, 
he still felt that he would like to wring Lieut. Feraud’s neck 
for him. But this formula was figurative rather than precise, 
and expressed more a state of mind than an actual physical 
impulse. At the same time, there was in that young man 
a feeling of comradeship and kindness which made him 
unwilling to make the position of Lieut. Feraud worse than 
it was. He did not want to talk at large about this wretched 
affair. At the inquiry he would have, of course, to speak the 
truth in self- defence. This prospect vexed him.

But no inquiry took place. The army took the field 
instead. Lieut. D’Hubert, liberated without remark, took 
up his regimental duties; and Lieut. Feraud, his arm just 
out of the sling, rode unquestioned with his squadron to 
complete his convalescence in the smoke of battlefields 
and the fresh air of night bivouacs. This bracing treatment 
suited him so well, that at the first rumour of an armi-
stice being signed he could turn without misgivings to the 
thoughts of his private warfare.
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This time it was to be regular warfare. He sent two 
friends to Lieut. D’Hubert, whose regiment was stationed 
only a few miles away. Those friends had asked no ques-
tions of their principal. “I owe him one, that pretty staff 
officer,” he had said, grimly, and they went away quite con-
tentedly on their mission. Lieut. D’Hubert had no dif-
ficulty in finding two friends equally discreet and devoted 
to their principal. “There’s a crazy fellow to whom I must 
give a lesson,” he had declared curtly; and they asked for 
no better reasons.

On these grounds an encounter with duelling- swords 
was arranged one early morning in a convenient field. At 
the third set- to Lieut. D’Hubert found himself lying on his 
back on the dewy grass with a hole in his side. A serene 
sun rising over a landscape of meadows and woods hung on 
his left. A surgeon— not the flute player, but another— was 
bending over him, feeling around the wound.

“Narrow squeak. But it will be nothing,” he pronounced.
Lieut. D’Hubert heard these words with pleasure. One 

of his seconds, sitting on the wet grass, and sustaining his 
head on his lap, said, “The fortune of war, mon pauvre vieux. 
What will you have? You had better make it up like two 
good fellows. Do!”

“You don’t know what you ask,” murmured Lieut. 
D’Hubert, in a feeble voice. “However, if he . . .”

In another part of the meadow the seconds of Lieut. 
Feraud were urging him to go over and shake hands with 
his adversary.

“You have paid him off now— que diable. It’s the proper 
thing to do. This D’Hubert is a decent fellow.”



TH
E

 D
U

E
L

35

“I know the decency of these generals’ pets,” muttered 
Lieut. Feraud through his teeth, and the sombre expres-
sion of his face discouraged further efforts at reconcilia-
tion. The seconds, bowing from a distance, took their men 
off the field. In the afternoon Lieut. D’Hubert, very popu-
lar as a good comrade uniting great bravery with a frank 
and equable temper, had many visitors. It was remarked 
that Lieut. Feraud did not, as is customary, show himself 
much abroad to receive the felicitations of his friends. They 
would not have failed him, because he, too, was liked for 
the exuberance of his southern nature and the simplicity 
of his character. In all the places where officers were in the 
habit of assembling at the end of the day the duel of the 
morning was talked over from every point of view. Though 
Lieut. D’Hubert had got worsted this time, his sword play 
was commended. No one could deny that it was very close, 
very scientific. It was even whispered that if he got touched 
it was because he wished to spare his adversary. But by 
many the vigour and dash of Lieut. Feraud’s attack were 
pronounced irresistible.

The merits of the two officers as combatants were 
frankly discussed; but their attitude to each other after the 
duel was criticised lightly and with caution. It was irrec-
oncilable, and that was to be regretted. But after all they 
knew best what the care of their honour dictated. It was 
not a matter for their comrades to pry into overmuch. As 
to the origin of the quarrel, the general impression was that 
it dated from the time they were holding garrison in Stras-
bourg. The musical surgeon shook his head at that. It went 
much farther back, he thought.
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“Why, of course! You must know the whole story,” cried 
several voices, eager with curiosity. “What was it?”

He raised his eyes from his glass deliberately. “Even if I 
knew ever so well, you can’t expect me to tell you, since both 
the principals choose to say nothing.”

He got up and went out, leaving the sense of mys-
tery behind him. He could not stay any longer, because the 
witching hour of flute- playing was drawing near.

After he had gone a very young officer observed sol-
emnly, “Obviously, his lips are sealed!”

Nobody questioned the high correctness of that remark. 
Somehow it added to the impressiveness of the affair. Sev-
eral older officers of both regiments, prompted by nothing 
but sheer kindness and love of harmony, proposed to form a 
Court of Honour, to which the two young men would leave 
the task of their reconciliation. Unfortunately they began by 
approaching Lieut. Feraud, on the assumption that, having 
just scored heavily, he would be found placable and disposed 
to moderation.

The reasoning was sound enough. Nevertheless, the 
move turned out unfortunate. In that relaxation of moral 
fibre, which is brought about by the ease of soothed vanity, 
Lieut. Feraud had condescended in the secret of his heart to 
review the case, and even had come to doubt not the justice 
of his cause, but the absolute sagacity of his conduct. This 
being so, he was disinclined to talk about it. The suggestion 
of the regimental wise men put him in a difficult position. 
He was disgusted at it, and this disgust, by a paradoxical 
logic, reawakened his animosity against Lieut. D’Hubert. 
Was he to be pestered with this fellow forever— the fellow 
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who had an infernal knack of getting round people some-
how? And yet it was difficult to refuse point blank that 
mediation sanctioned by the code of honour.

He met the difficulty by an attitude of grim reserve. 
He twisted his moustache and used vague words. His case 
was perfectly clear. He was not ashamed to state it before 
a proper Court of Honour, neither was he afraid to defend 
it on the ground. He did not see any reason to jump at the 
suggestion before ascertaining how his adversary was likely 
to take it.

Later in the day, his exasperation growing upon him, he 
was heard in a public place saying sardonically, “that it would 
be the very luckiest thing for Lieut. D’Hubert, because the 
next time of meeting he need not hope to get off with the 
mere trifle of three weeks in bed.”

This boastful phrase might have been prompted by the 
most profound Machiavellism. Southern natures often hide, 
under the outward impulsiveness of action and speech, a 
certain amount of astuteness.

Lieut. Feraud, mistrusting the justice of men, by no 
means desired a Court of Honour; and the above words, 
according so well with his temperament, had also the merit 
of serving his turn. Whether meant so or not, they found 
their way in less than four- and- twenty hours into Lieut. 
D’Hubert’s bedroom. In consequence Lieut. D’Hubert, sit-
ting propped up with pillows, received the overtures made to 
him next day by the statement that the affair was of a nature 
which could not bear discussion.

The pale face of the wounded officer, his weak voice which 
he had yet to use cautiously, and the courteous dignity of his 
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tone had a great effect on his hearers. Reported outside all 
this did more for deepening the mystery than the vapourings 
of Lieut. Feraud. This last was greatly relieved at the issue. He 
began to enjoy the state of general wonder, and was pleased to 
add to it by assuming an attitude of fierce discretion.

The colonel of Lieut. D’Hubert’s regiment was a grey- 
haired, weather- beaten warrior, who took a simple view of 
his responsibilities. “I can’t,” he said to himself, “let the best of 
my subalterns get damaged like this for nothing. I must get 
to the bottom of this affair privately. He must speak out if the 
devil were in it. The colonel should be more than a father to 
these youngsters.” And indeed he loved all his men with as 
much affection as a father of a large family can feel for every 
individual member of it. If human beings by an oversight of 
Providence came into the world as mere civilians, they were 
born again into a regiment as infants are born into a family, 
and it was that military birth alone which counted.

At the sight of Lieut. D’Hubert standing before him 
very bleached and hollow- eyed the heart of the old war-
rior felt a pang of genuine compassion. All his affection for 
the regiment— that body of men which he held in his hand 
to launch forward and draw back, who ministered to his 
pride and commanded all his thoughts— seemed centred for 
a moment on the person of the most promising subaltern. 
He cleared his throat in a threatening manner, and frowned 
terribly. “You must understand,” he began, “that I don’t care a 
rap for the life of a single man in the regiment. I would send 
the eight hundred and forty- three of you men and horses 
galloping into the pit of perdition with no more compunc-
tion than I would kill a fly!”
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“Yes, Colonel. You would be riding at our head,” said 
Lieut. D’Hubert with a wan smile.

The colonel, who felt the need of being very diplomatic, 
fairly roared at this. “I want you to know, Lieut. D’Hubert, 
that I could stand aside and see you all riding to Hades if 
need be. I am a man to do even that if the good of the ser-
vice and my duty to my country required it from me. But 
that’s unthinkable, so don’t you even hint at such a thing.” 
He glared awfully, but his tone softened. “There’s some milk 
yet about that moustache of yours, my boy. You don’t know 
what a man like me is capable of. I would hide behind a 
haystack if . . . Don’t grin at me, sir! How dare you? If this 
were not a private conversation I would .  .  . Look here! I 
am responsible for the proper expenditure of lives under my 
command for the glory of our country and the honour of 
the regiment. Do you understand that? Well, then, what the 
devil do you mean by letting yourself be spitted like this by 
that fellow of the 7th Hussars? It’s simply disgraceful!”

Lieut. D’Hubert felt vexed beyond measure. His shoul-
ders moved slightly. He made no other answer. He could not 
ignore his responsibility.

The colonel veiled his glance and lowered his voice 
still more. “It’s deplorable!” he murmured. And again he 
changed his tone. “Come!” he went on, persuasively, but 
with that note of authority which dwells in the throat of a 
good leader of men, “this affair must be settled. I desire to 
be told plainly what it is all about. I demand, as your best 
friend, to know.”

The compelling power of authority, the persuasive 
influence of kindness, affected powerfully a man just risen 
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from a bed of sickness. Lieut. D’Hubert’s hand, which 
grasped the knob of a stick, trembled slightly. But his 
northern temperament, sentimental yet cautious and clear- 
sighted, too, in its idealistic way, checked his impulse to 
make a clean breast of the whole deadly absurdity. Accord-
ing to the precept of transcendental wisdom, he turned his 
tongue seven times in his mouth before he spoke. He made 
then only a speech of thanks.

The colonel listened, interested at first, then looked 
mystified. At last he frowned. “You hesitate?— mille tonn-
erres! Haven’t I told you that I will condescend to argue with 
you— as a friend?”

“Yes, Colonel!” answered Lieut. D’Hubert, gently. “But 
I am afraid that after you have heard me out as a friend you 
will take action as my superior officer.”

The attentive colonel snapped his jaws. “Well, what of 
that?” he said, frankly. “Is it so damnably disgraceful?”

“It is not,” negatived Lieut. D’Hubert, in a faint but 
firm voice.

“Of course, I shall act for the good of the service. Noth-
ing can prevent me doing that. What do you think I want 
to be told for?”

“I know it is not from idle curiosity,” protested Lieut. 
D’Hubert. “I know you will act wisely. But what about the 
good fame of the regiment?”

“It cannot be affected by any youthful folly of a lieuten-
ant,” said the colonel, severely.

“No. It cannot be. But it can be by evil tongues. It will be 
said that a lieutenant of the 4th Hussars, afraid of meeting 
his adversary, is hiding behind his colonel. And that would 
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be worse than hiding behind a haystack— for the good of 
the service. I cannot afford to do that, Colonel.”

“Nobody would dare to say anything of the kind,” began 
the colonel very fiercely, but ended the phrase on an uncer-
tain note. The bravery of Lieut. D’Hubert was well known. 
But the colonel was well aware that the duelling courage, 
the single combat courage, is rightly or wrongly supposed to 
be courage of a special sort. And it was eminently necessary 
that an officer of his regiment should possess every kind of 
courage— and prove it, too. The colonel stuck out his lower 
lip, and looked far away with a peculiar glazed stare. This 
was the expression of his perplexity— an expression practi-
cally unknown to his regiment; for perplexity is a sentiment 
which is incompatible with the rank of colonel of cavalry. 
The colonel himself was overcome by the unpleasant novelty 
of the sensation. As he was not accustomed to think except 
on professional matters connected with the welfare of men 
and horses, and the proper use thereof on the field of glory, 
his intellectual efforts degenerated into mere mental repeti-
tions of profane language. “Mille tonnerres! . . . Sacre nom de 
nom . . .” he thought.

Lieut. D’Hubert coughed painfully, and added in a 
weary voice: “There will be plenty of evil tongues to say 
that I’ve been cowed. And I am sure you will not expect me 
to pass that over. I may find myself suddenly with a dozen 
duels on my hands instead of this one affair.”

The direct simplicity of this argument came home to 
the colonel’s understanding. He looked at his subordinate 
fixedly. “Sit down, Lieutenant!” he said, gruffly. “This is the 
very devil of a . . . Sit down!”
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“Mon Colonel,” D’Hubert began again, “I am not 
afraid of evil tongues. There’s a way of silencing them. But 
there’s my peace of mind, too. I wouldn’t be able to shake 
off the notion that I’ve ruined a brother officer. Whatever 
action you take, it is bound to go farther. The inquiry has 
been dropped— let it rest now. It would have been absolutely 
fatal to Feraud.”

“Hey! What! Did he behave so badly?”
“Yes. It was pretty bad,” muttered Lieut. D’Hubert. 

Being still very weak, he felt a disposition to cry.
As the other man did not belong to his own regiment 

the colonel had no difficulty in believing this. He began to 
pace up and down the room. He was a good chief, a man 
capable of discreet sympathy. But he was human in other 
ways, too, and this became apparent because he was not 
capable of artifice.

“The very devil, Lieutenant,” he blurted out, in the 
innocence of his heart, “is that I have declared my intention 
to get to the bottom of this affair. And when a colonel says 
something . . . you see . . .”

Lieut. D’Hubert broke in earnestly: “Let me entreat 
you, Colonel, to be satisfied with taking my word of hon-
our that I was put into a damnable position where I had no 
option; I had no choice whatever, consistent with my dignity 
as a man and an officer.  .  .  . After all, Colonel, this fact is 
the very bottom of this affair. Here you’ve got it. The rest is 
mere detail. . . .”

The colonel stopped short. The reputation of Lieut. 
D’Hubert for good sense and good temper weighed in the 
balance. A cool head, a warm heart, open as the day. Always 
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correct in his behaviour. One had to trust him. The colonel 
repressed manfully an immense curiosity. “H’m! You affirm 
that as a man and an officer. . . . No option? Eh?”

“As an officer— an officer of the 4th Hussars, too,” 
insisted Lieut. D’Hubert, “I had not. And that is the bottom 
of the affair, Colonel.”

“Yes. But still I don’t see why, to one’s colonel.  .  .  . A 
colonel is a father— que diable!”

Lieut. D’Hubert ought not to have been allowed out 
as yet. He was becoming aware of his physical insufficiency 
with humiliation and despair. But the morbid obstinacy of 
an invalid possessed him, and at the same time he felt with 
dismay his eyes filling with water. This trouble seemed too 
big to handle. A tear fell down the thin, pale cheek of Lieut. 
D’Hubert.

The colonel turned his back on him hastily. You could 
have heard a pin drop. “This is some silly woman story— is 
it not?”

Saying these words the chief spun round to seize the 
truth, which is not a beautiful shape living in a well, but a 
shy bird best caught by stratagem. This was the last move of 
the colonel’s diplomacy. He saw the truth shining unmistak-
ably in the gesture of Lieut. D’Hubert raising his weak arms 
and his eyes to heaven in supreme protest.

“Not a woman affair— eh?” growled the colonel, staring 
hard. “I don’t ask you who or where. All I want to know is 
whether there is a woman in it?”

Lieut. D’Hubert’s arms dropped, and his weak voice 
was pathetically broken.

“Nothing of the kind, mon Colonel.”
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“On your honour?” insisted the old warrior.
“On my honour.”
“Very well,” said the colonel, thoughtfully, and bit his 

lip. The arguments of Lieut. D’Hubert, helped by his lik-
ing for the man, had convinced him. On the other hand, 
it was highly improper that his intervention, of which he 
had made no secret, should produce no visible effect. He 
kept Lieut. D’Hubert a few minutes longer, and dismissed 
him kindly.

“Take a few days more in bed, Lieutenant. What the 
devil does the surgeon mean by reporting you fit for duty?”

On coming out of the colonel’s quarters, Lieut. 
D’Hubert said nothing to the friend who was waiting out-
side to take him home. He said nothing to anybody. Lieut. 
D’Hubert made no confidences. But on the evening of that 
day the colonel, strolling under the elms growing near his 
quarters, in the company of his second in command, opened 
his lips.

“I’ve got to the bottom of this affair,” he remarked. The 
lieut.- colonel, a dry, brown chip of a man with short side- 
whiskers, pricked up his ears at that without letting a sign of 
curiosity escape him.

“It’s no trifle,” added the colonel, oracularly. The other 
waited for a long while before he murmured:

“Indeed, sir!”
“No trifle,” repeated the colonel, looking straight before 

him. “I’ve, however, forbidden D’Hubert either to send to or 
receive a challenge from Feraud for the next twelve months.”

He had imagined this prohibition to save the prestige 
a colonel should have. The result of it was to give an official 
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seal to the mystery surrounding this deadly quarrel. Lieut. 
D’Hubert repelled by an impassive silence all attempts to 
worm the truth out of him. Lieut. Feraud, secretly uneasy at 
first, regained his assurance as time went on. He disguised 
his ignorance of the meaning of the imposed truce by slight 
sardonic laughs, as though he were amused by what he 
intended to keep to himself. “But what will you do?” his 
chums used to ask him. He contented himself by replying 
“Qui vivra verra” with a little truculent air. And everybody 
admired his discretion.

Before the end of the truce Lieut. D’Hubert got his 
troop. The promotion was well earned, but somehow no one 
seemed to expect the event. When Lieut. Feraud heard of it 
at a gathering of officers, he muttered through his teeth, “Is 
that so?” At once he unhooked his sabre from a peg near the 
door, buckled it on carefully, and left the company without 
another word. He walked home with measured steps, struck 
a light with his flint and steel, and lit his tallow candle. Then 
snatching an unlucky glass tumbler off the mantelpiece he 
dashed it violently on the floor.

Now that D’Hubert was an officer of superior rank 
there could be no question of a duel. Neither of them could 
send or receive a challenge without rendering himself ame-
nable to a court- martial. It was not to be thought of. Lieut. 
Feraud, who for many days now had experienced no real 
desire to meet Lieut. D’Hubert arms in hand, chafed again 
at the systematic injustice of fate. “Does he think he will 
escape me in that way?” he thought, indignantly. He saw 
in this promotion an intrigue, a conspiracy, a cowardly 
manoeuvre. That colonel knew what he was doing. He had 
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hastened to recommend his favourite for a step. It was out-
rageous that a man should be able to avoid the consequences 
of his acts in such a dark and tortuous manner.

Of a happy- go- lucky disposition, of a temperament 
more pugnacious than military, Lieut. Feraud had been con-
tent to give and receive blows for sheer love of armed strife, 
and without much thought of advancement; but now an 
urgent desire to get on sprang up in his breast. This fighter 
by vocation resolved in his mind to seize showy occasions 
and to court the favourable opinion of his chiefs like a 
mere worldling. He knew he was as brave as any one, and 
never doubted his personal charm. Nevertheless, neither the 
bravery nor the charm seemed to work very swiftly. Lieut. 
Feraud’s engaging, careless truculence of a beau sabreur 
underwent a change. He began to make bitter allusions to 
“clever fellows who stick at nothing to get on.” The army was 
full of them, he would say; you had only to look round. But 
all the time he had in view one person only, his adversary, 
D’Hubert. Once he confided to an appreciative friend: “You 
see, I don’t know how to fawn on the right sort of people. It 
isn’t in my character.”

He did not get his step till a week after Austerlitz. The 
Light Cavalry of the Grand Army had its hands very full 
of interesting work for a little while. Directly the pressure 
of professional occupation had been eased Captain Feraud 
took measures to arrange a meeting without loss of time. “I 
know my bird,” he observed, grimly. “If I don’t look sharp he 
will take care to get himself promoted over the heads of a 
dozen better men than himself. He’s got the knack for that 
sort of thing.”
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This duel was fought in Silesia. If not fought to a fin-
ish, it was, at any rate, fought to a standstill. The weapon was 
the cavalry sabre, and the skill, the science, the vigour, and 
the determination displayed by the adversaries compelled the 
admiration of the beholders. It became the subject of talk 
on both shores of the Danube, and as far as the garrisons of 
Gratz and Laybach. They crossed blades seven times. Both 
had many cuts which bled profusely. Both refused to have 
the combat stopped, time after time, with what appeared the 
most deadly animosity. This appearance was caused on the 
part of Captain D’Hubert by a rational desire to be done once 
for all with this worry; on the part of Captain Feraud by a 
tremendous exaltation of his pugnacious instincts and the 
incitement of wounded vanity. At last, dishevelled, their shirts 
in rags, covered with gore and hardly able to stand, they were 
led away forcibly by their marvelling and horrified seconds. 
Later on, besieged by comrades avid of details, these gentle-
men declared that they could not have allowed that sort of 
hacking to go on indefinitely. Asked whether the quarrel was 
settled this time, they gave it out as their conviction that it 
was a difference which could only be settled by one of the 
parties remaining lifeless on the ground. The sensation spread 
from army corps to army corps, and penetrated at last to the 
smallest detachments of the troops cantoned between the 
Rhine and the Save. In the cafes in Vienna it was generally 
estimated, from details to hand, that the adversaries would be 
able to meet again in three weeks’ time on the outside. Some-
thing really transcendent in the way of duelling was expected.

These expectations were brought to naught by the 
necessities of the service which separated the two officers. 
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No official notice had been taken of their quarrel. It was now 
the property of the army, and not to be meddled with lightly. 
But the story of the duel, or rather their duelling propensities, 
must have stood somewhat in the way of their advancement, 
because they were still captains when they came together 
again during the war with Prussia. Detached north after Jena, 
with the army commanded by Marshal Bernadotte, Prince of 
Ponte Corvo, they entered Lubeck together.

It was only after the occupation of that town that Cap-
tain Feraud found leisure to consider his future conduct in 
view of the fact that Captain D’Hubert had been given the 
position of third aide- de- camp to the marshal. He consid-
ered it a great part of a night, and in the morning sum-
moned two sympathetic friends.

“I’ve been thinking it over calmly,” he said, gazing at 
them with bloodshot, tired eyes. “I see that I must get rid of 
that intriguing personage. Here he’s managed to sneak on 
to the personal staff of the marshal. It’s a direct provocation 
to me. I can’t tolerate a situation in which I am exposed any 
day to receive an order through him. And God knows what 
order, too! That sort of thing has happened once before— 
and that’s once too often. He understands this perfectly, 
never fear. I can’t tell you any more. Now you know what it 
is you have to do.”

This encounter took place outside the town of Lubeck, 
on very open ground, selected with special care in deference 
to the general sentiment of the cavalry division belonging to 
the army corps, that this time the two officers should meet 
on horseback. After all, this duel was a cavalry affair, and to 
persist in fighting on foot would look like a slight on one’s 
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own arm of the service. The seconds, startled by the unusual 
nature of the suggestion, hastened to refer to their princi-
pals. Captain Feraud jumped at it with alacrity. For some 
obscure reason, depending, no doubt, on his psychology, he 
imagined himself invincible on horseback. All alone within 
the four walls of his room he rubbed his hands and muttered 
triumphantly, “Aha! my pretty staff officer, I’ve got you now.”

Captain D’Hubert on his side, after staring hard for 
a considerable time at his friends, shrugged his shoulders 
slightly. This affair had hopelessly and unreasonably com-
plicated his existence for him. One absurdity more or less in 
the development did not matter— all absurdity was distaste-
ful to him; but, urbane as ever, he produced a faintly ironical 
smile, and said in his calm voice, “It certainly will do away to 
some extent with the monotony of the thing.”

When left alone, he sat down at a table and took his 
head into his hands. He had not spared himself of late and 
the marshal had been working all his aides- de- camp partic-
ularly hard. The last three weeks of campaigning in horrible 
weather had affected his health. When over- tired he suf-
fered from a stitch in his wounded side, and that uncomfort-
able sensation always depressed him. “It’s that brute’s doing, 
too,” he thought bitterly.

The day before he had received a letter from home, 
announcing that his only sister was going to be married. 
He reflected that from the time she was nineteen and he 
twenty- six, when he went away to garrison life in Stras-
bourg, he had had but two short glimpses of her. They had 
been great friends and confidants; and now she was going 
to be given away to a man whom he did not know— a very 
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worthy fellow no doubt, but not half good enough for her. 
He would never see his old Leonie again. She had a capable 
little head, and plenty of tact; she would know how to man-
age the fellow, to be sure. He was easy in his mind about 
her happiness but he felt ousted from the first place in her 
thoughts which had been his ever since the girl could speak. 
A melancholy regret of the days of his childhood settled 
upon Captain D’Hubert, third aide- de- camp to the Prince 
of Ponte Corvo.

He threw aside the letter of congratulation he had 
begun to write as in duty bound, but without enthusiasm. 
He took a fresh piece of paper, and traced on it the words: 
“This is my last will and testament.” Looking at these words 
he gave himself up to unpleasant reflection; a presentiment 
that he would never see the scenes of his childhood weighed 
down the equable spirits of Captain D’Hubert. He jumped 
up, pushing his chair back, yawned elaborately in sign that 
he didn’t care anything for presentiments, and throwing 
himself on the bed went to sleep. During the night he shiv-
ered from time to time without waking up. In the morning 
he rode out of town between his two seconds, talking of 
indifferent things, and looking right and left with apparent 
detachment into the heavy morning mists shrouding the 
flat green fields bordered by hedges. He leaped a ditch, and 
saw the forms of many mounted men moving in the fog. 
“We are to fight before a gallery, it seems,” he muttered to 
himself, bitterly.

His seconds were rather concerned at the state of the 
atmosphere, but presently a pale, sickly sun struggled out 
of the low vapours, and Captain D’Hubert made out, in 
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the distance, three horsemen riding a little apart from the 
others. It was Captain Feraud and his seconds. He drew his 
sabre, and assured himself that it was properly fastened to 
his wrist. And now the seconds, who had been standing in 
close group with the heads of their horses together, sepa-
rated at an easy canter, leaving a large, clear field between 
him and his adversary. Captain D’Hubert looked at the pale 
sun, at the dismal fields, and the imbecility of the impend-
ing fight filled him with desolation. From a distant part of 
the field a stentorian voice shouted commands at proper 
intervals: Au pas— Au trot— Charrrgez!  .  .  . Presentiments 
of death don’t come to a man for nothing, he thought at the 
very moment he put spurs to his horse.

And therefore he was more than surprised when, at 
the very first set- to, Captain Feraud laid himself open to 
a cut over the forehead, which blinding him with blood, 
ended the combat almost before it had fairly begun. It was 
impossible to go on. Captain D’Hubert, leaving his enemy 
swearing horribly and reeling in the saddle between his two 
appalled friends, leaped the ditch again into the road and 
trotted home with his two seconds, who seemed rather awe-
struck at the speedy issue of that encounter. In the evening 
Captain D’Hubert finished the congratulatory letter on his 
sister’s marriage.

He finished it late. It was a long letter. Captain D’Hubert 
gave reins to his fancy. He told his sister that he would feel 
rather lonely after this great change in her life; but then the 
day would come for him, too, to get married. In fact, he was 
thinking already of the time when there would be no one 
left to fight with in Europe and the epoch of wars would 
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be over. “I expect then,” he wrote, “to be within measurable 
distance of a marshal’s baton, and you will be an experienced 
married woman. You shall look out a wife for me. I will be, 
probably, bald by then, and a little blasé. I shall require a 
young girl, pretty of course, and with a large fortune, which 
should help me to close my glorious career in the splendour 
befitting my exalted rank.” He ended with the information 
that he had just given a lesson to a worrying, quarrelsome 
fellow who imagined he had a grievance against him. “But 
if you, in the depths of your province,” he continued, “ever 
hear it said that your brother is of a quarrelsome disposition, 
don’t you believe it on any account. There is no saying what 
gossip from the army may reach your innocent ears. What-
ever you hear you may rest assured that your ever- loving 
brother is not a duellist.” Then Captain D’Hubert crumpled 
up the blank sheet of paper headed with the words “This is 
my last will and testament,” and threw it in the fire with a 
great laugh at himself. He didn’t care a snap for what that 
lunatic could do. He had suddenly acquired the conviction 
that his adversary was utterly powerless to affect his life in 
any sort of way; except, perhaps, in the way of putting a 
special excitement into the delightful, gay intervals between 
the campaigns.

From this on there were, however, to be no peaceful 
intervals in the career of Captain D’Hubert. He saw the fields 
of Eylau and Friedland, marched and counter- marched in 
the snow, in the mud, in the dust of Polish plains, picking up 
distinction and advancement on all the roads of Northeast-
ern Europe. Meantime, Captain Feraud, despatched south-
wards with his regiment, made unsatisfactory war in Spain. 
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It was only when the preparations for the Russian campaign 
began that he was ordered north again. He left the country 
of mantillas and oranges without regret.

The first signs of a not unbecoming baldness added 
to the lofty aspect of Colonel D’Hubert’s forehead. This 
feature was no longer white and smooth as in the days 
of his youth; the kindly open glance of his blue eyes had 
grown a little hard as if from much peering through the 
smoke of battles. The ebony crop on Colonel Feraud’s head, 
coarse and crinkly like a cap of horsehair, showed many 
silver threads about the temples. A detestable warfare of 
ambushes and inglorious surprises had not improved his 
temper. The beak- like curve of his nose was unpleasantly 
set off by a deep fold on each side of his mouth. The round 
orbits of his eyes radiated wrinkles. More than ever he 
recalled an irritable and staring bird— something like a 
cross between a parrot and an owl. He was still extremely 
outspoken in his dislike of “intriguing fellows.” He seized 
every opportunity to state that he did not pick up his 
rank in the ante- rooms of marshals. The unlucky persons, 
civil or military, who, with an intention of being pleasant, 
begged Colonel Feraud to tell them how he came by that 
very apparent scar on the forehead, were astonished to find 
themselves snubbed in various ways, some of which were 
simply rude and others mysteriously sardonic. Young offic-
ers were warned kindly by their more experienced com-
rades not to stare openly at the colonel’s scar. But indeed 
an officer need have been very young in his profession not 
to have heard the legendary tale of that duel originating in 
a mysterious, unforgivable offence.
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III

The retreat from Moscow submerged all private feelings in 
a sea of disaster and misery. Colonels without regiments, 
D’Hubert and Feraud carried the musket in the ranks of the 
so- called sacred battalion— a battalion recruited from offic-
ers of all arms who had no longer any troops to lead.

In that battalion promoted colonels did duty as ser-
geants; the generals captained the companies; a marshal of 
France, Prince of the Empire, commanded the whole. All 
had provided themselves with muskets picked up on the 
road, and with cartridges taken from the dead. In the gen-
eral destruction of the bonds of discipline and duty hold-
ing together the companies, the battalions, the regiments, 
the brigades, and divisions of an armed host, this body of 
men put its pride in preserving some semblance of order 
and formation. The only stragglers were those who fell out 
to give up to the frost their exhausted souls. They plodded 
on, and their passage did not disturb the mortal silence of 
the plains, shining with the livid light of snows under a 
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sky the colour of ashes. Whirlwinds ran along the fields, 
broke against the dark column, enveloped it in a turmoil 
of flying icicles, and subsided, disclosing it creeping on its 
tragic way without the swing and rhythm of the military 
pace. It struggled onwards, the men exchanging neither 
words nor looks; whole ranks marched touching elbow, day 
after day and never raising their eyes from the ground, as 
if lost in despairing reflections. In the dumb, black forests 
of pines the cracking of overloaded branches was the only 
sound they heard. Often from daybreak to dusk no one 
spoke in the whole column. It was like a macabre march of 
struggling corpses towards a distant grave. Only an alarm 
of Cossacks could restore to their eyes a semblance of mar-
tial resolution. The battalion faced about and deployed, or 
formed square under the endless fluttering of snowflakes. 
A cloud of horsemen with fur caps on their heads, levelled 
long lances, and yelled “Hurrah! Hurrah!” around their 
menacing immobility whence, with muffled detonations, 
hundreds of dark red flames darted through the air thick 
with falling snow. In a very few moments the horsemen 
would disappear, as if carried off yelling in the gale, and the 
sacred battalion standing still, alone in the blizzard, heard 
only the howling of the wind, whose blasts searched their 
very hearts. Then, with a cry or two of “Vive l ’Empereur!” 
it would resume its march, leaving behind a few lifeless 
bodies lying huddled up, tiny black specks on the white 
immensity of the snows.

Though often marching in the ranks, or skirmishing in 
the woods side by side, the two officers ignored each other; 
this not so much from inimical intention as from a very real 
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indifference. All their store of moral energy was expended in 
resisting the terrific enmity of nature and the crushing sense 
of irretrievable disaster. To the last they counted among the 
most active, the least demoralized of the battalion; their 
vigorous vitality invested them both with the appearance 
of an heroic pair in the eyes of their comrades. And they 
never exchanged more than a casual word or two, except 
one day, when skirmishing in front of the battalion against 
a worrying attack of cavalry, they found themselves cut off 
in the woods by a small party of Cossacks. A score of fur- 
capped, hairy horsemen rode to and fro, brandishing their 
lances in ominous silence; but the two officers had no mind 
to lay down their arms, and Colonel Feraud suddenly spoke 
up in a hoarse, growling voice, bringing his firelock to the 
shoulder. “You take the nearest brute, Colonel D’Hubert; I’ll 
settle the next one. I am a better shot than you are.”

Colonel D’Hubert nodded over his levelled musket. 
Their shoulders were pressed against the trunk of a large 
tree; on their front enormous snowdrifts protected them 
from a direct charge. Two carefully aimed shots rang out 
in the frosty air, two Cossacks reeled in their saddles. The 
rest, not thinking the game good enough, closed round 
their wounded comrades and galloped away out of range. 
The two officers managed to rejoin their battalion halted 
for the night. During that afternoon they had leaned upon 
each other more than once, and towards the end, Colonel 
D’Hubert, whose long legs gave him an advantage in walk-
ing through soft snow, peremptorily took the musket of 
Colonel Feraud from him and carried it on his shoulder, 
using his own as a staff.
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On the outskirts of a village half buried in the snow 
an old wooden barn burned with a clear and an immense 
flame. The sacred battalion of skeletons, muffled in rags, 
crowded greedily the windward side, stretching hundreds 
of numbed, bony hands to the blaze. Nobody had noted 
their approach. Before entering the circle of light play-
ing on the sunken, glassy- eyed, starved faces, Colonel 
D’Hubert spoke in his turn:

“Here’s your musket, Colonel Feraud. I can walk better 
than you.”

Colonel Feraud nodded, and pushed on towards the 
warmth of the fierce flames. Colonel D’Hubert was more 
deliberate, but not the less bent on getting a place in the 
front rank. Those they shouldered aside tried to greet with 
a faint cheer the reappearance of the two indomitable com-
panions in activity and endurance. Those manly qualities 
had never perhaps received a higher tribute than this feeble 
acclamation.

This is the faithful record of speeches exchanged during 
the retreat from Moscow by Colonels Feraud and D’Hubert. 
Colonel Feraud’s taciturnity was the outcome of concen-
trated rage. Short, hairy, black faced, with layers of grime 
and the thick sprouting of a wiry beard, a frost- bitten hand 
wrapped up in filthy rags carried in a sling, he accused fate 
of unparalleled perfidy towards the sublime Man of Destiny. 
Colonel D’Hubert, his long moustaches pendent in icicles 
on each side of his cracked blue lips, his eyelids inflamed 
with the glare of snows, the principal part of his costume 
consisting of a sheepskin coat looted with difficulty from the 
frozen corpse of a camp follower found in an abandoned cart, 
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took a more thoughtful view of events. His regularly hand-
some features, now reduced to mere bony lines and fleshless 
hollows, looked out of a woman’s black velvet hood, over 
which was rammed forcibly a cocked hat picked up under 
the wheels of an empty army fourgon, which must have con-
tained at one time some general officer’s luggage. The sheep-
skin coat being short for a man of his inches ended very 
high up, and the skin of his legs, blue with the cold, showed 
through the tatters of his nether garments. This under the 
circumstances provoked neither jeers nor pity. No one cared 
how the next man felt or looked. Colonel D’Hubert him-
self, hardened to exposure, suffered mainly in his self- respect 
from the lamentable indecency of his costume. A thought-
less person may think that with a whole host of inanimate 
bodies bestrewing the path of retreat there could not have 
been much difficulty in supplying the deficiency. But to loot 
a pair of breeches from a frozen corpse is not so easy as it 
may appear to a mere theorist. It requires time and labour. 
You must remain behind while your companions march on. 
Colonel D’Hubert had his scruples as to falling out. Once 
he had stepped aside he could not be sure of ever rejoin-
ing his battalion; and the ghastly intimacy of a wrestling 
match with the frozen dead opposing the unyielding rigid-
ity of iron to your violence was repugnant to the delicacy 
of his feelings. Luckily, one day, grubbing in a mound of 
snow between the huts of a village in the hope of finding 
there a frozen potato or some vegetable garbage he could 
put between his long and shaky teeth, Colonel D’Hubert 
uncovered a couple of mats of the sort Russian peasants 
use to line the sides of their carts with. These, beaten free 
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of frozen snow, bent about his elegant person and fastened 
solidly round his waist, made a bell- shaped nether garment, 
a sort of stiff petticoat, which rendered Colonel D’Hubert 
a perfectly decent, but a much more noticeable figure than 
before.

Thus accoutred, he continued to retreat, never doubt-
ing of his personal escape, but full of other misgivings. The 
early buoyancy of his belief in the future was destroyed. If 
the road of glory led through such unforeseen passages, he 
asked himself— for he was reflective— whether the guide 
was altogether trustworthy. It was a patriotic sadness, not 
unmingled with some personal concern, and quite unlike 
the unreasoning indignation against men and things nursed 
by Colonel Feraud. Recruiting his strength in a little Ger-
man town for three weeks, Colonel D’Hubert was surprised 
to discover within himself a love of repose. His returning 
vigour was strangely pacific in its aspirations. He meditated 
silently upon this bizarre change of mood. No doubt many 
of his brother officers of field rank went through the same 
moral experience. But these were not the times to talk of 
it. In one of his letters home Colonel D’Hubert wrote, “All 
your plans, my dear Leonie, for marrying me to the charm-
ing girl you have discovered in your neighbourhood, seem 
farther off than ever. Peace is not yet. Europe wants another 
lesson. It will be a hard task for us, but it shall be done, 
because the Emperor is invincible.”

Thus wrote Colonel D’Hubert from Pomerania to his 
married sister Leonie, settled in the south of France. And 
so far the sentiments expressed would not have been dis-
owned by Colonel Feraud, who wrote no letters to anybody, 
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whose father had been in life an illiterate blacksmith, who 
had no sister or brother, and whom no one desired ardently 
to pair off for a life of peace with a charming young girl. But 
Colonel D’Hubert’s letter contained also some philosophi-
cal generalities upon the uncertainty of all personal hopes, 
when bound up entirely with the prestigious fortune of one 
incomparably great it is true, yet still remaining but a man in 
his greatness. This view would have appeared rank heresy to 
Colonel Feraud. Some melancholy forebodings of a military 
kind, expressed cautiously, would have been pronounced 
as nothing short of high treason by Colonel Feraud. But 
Leonie, the sister of Colonel D’Hubert, read them with 
profound satisfaction, and, folding the letter thoughtfully, 
remarked to herself that “Armand was likely to prove even-
tually a sensible fellow.” Since her marriage into a Southern 
family she had become a convinced believer in the return of 
the legitimate king. Hopeful and anxious she offered prayers 
night and morning, and burnt candles in churches for the 
safety and prosperity of her brother.

She had every reason to suppose that her prayers were 
heard. Colonel D’Hubert passed through Lutzen, Bautzen, 
and Leipzig losing no limb, and acquiring additional repu-
tation. Adapting his conduct to the needs of that desper-
ate time, he had never voiced his misgivings. He concealed 
them under a cheerful courtesy of such pleasant character 
that people were inclined to ask themselves with wonder 
whether Colonel D’Hubert was aware of any disasters. Not 
only his manners, but even his glances remained untroubled. 
The steady amenity of his blue eyes disconcerted all grum-
blers, and made despair itself pause.
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This bearing was remarked favourably by the Emperor 
himself; for Colonel D’Hubert, attached now to the 
Major- General’s staff, came on several occasions under the 
imperial eye. But it exasperated the higher strung nature 
of Colonel Feraud. Passing through Magdeburg on ser-
vice, this last allowed himself, while seated gloomily at 
dinner with the Commandant de Place, to say of his life-
long adversary: “This man does not love the Emperor,” and 
his words were received by the other guests in profound 
silence. Colonel Feraud, troubled in his conscience at the 
atrocity of the aspersion, felt the need to back it up by a 
good argument. “I ought to know him,” he cried, adding 
some oaths. “One studies one’s adversary. I have met him 
on the ground half a dozen times, as all the army knows. 
What more do you want? If that isn’t opportunity enough 
for any fool to size up his man, may the devil take me if I 
can tell what is.” And he looked around the table, obstinate 
and sombre.

Later on in Paris, while extremely busy reorganiz-
ing his regiment, Colonel Feraud learned that Colonel 
D’Hubert had been made a general. He glared at his 
informant incredulously, then folded his arms and turned 
away muttering, “Nothing surprises me on the part of 
that man.”

And aloud he added, speaking over his shoulder, “You 
would oblige me greatly by telling General D’Hubert at the 
first opportunity that his advancement saves him for a time 
from a pretty hot encounter. I was only waiting for him to 
turn up here.”

The other officer remonstrated.
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“Could you think of it, Colonel Feraud, at this time, 
when every life should be consecrated to the glory and 
safety of France?”

But the strain of unhappiness caused by military 
reverses had spoiled Colonel Feraud’s character. Like many 
other men, he was rendered wicked by misfortune.

“I cannot consider General D’Hubert’s existence of any 
account either for the glory or safety of France,” he snapped 
viciously. “You don’t pretend, perhaps, to know him better 
than I do— I who have met him half a dozen times on the 
ground— do you?”

His interlocutor, a young man, was silenced. Colonel 
Feraud walked up and down the room.

“This is not the time to mince matters,” he said. “I can’t 
believe that that man ever loved the Emperor. He picked up 
his general’s stars under the boots of Marshal Berthier. Very 
well. I’ll get mine in another fashion, and then we shall settle 
this business which has been dragging on too long.”

General D’Hubert, informed indirectly of Colonel 
Feraud’s attitude, made a gesture as if to put aside an impor-
tunate person. His thoughts were solicited by graver cares. 
He had had no time to go and see his family. His sister, 
whose royalist hopes were rising higher every day, though 
proud of her brother, regretted his recent advancement in 
a measure, because it put on him a prominent mark of the 
usurper’s favour, which later on could have an adverse influ-
ence upon his career. He wrote to her that no one but an 
inveterate enemy could say he had got his promotion by 
favour. As to his career, he assured her that he looked no 
farther forward into the future than the next battlefield.
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Beginning the campaign of France in this dogged spirit, 
General D’Hubert was wounded on the second day of the 
battle under Laon. While being carried off the field he heard 
that Colonel Feraud, promoted this moment to general, 
had been sent to replace him at the head of his brigade. He 
cursed his luck impulsively, not being able at the first glance 
to discern all the advantages of a nasty wound. And yet it 
was by this heroic method that Providence was shaping his 
future. Travelling slowly south to his sister’s country home 
under the care of a trusty old servant, General D’Hubert 
was spared the humiliating contacts and the perplexities of 
conduct which assailed the men of the Napoleonic empire at 
the moment of its downfall. Lying in his bed, with the win-
dows of his room open wide to the sunshine of Provence, he 
perceived the undisguised aspect of the blessing conveyed 
by that jagged fragment of a Prussian shell, which, killing 
his horse and ripping open his thigh, saved him from an 
active conflict with his conscience. After the last fourteen 
years spent sword in hand in the saddle, and with the sense 
of his duty done to the very end, General D’Hubert found 
resignation an easy virtue. His sister was delighted with his 
reasonableness. “I leave myself altogether in your hands, my 
dear Leonie,” he had said to her.

He was still laid up when, the credit of his brother- in- 
law’s family being exerted on his behalf, he received from 
the royal government not only the confirmation of his rank, 
but the assurance of being retained on the active list. To 
this was added an unlimited convalescent leave. The unfa-
vourable opinion entertained of him in Bonapartist circles, 
though it rested on nothing more solid than the unsupported 
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pronouncement of General Feraud, was directly responsible 
for General D’Hubert’s retention on the active list. As to 
General Feraud, his rank was confirmed, too. It was more 
than he dared to expect; but Marshal Soult, then Minis-
ter of War to the restored king, was partial to officers who 
had served in Spain. Only not even the marshal’s protection 
could secure for him active employment. He remained irrec-
oncilable, idle, and sinister. He sought in obscure restaurants 
the company of other half- pay officers who cherished dingy 
but glorious old tricolour cockades in their breast- pockets, 
and buttoned with the forbidden eagle buttons their shabby 
uniforms, declaring themselves too poor to afford the 
expense of the prescribed change.

The triumphant return from Elba, an historical fact as 
marvellous and incredible as the exploits of some mytho-
logical demi- god, found General D’Hubert still quite una-
ble to sit a horse. Neither could he walk very well. These 
disabilities, which Madame Leonie accounted most lucky, 
helped to keep her brother out of all possible mischief. 
His frame of mind at that time, she noted with dismay, 
became very far from reasonable. This general officer, still 
menaced by the loss of a limb, was discovered one night in 
the stables of the chateau by a groom, who, seeing a light, 
raised an alarm of thieves. His crutch was lying half- buried 
in the straw of the litter, and the general was hopping on 
one leg in a loose box around a snorting horse he was try-
ing to saddle. Such were the effects of imperial magic upon 
a calm temperament and a pondered mind. Beset in the 
light of stable lanterns, by the tears, entreaties, indignation, 
remonstrances and reproaches of his family, he got out of 
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the difficult situation by fainting away there and then in 
the arms of his nearest relatives, and was carried off to bed. 
Before he got out of it again, the second reign of Napo-
leon, the Hundred Days of feverish agitation and supreme 
effort, passed away like a terrifying dream. The tragic year 
1815, begun in the trouble and unrest of consciences, was 
ending in vengeful proscriptions.

How General Feraud escaped the clutches of the Spe-
cial Commission and the last offices of a firing squad he 
never knew himself. It was partly due to the subordinate 
position he was assigned during the Hundred Days. The 
Emperor had never given him active command, but had 
kept him busy at the cavalry depot in Paris, mounting and 
despatching hastily drilled troopers into the field. Consider-
ing this task as unworthy of his abilities, he had discharged 
it with no offensively noticeable zeal; but for the greater part 
he was saved from the excesses of Royalist reaction by the 
interference of General D’Hubert.

This last, still on convalescent leave, but able now to 
travel, had been despatched by his sister to Paris to present 
himself to his legitimate sovereign. As no one in the capital 
could possibly know anything of the episode in the stable 
he was received there with distinction. Military to the very 
bottom of his soul, the prospect of rising in his profession 
consoled him from finding himself the butt of Bonapartist 
malevolence, which pursued him with a persistence he could 
not account for. All the rancour of that embittered and per-
secuted party pointed to him as the man who had never 
loved the Emperor— a sort of monster essentially worse 
than a mere betrayer.
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General D’Hubert shrugged his shoulders without 
anger at this ferocious prejudice. Rejected by his old friends, 
and mistrusting profoundly the advances of Royalist soci-
ety, the young and handsome general (he was barely forty) 
adopted a manner of cold, punctilious courtesy, which at 
the merest shadow of an intended slight passed easily into 
harsh haughtiness. Thus prepared, General D’Hubert went 
about his affairs in Paris feeling inwardly very happy with 
the peculiar uplifting happiness of a man very much in love. 
The charming girl looked out by his sister had come upon 
the scene, and had conquered him in the thorough manner 
in which a young girl by merely existing in his sight can 
make a man of forty her own. They were going to be mar-
ried as soon as General D’Hubert had obtained his official 
nomination to a promised command.

One afternoon, sitting on the terrasse of the Cafe Tor-
toni, General D’Hubert learned from the conversation of 
two strangers occupying a table near his own, that General 
Feraud, included in the batch of superior officers arrested 
after the second return of the king, was in danger of pass-
ing before the Special Commission. Living all his spare 
moments, as is frequently the case with expectant lovers, 
a day in advance of reality, and in a state of bestarred hal-
lucination, it required nothing less than the name of his 
perpetual antagonist pronounced in a loud voice to call the 
youngest of Napoleon’s generals away from the mental con-
templation of his betrothed. He looked round. The strangers 
wore civilian clothes. Lean and weather- beaten, lolling back 
in their chairs, they scowled at people with moody and defi-
ant abstraction from under their hats pulled low over their 
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eyes. It was not difficult to recognize them for two of the 
compulsorily retired officers of the Old Guard. As from bra-
vado or carelessness they chose to speak in loud tones, Gen-
eral D’Hubert, who saw no reason why he should change his 
seat, heard every word. They did not seem to be the personal 
friends of General Feraud. His name came up amongst 
others. Hearing it repeated, General D’Hubert’s tender 
anticipations of a domestic future adorned with a wom-
an’s grace were traversed by the harsh regret of his warlike 
past, of that one long, intoxicating clash of arms, unique 
in the magnitude of its glory and disaster— the marvel-
lous work and the special possession of his own generation. 
He felt an irrational tenderness towards his old adversary 
and appreciated emotionally the murderous absurdity their 
encounter had introduced into his life. It was like an addi-
tional pinch of spice in a hot dish. He remembered the 
flavour with sudden melancholy. He would never taste it 
again. It was all over. “I fancy it was being left lying in the 
garden that had exasperated him so against me from the 
first,” he thought, indulgently.

The two strangers at the next table had fallen silent 
after the third mention of General Feraud’s name. Presently 
the elder of the two, speaking again in a bitter tone, affirmed 
that General Feraud’s account was settled. And why? Sim-
ply because he was not like some bigwigs who loved only 
themselves. The Royalists knew they could never make any-
thing of him. He loved The Other too well.

The Other was the Man of St. Helena. The two offic-
ers nodded and touched glasses before they drank to an 
impossible return. Then the same who had spoken before, 
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remarked with a sardonic laugh, “His adversary showed 
more cleverness.”

“What adversary?” asked the younger, as if puzzled.
“Don’t you know? They were two hussars. At each pro-

motion they fought a duel. Haven’t you heard of the duel 
going on ever since 1801?”

The other had heard of the duel, of course. Now he 
understood the allusion. General Baron D’Hubert would be 
able now to enjoy his fat king’s favour in peace.

“Much good may it do to him,” mumbled the elder. “They 
were both brave men. I never saw this D’Hubert— a sort of 
intriguing dandy, I am told. But I can well believe what I’ve 
heard Feraud say of him— that he never loved the Emperor.”

They rose and went away.
General D’Hubert experienced the horror of a som-

nambulist who wakes up from a complacent dream of 
activity to find himself walking on a quagmire. A profound 
disgust of the ground on which he was making his way over-
came him. Even the image of the charming girl was swept 
from his view in the flood of moral distress. Everything he 
had ever been or hoped to be would taste of bitter ignominy 
unless he could manage to save General Feraud from the 
fate which threatened so many braves. Under the impulse 
of this almost morbid need to attend to the safety of his 
adversary, General D’Hubert worked so well with hands and 
feet (as the French saying is), that in less than twenty- four 
hours he found means of obtaining an extraordinary private 
audience from the Minister of Police.

General Baron D’Hubert was shown in suddenly with-
out preliminaries. In the dusk of the Minister’s cabinet, 
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behind the forms of writing- desk, chairs, and tables, between 
two bunches of wax candles blazing in sconces, he beheld a 
figure in a gorgeous coat posturing before a tall mirror. The 
old conventionnel Fouché, Senator of the Empire, traitor 
to every man, to every principle and motive of human con-
duct. Duke of Otranto, and the wily artisan of the second 
Restoration, was trying the fit of a court suit in which his 
young and accomplished fiancee had declared her intention 
to have his portrait painted on porcelain. It was a caprice, a 
charming fancy which the first Minister of Police of the sec-
ond Restoration was anxious to gratify. For that man, often 
compared in wiliness of conduct to a fox, but whose ethical 
side could be worthily symbolized by nothing less emphatic 
than a skunk, was as much possessed by his love as General 
D’Hubert himself.

Startled to be discovered thus by the blunder of a 
servant, he met this little vexation with the characteristic 
impudence which had served his turn so well in the end-
less intrigues of his self- seeking career. Without altering his 
attitude a hair’s- breadth, one leg in a silk stocking advanced, 
his head twisted over his left shoulder, he called out calmly, 
“This way, General. Pray approach. Well? I am all attention.”

While General D’Hubert, ill at ease as if one of his own 
little weaknesses had been exposed, presented his request as 
shortly as possible, the Duke of Otranto went on feeling 
the fit of his collar, settling the lapels before the glass, and 
buckling his back in an effort to behold the set of the gold 
embroidered coat- skirts behind. His still face, his attentive 
eyes, could not have expressed a more complete interest in 
those matters if he had been alone.



TH
E

 D
U

E
L

71

“Exclude from the operations of the Special Court a 
certain Feraud, Gabriel Florian, General of brigade of the 
promotion of 1814?” he repeated, in a slightly wondering 
tone, and then turned away from the glass. “Why exclude 
him precisely?”

“I am surprised that your Excellency, so competent 
in the evaluation of men of his time, should have thought 
worthwhile to have that name put down on the list.”

“A rabid Bonapartist!”
“So is every grenadier and every trooper of the army, as 

your Excellency well knows. And the individuality of Gen-
eral Feraud can have no more weight than that of any casual 
grenadier. He is a man of no mental grasp, of no capacity 
whatever. It is inconceivable that he should ever have any 
influence.”

“He has a well- hung tongue, though,” interjected 
Fouché.

“Noisy, I admit, but not dangerous.”
“I will not dispute with you. I know next to nothing of 

him. Hardly his name, in fact.”
“And yet your Excellency has the presidency of the 

Commission charged by the king to point out those who 
were to be tried,” said General D’Hubert, with an emphasis 
which did not miss the minister’s ear.

“Yes, General,” he said, walking away into the dark part 
of the vast room, and throwing himself into a deep arm-
chair that swallowed him up, all but the soft gleam of gold 
embroideries and the pallid patch of the face— “yes, Gen-
eral. Take this chair there.”

General D’Hubert sat down.
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“Yes, General,” continued the arch- master in the arts of 
intrigue and betrayals, whose duplicity, as if at times intoler-
able to his self- knowledge, found relief in bursts of cynical 
openness. “I did hurry on the formation of the proscribing 
Commission, and I took its presidency. And do you know 
why? Simply from fear that if I did not take it quickly into 
my hands my own name would head the list of the pro-
scribed. Such are the times in which we live. But I am min-
ister of the king yet, and I ask you plainly why I should take 
the name of this obscure Feraud off the list? You wonder 
how his name got there! Is it possible that you should know 
men so little? My dear General, at the very first sitting of the 
Commission names poured on us like rain off the roof of the 
Tuileries. Names! We had our choice of thousands. How do 
you know that the name of this Feraud, whose life or death 
don’t matter to France, does not keep out some other name?”

The voice out of the armchair stopped. Opposite General 
D’Hubert sat still, shadowy and silent. Only his sabre clinked 
slightly. The voice in the armchair began again. “And we must 
try to satisfy the exigencies of the Allied Sovereigns, too. The 
Prince de Talleyrand told me only yesterday that Nesselrode 
had informed him officially of His Majesty the Emperor 
Alexander’s dissatisfaction at the small number of examples 
the Government of the king intends to make— especially 
amongst military men. I tell you this confidentially.”

“Upon my word!” broke out General D’Hubert, speak-
ing through his teeth, “if your Excellency deigns to favour 
me with any more confidential information I don’t know 
what I will do. It’s enough to break one’s sword over one’s 
knee, and fling the pieces. . . .”
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“What government you imagined yourself to be serv-
ing?” interrupted the minister, sharply.

After a short pause the crestfallen voice of General 
D’Hubert answered, “The government of France.”

“That’s paying your conscience off with mere words, 
General. The truth is that you are serving a government of 
returned exiles, of men who have been without country for 
twenty years. Of men also who have just got over a very bad 
and humiliating fright. . . . Have no illusions on that score.”

The Duke of Otranto ceased. He had relieved himself, 
and had attained his object of stripping some self- respect off 
that man who had inconveniently discovered him postur-
ing in a gold- embroidered court costume before a mirror. 
But they were a hot- headed lot in the army; it occurred to 
him that it would be inconvenient if a well- disposed gen-
eral officer, received in audience on the recommendation 
of one of the Princes, were to do something rashly scan-
dalous directly after a private interview with the minister. 
In a changed tone he put a question to the point: “Your 
relation— this Feraud?”

“No. No relation at all.”
“Intimate friend?”
“Intimate . . . yes. There is between us an intimate con-

nection of a nature which makes it a point of honour with 
me to try . . .”

The minister rang a bell without waiting for the end of 
the phrase. When the servant had gone out, after bringing 
in a pair of heavy silver candelabra for the writing- desk, the 
Duke of Otranto rose, his breast glistening all over with 
gold in the strong light, and taking a piece of paper out of a 
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drawer, held it in his hand ostentatiously while he said with 
persuasive gentleness: “You must not speak of breaking your 
sword across your knee, General. Perhaps you would never 
get another. The Emperor will not return this time. . . . Dia-
ble d’homme! There was just a moment, here in Paris, soon 
after Waterloo, when he frightened me. It looked as though 
he were ready to begin all over again. Luckily one never does 
begin all over again, really. You must not think of breaking 
your sword, General.”

General D’Hubert, looking on the ground, moved slightly 
his hand in a hopeless gesture of renunciation. The Minister 
of Police turned his eyes away from him, and scanned deliber-
ately the paper he had been holding up all the time.

“There are only twenty general officers selected to be 
made an example of. Twenty. A round number. And let’s see, 
Feraud.  .  .  . Ah, he’s there. Gabriel Florian. Parfaitement. 
That’s your man. Well, there will be only nineteen examples 
made now.”

General D’Hubert stood up feeling as though he had 
gone through an infectious illness. “I must beg your Excel-
lency to keep my interference a profound secret. I attach the 
greatest importance to his never learning . . .”

“Who is going to inform him, I should like to know?” 
said Fouché, raising his eyes curiously to General D’Hubert’s 
tense, set face. “Take one of these pens, and run it through 
the name yourself. This is the only list in existence. If you 
are careful to take up enough ink no one will be able to tell 
what was the name struck out. But, par exemple, I am not 
responsible for what Clarke will do with him afterwards. If 
he persists in being rabid he will be ordered by the Minister 
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of War to reside in some provincial town under the supervi-
sion of the police.”

A few days later General D’Hubert was saying to his 
sister, after the first greetings had been got over: “Ah, my 
dear Leonie! it seemed to me I couldn’t get away from Paris 
quick enough.”

“Effect of love,” she suggested, with a malicious smile.
“And horror,” added General D’Hubert, with profound 

seriousness. “I have nearly died there of . . . of nausea.”
His face was contracted with disgust. And as his sister 

looked at him attentively he continued, “I have had to see 
Fouché. I have had an audience. I have been in his cabinet. 
There remains with one, who had the misfortune to breathe 
the air of the same room with that man, a sense of dimin-
ished dignity, an uneasy feeling of being not so clean, after 
all, as one hoped one was. . . . But you can’t understand.”

She nodded quickly several times. She understood very 
well, on the contrary. She knew her brother thoroughly, and 
liked him as he was. Moreover, the scorn and loathing of 
mankind were the lot of the Jacobin Fouché, who, exploiting 
for his own advantage every weakness, every virtue, every 
generous illusion of mankind, made dupes of his whole gen-
eration, and died obscurely as Duke of Otranto.

“My dear Armand,” she said, compassionately, “what 
could you want from that man?”

“Nothing less than a life,” answered General D’Hubert. 
“And I’ve got it. It had to be done. But I feel yet as if I could 
never forgive the necessity to the man I had to save.”

General Feraud, totally unable (as is the case with most 
of us) to comprehend what was happening to him, received 



J
O

S
E

P
H

 C
O

N
R

A
D

76

the Minister of War’s order to proceed at once to a small 
town of Central France with feelings whose natural expres-
sion consisted in a fierce rolling of the eye and savage grind-
ing of the teeth. The passing away of the state of war, the 
only condition of society he had ever known, the horrible 
view of a world at peace, frightened him. He went away 
to his little town firmly convinced that this could not last. 
There he was informed of his retirement from the army, and 
that his pension (calculated on the scale of a colonel’s rank) 
was made dependent on the correctness of his conduct, and 
on the good reports of the police. No longer in the army! 
He felt suddenly strange to the earth, like a disembodied 
spirit. It was impossible to exist. But at first he reacted from 
sheer incredulity. This could not be. He waited for thunder, 
earthquakes, natural cataclysms; but nothing happened. The 
leaden weight of an irremediable idleness descended upon 
General Feraud, who having no resources within himself 
sank into a state of awe- inspiring hebetude. He haunted the 
streets of the little town, gazing before him with lacklustre 
eyes, disregarding the hats raised on his passage; and people, 
nudging each other as he went by, whispered, “That’s poor 
General Feraud. His heart is broken. Behold how he loved 
the Emperor.”

The other living wreckage of Napoleonic tempest 
clustered round General Feraud with infinite respect. He, 
himself, imagined his soul to be crushed by grief. He suf-
fered from quickly succeeding impulses to weep, to howl, 
to bite his fists till blood came, to spend days on his bed 
with his head thrust under the pillow; but these arose from 
sheer ennui, from the anguish of an immense, indescribable, 
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inconceivable boredom. His mental inability to grasp the 
hopeless nature of his case as a whole saved him from sui-
cide. He never even thought of it once. He thought of noth-
ing. But his appetite abandoned him, and the difficulty he 
experienced to express the overwhelming nature of his feel-
ings (the most furious swearing could do no justice to it) 
induced gradually a habit of silence— a sort of death to a 
Southern temperament.

Great, therefore, was the sensation amongst the anciens 
militaires frequenting a certain little café full of flies when 
one stuffy afternoon “that poor General Feraud” let out sud-
denly a volley of formidable curses.

He had been sitting quietly in his own privileged corner 
looking through the Paris gazettes with about as much inter-
est as a condemned man on the eve of execution could be 
expected to show in the news of the day. A cluster of martial, 
bronzed faces, including one lacking an eye and another lack-
ing the tip of a nose frost-bitten in Russia, surrounded him 
anxiously.

“What’s the matter, general?”
General Feraud sat erect, holding the newspaper at 

arm’s length in order to make out the small print better. He 
was reading very low to himself over again fragments of 
the intelligence which had caused what may be called his  
resurrection.

“We are informed . . . till now on sick leave . . . is to be 
called to the command of the 5th Cavalry Brigade in . . .”

He dropped the paper stonily, mumbled once more . . . 
“Called to the command” . . . and suddenly gave his forehead 
a mighty slap.
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“I had almost forgotten him,” he cried in a conscience-
stricken tone.

A deep-chested veteran shouted across the cafe:
“Some new villainy of the government, general?”
“The villainies of these scoundrels,” thundered General 

Feraud, “are innumerable. One more, one less! . . .” He low-
ered his tone. “But I will set good order to one of them at 
least.”

He looked all round the faces. “There’s a pomaded curled 
staff officer, the darling of some of the marshals who sold 
their father for a handful of English gold. He will find out 
presently that I am alive yet,” he declared in a dogmatic tone. 
“However, this is a private affair. An old affair of honour. Bah! 
Our honour does not matter. Here we are driven off with 
a split ear like a lot of cast troop horses— good only for a 
knacker’s yard. But it would be like striking a blow for the 
Emperor. . . . Messieurs, I shall require the assistance of two 
of you.”

Every man moved forward. General Feraud, deeply 
touched by this demonstration, called with visible emotion 
upon the one- eyed veteran cuirassier and the officer of the 
Chasseurs à Cheval who had left the tip of his nose in Rus-
sia. He excused his choice to the others.

“A cavalry affair this— you know.”
He was answered with a varied chorus of “Parfaitement, 

mon General. . . . C’est juste. . . . Parbleu, c’est connu. . . .” Eve-
rybody was satisfied. The three left the cafe together, fol-
lowed by cries of “Bonne chance.”

Outside they linked arms, the general in the middle. 
The three rusty cocked hats worn en bataille with a sinister 
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forward slant barred the narrow street nearly right across. 
The overheated little town of grey stones and red tiles was 
drowsing away its provincial afternoon under a blue sky. The 
loud blows of a cooper hooping a cask reverberated regularly 
between the houses. The general dragged his left foot a little 
in the shade of the walls.

“This damned winter of 1813 has got into my bones for 
good. Never mind. We must take pistols, that’s all. A little 
lumbago. We must have pistols. He’s game for my bag. My 
eyes are as keen as ever. You should have seen me in Russia 
picking off the dodging Cossacks with a beastly old infantry 
musket. I have a natural gift for firearms.”

In this strain General Feraud ran on, holding up his 
head, with owlish eyes and rapacious beak. A mere fighter 
all his life, a cavalry man, a sabreur, he conceived war with 
the utmost simplicity, as, in the main, a massed lot of per-
sonal contests, a sort of gregarious duelling. And here he 
had in hand a war of his own. He revived. The shadow of 
peace passed away from him like the shadow of death. It was 
the marvellous resurrection of the named Feraud, Gabriel 
Florian, engagé volontaire of 1793, General of 1814, buried 
without ceremony by means of a service order signed by the 
War Minister of the Second Restoration.
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I V

No man succeeds in everything he undertakes. In that sense 
we are all failures. The great point is not to fail in ordering 
and sustaining the effort of our life. In this matter vanity is 
what leads us astray. It hurries us into situations from which 
we must come out damaged; whereas pride is our safeguard, 
by the reserve it imposes on the choice of our endeavour as 
much as by the virtue of its sustaining power.

General D’Hubert was proud and reserved. He had not 
been damaged by his casual love affairs, successful or oth-
erwise. In his war- scarred body his heart at forty remained 
unscratched. Entering with reserve into his sister’s matri-
monial plans, he had felt himself falling irremediably in love 
as one falls off a roof. He was too proud to be frightened. 
Indeed, the sensation was too delightful to be alarming.

The inexperience of a man of forty is a much more 
serious thing than the inexperience of a youth of twenty, 
for it is not helped out by the rashness of hot blood. The 
girl was mysterious, as young girls are by the mere effect of 
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their guarded ingenuity; and to him the mysteriousness of 
that young girl appeared exceptional and fascinating. But 
there was nothing mysterious about the arrangements of 
the match which Madame Leonie had promoted. There was 
nothing peculiar, either. It was a very appropriate match, 
commending itself extremely to the young lady’s mother 
(the father was dead) and tolerable to the young lady’s 
uncle— an old emigre lately returned from Germany, and 
pervading, cane in hand, a lean ghost of the ancien regime, 
the garden walks of the young lady’s ancestral home.

General D’Hubert was not the man to be satisfied 
merely with the woman and the fortune— when it came 
to the point. His pride (and pride aims always at true suc-
cess) would be satisfied with nothing short of love. But as 
true pride excludes vanity, he could not imagine any reason 
why this mysterious creature with deep and brilliant eyes 
of a violet colour should have any feeling for him warmer 
than indifference. The young lady (her name was Adele) baf-
fled every attempt at a clear understanding on that point. 
It is true that the attempts were clumsy and made timidly, 
because by then General D’Hubert had become acutely 
aware of the number of his years, of his wounds, of his many 
moral imperfections, of his secret unworthiness— and had 
incidentally learned by experience the meaning of the word 
funk. As far as he could make out she seemed to imply that, 
with an unbounded confidence in her mother’s affection and 
sagacity, she felt no unsurmountable dislike for the person 
of General D’Hubert; and that this was quite sufficient for a 
well- brought- up young lady to begin married life upon. This 
view hurt and tormented the pride of General D’Hubert. 
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And yet he asked himself, with a sort of sweet despair, what 
more could he expect? She had a quiet and luminous fore-
head. Her violet eyes laughed while the lines of her lips and 
chin remained composed in admirable gravity. All this was 
set off by such a glorious mass of fair hair, by a complexion 
so marvellous, by such a grace of expression, that General 
D’Hubert really never found the opportunity to examine 
with sufficient detachment the lofty exigencies of his pride. 
In fact, he became shy of that line of inquiry since it had led 
once or twice to a crisis of solitary passion in which it was 
borne upon him that he loved her enough to kill her rather 
than lose her. From such passages, not unknown to men of 
forty, he would come out broken, exhausted, remorseful, a 
little dismayed. He derived, however, considerable comfort 
from the quietist practice of sitting now and then half the 
night by an open window and meditating upon the wonder 
of her existence, like a believer lost in the mystic contempla-
tion of his faith.

It must not be supposed that all these variations of 
his inward state were made manifest to the world. Gen-
eral D’Hubert found no difficulty in appearing wreathed in 
smiles. Because, in fact, he was very happy. He followed the 
established rules of his condition, sending over flowers (from 
his sister’s garden and hot- houses) early every morning, and 
a little later following himself to lunch with his intended, 
her mother, and her emigre uncle. The middle of the day 
was spent in strolling or sitting in the shade. A watchful 
deference, trembling on the verge of tenderness was the note 
of their intercourse on his side— with a playful turn of the 
phrase concealing the profound trouble of his whole being 
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caused by her inaccessible nearness. Late in the afternoon 
General D’Hubert walked home between the fields of vines, 
sometimes intensely miserable, sometimes supremely happy, 
sometimes pensively sad; but always feeling a special inten-
sity of existence, that elation common to artists, poets, and 
lovers— to men haunted by a great passion, a noble thought, 
or a new vision of plastic beauty.

The outward world at that time did not exist with any 
special distinctness for General D’Hubert. One evening, 
however, crossing a ridge from which he could see both 
houses, General D’Hubert became aware of two figures far 
down the road. The day had been divine. The festal deco-
ration of the inflamed sky lent a gentle glow to the sober 
tints of the southern land. The grey rocks, the brown fields, 
the purple, undulating distances harmonized in luminous 
accord, exhaled already the scents of the evening. The two 
figures down the road presented themselves like two rigid 
and wooden silhouettes all black on the ribbon of white 
dust. General D’Hubert made out the long, straight, mili-
tary capotes buttoned closely right up to the black stocks, 
the cocked hats, the lean, carven, brown countenances— 
old soldiers— vieilles moustaches! The taller of the two had 
a black patch over one eye; the other’s hard, dry counte-
nance presented some bizarre, disquieting peculiarity, 
which on nearer approach proved to be the absence of the 
tip of the nose. Lifting their hands with one movement to 
salute the slightly lame civilian walking with a thick stick, 
they inquired for the house where the General Baron 
D’Hubert lived, and what was the best way to get speech 
with him quietly.
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“If you think this quiet enough,” said General 
D’Hubert, looking round at the vine- fields, framed in pur-
ple lines, and dominated by the nest of grey and drab walls 
of a village clustering around the top of a conical hill, so 
that the blunt church tower seemed but the shape of a 
crowning rock— “if you think this spot quiet enough, you 
can speak to him at once. And I beg you, comrades, to 
speak openly, with perfect confidence.”

They stepped back at this, and raised again their hands 
to their hats with marked ceremoniousness. Then the one 
with the chipped nose, speaking for both, remarked that 
the matter was confidential enough, and to be arranged 
discreetly. Their general quarters were established in that 
village over there, where the infernal clodhoppers— damn 
their false, Royalist hearts!— looked remarkably cross- eyed 
at three unassuming military men. For the present he should 
only ask for the name of General D’Hubert’s friends.

“What friends?” said the astonished General D’Hubert, 
completely off the track. “I am staying with my brother- in- 
law over there.”

“Well, he will do for one,” said the chipped veteran.
“We’re the friends of General Feraud,” interjected the 

other, who had kept silent till then, only glowering with his 
one eye at the man who had never loved the Emperor. That 
was something to look at. For even the gold- laced Judases 
who had sold him to the English, the marshals and princes, 
had loved him at some time or other. But this man had never 
loved the Emperor. General Feraud had said so distinctly.

General D’Hubert felt an inward blow in his chest. For 
an infinitesimal fraction of a second it was as if the spinning 
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of the earth had become perceptible with an awful, slight 
rustle in the eternal stillness of space. But this noise of blood 
in his ears passed off at once. Involuntarily he murmured, 
“Feraud! I had forgotten his existence.”

“He’s existing at present, very uncomfortably, it is true, 
in the infamous inn of that nest of savages up there,” said the 
one- eyed cuirassier, drily. “We arrived in your parts an hour 
ago on post horses. He’s awaiting our return with impa-
tience. There is hurry, you know. The General has broken 
the ministerial order to obtain from you the satisfaction he’s 
entitled to by the laws of honour, and naturally he’s anxious 
to have it all over before the gendarmerie gets on his scent.”

The other elucidated the idea a little further. “Get back 
on the quiet— you understand? Phitt! No one the wiser. We 
have broken out, too. Your friend the king would be glad to 
cut off our scurvy pittances at the first chance. It’s a risk. But 
honour before everything.”

General D’Hubert had recovered his powers of speech. 
“So you come here like this along the road to invite me to a 
throat- cutting match with that— that . . .” A laughing sort 
of rage took possession of him. “Ha! ha! ha! ha!”

His fists on his hips, he roared without restraint, while 
they stood before him lank and straight, as though they had 
been shot up with a snap through a trap door in the ground. 
Only four- and- twenty months ago the masters of Europe, 
they had already the air of antique ghosts, they seemed less 
substantial in their faded coats than their own narrow shad-
ows falling so black across the white road: the military and 
grotesque shadows of twenty years of war and conquests. 
They had an outlandish appearance of two imperturbable 
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bonzes of the religion of the sword. And General D’Hubert, 
also one of the ex- masters of Europe, laughed at these seri-
ous phantoms standing in his way.

Said one, indicating the laughing General with a jerk of 
the head: “A merry companion, that.”

“There are some of us that haven’t smiled from the day 
The Other went away,” remarked his comrade.

A violent impulse to set upon and beat those unsubstan-
tial wraiths to the ground frightened General D’Hubert. He 
ceased laughing suddenly. His desire now was to get rid of 
them, to get them away from his sight quickly before he lost 
control of himself. He wondered at the fury he felt rising in 
his breast. But he had no time to look into that peculiarity 
just then.

“I understand your wish to be done with me as quickly 
as possible. Don’t let us waste time in empty ceremonies. Do 
you see that wood there at the foot of that slope? Yes, the 
wood of pines. Let us meet there tomorrow at sunrise. I will 
bring with me my sword or my pistols, or both if you like.”

The seconds of General Feraud looked at each other.
“Pistols, General,” said the cuirassier.
“So be it. Au revoir— tomorrow morning. Till then let 

me advise you to keep close if you don’t want the gendarme-
rie making inquiries about you before it gets dark. Strangers 
are rare in this part of the country.”

They saluted in silence. General D’Hubert, turning his 
back on their retreating forms, stood still in the middle of 
the road for a long time, biting his lower lip and looking 
on the ground. Then he began to walk straight before him, 
thus retracing his steps till he found himself before the park 
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gate of his intended’s house. Dusk had fallen. Motionless he 
stared through the bars at the front of the house, gleaming 
clear beyond the thickets and trees. Footsteps scrunched on 
the gravel, and presently a tall stooping shape emerged from 
the lateral alley following the inner side of the park wall.

Le Chevalier de Valmassigue, uncle of the adorable 
Adele, ex- brigadier in the army of the Princes, book- binder 
in Altona, afterwards shoemaker (with a great reputation for 
elegance in the fit of ladies’ shoes) in another small German 
town, wore silk stockings on his lean shanks, low shoes with 
silver buckles, a brocaded waistcoat. A long- skirted coat, à 
la française, covered loosely his thin, bowed back. A small 
three- cornered hat rested on a lot of powdered hair, tied in 
a queue.

“Monsieur le Chevalier,” called General D’Hubert, 
softly.

“What? You here again, mon ami? Have you forgotten 
something?”

“By heavens! that’s just it. I have forgotten something. I 
am come to tell you of it. No— outside. Behind this wall. It’s 
too ghastly a thing to be let in at all where she lives.”

The Chevalier came out at once with that benevolent 
resignation some old people display towards the fugue 
of youth. Older by a quarter of a century than General 
D’Hubert, he looked upon him in the secret of his heart as a 
rather troublesome youngster in love. He had heard his enig-
matical words very well, but attached no undue importance 
to what a mere man of forty so hard hit was likely to do or 
say. The turn of mind of the generation of Frenchmen grown 
up during the years of his exile was almost unintelligible to 
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him. Their sentiments appeared to him unduly violent, lack-
ing fineness and measure, their language needlessly exag-
gerated. He joined calmly the General on the road, and they 
made a few steps in silence, the General trying to master his 
agitation, and get proper control of his voice.

“It is perfectly true; I forgot something. I forgot till half 
an hour ago that I had an urgent affair of honour on my 
hands. It’s incredible, but it is so!”

All was still for a moment. Then in the profound even-
ing silence of the countryside the clear, aged voice of the 
Chevalier was heard trembling slightly: “Monsieur! That’s 
an indignity.”

It was his first thought. The girl born during his exile, 
the posthumous daughter of his poor brother murdered by 
a band of Jacobins, had grown since his return very dear to 
his old heart, which had been starving on mere memories 
of affection for so many years. “It is an inconceivable thing, 
I say! A man settles such affairs before he thinks of ask-
ing for a young girl’s hand. Why! If you had forgotten for 
ten days longer, you would have been married before your 
memory returned to you. In my time men did not forget 
such things— nor yet what is due to the feelings of an inno-
cent young woman. If I did not respect them myself, I would 
qualify your conduct in a way which you would not like.”

General D’Hubert relieved himself frankly by a groan. 
“Don’t let that consideration prevent you. You run no risk of 
offending her mortally.”

But the old man paid no attention to this lover’s non-
sense. It’s doubtful whether he even heard. “What is it?” he 
asked. “What’s the nature of . . . ?” “Call it a youthful folly, 
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Monsieur le Chevalier. An inconceivable, incredible result 
of . . .” He stopped short. “He will never believe the story,” 
he thought. “He will only think I am taking him for a fool, 
and get offended.” General D’Hubert spoke up again: “Yes, 
originating in youthful folly, it has become . . .”

The Chevalier interrupted: “Well, then it must be 
arranged.”

“Arranged?”
“Yes, no matter at what cost to your amour propre. You 

should have remembered you were engaged. You forgot that, 
too, I suppose. And then you go and forget your quarrel. It’s 
the most hopeless exhibition of levity I ever heard of.”

“Good heavens, Monsieur! You don’t imagine I have 
been picking up this quarrel last time I was in Paris, or any-
thing of the sort, do you?”

“Eh! What matters the precise date of your insane con-
duct,” exclaimed the Chevalier, testily. “The principal thing 
is to arrange it.”

Noticing General D’Hubert getting restive and trying 
to place a word, the old emigre raised his hand, and added 
with dignity, “I’ve been a soldier, too. I would never dare 
suggest a doubtful step to the man whose name my niece 
is to bear. I tell you that entre galants hommes an affair can 
always be arranged.”

“But saperiotte, Monsieur le Chevalier, it’s fifteen or six-
teen years ago. I was a lieutenant of hussars then.”

The old Chevalier seemed confounded by the vehe-
mently despairing tone of this information. “You were a 
lieutenant of hussars sixteen years ago,” he mumbled in a 
dazed manner.
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“Why, yes! You did not suppose I was made a general in 
my cradle like a royal prince.”

In the deepening purple twilight of the fields spread 
with vine leaves, backed by a low band of sombre crimson 
in the west, the voice of the old ex- officer in the army of the 
Princes sounded collected, punctiliously civil.

“Do I dream? Is this a pleasantry? Or am I to under-
stand that you have been hatching an affair of honour for 
sixteen years?”

“It has clung to me for that length of time. That is my 
precise meaning. The quarrel itself is not to be explained 
easily. We met on the ground several times during that time, 
of course.”

“What manners! What horrible perversion of man-
liness! Nothing can account for such inhumanity but the 
sanguinary madness of the Revolution which has tainted a 
whole generation,” mused the returned emigre in a low tone. 
“Who’s your adversary?” he asked a little louder.

“My adversary? His name is Feraud.”
Shadowy in his tricorne and old- fashioned clothes, like 

a bowed, thin ghost of the ancien regime, the Chevalier 
voiced a ghostly memory. “I can remember the feud about 
little Sophie Derval, between Monsieur de Brissac, Captain 
in the Bodyguards, and d’Anjorrant (not the pock- marked 
one, the other— the Beau d’Anjorrant, as they called him). 
They met three times in eighteen months in a most gallant 
manner. It was the fault of that little Sophie, too, who would 
keep on playing . . .”

“This is nothing of the kind,” interrupted General 
D’Hubert. He laughed a little sardonically. “Not at all so 
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simple,” he added. “Nor yet half so reasonable,” he finished, 
inaudibly, between his teeth, and ground them with rage.

After this sound nothing troubled the silence for a long 
time, till the Chevalier asked, without animation: “What is 
he— this Feraud?”

“Lieutenant of hussars, too— I mean, he’s a general. A 
Gascon. Son of a blacksmith, I believe.”

“There! I thought so. That Bonaparte had a special 
predilection for the canaille. I don’t mean this for you, 
D’Hubert. You are one of us, though you have served this 
usurper, who . . .”

“Let’s leave him out of this,” broke in General D’Hubert.
The Chevalier shrugged his peaked shoulders. “Feraud 

of sorts. Offspring of a blacksmith and some village troll. See 
what comes of mixing yourself up with that sort of people.”

“You have made shoes yourself, Chevalier.”
“Yes. But I am not the son of a shoemaker. Neither 

are you, Monsieur D’Hubert. You and I have something 
that your Bonaparte’s princes, dukes, and marshals have 
not, because there’s no power on earth that could give it to 
them,” retorted the emigre, with the rising animation of a 
man who has got hold of a hopeful argument. “Those people 
don’t exist— all these Ferauds. Feraud! What is Feraud? A 
va- nu- pieds disguised into a general by a Corsican adven-
turer masquerading as an emperor. There is no earthly rea-
son for a D’Hubert to s’encanailler by a duel with a person of 
that sort. You can make your excuses to him perfectly well. 
And if the manant takes into his head to decline them, you 
may simply refuse to meet him.”

“You say I may do that?”
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“I do. With the clearest conscience.”
“Monsieur le Chevalier! To what do you think you have 

returned from your emigration?”
This was said in such a startling tone that the old man 

raised sharply his bowed head, glimmering silvery white 
under the points of the little tricorne. For a time he made 
no sound.

“God knows!” he said at last, pointing with a slow and 
grave gesture at a tall roadside cross mounted on a block of 
stone, and stretching its arms of forged iron all black against 
the darkening red band in the sky— “God knows! If it were 
not for this emblem, which I remember seeing on this spot 
as a child, I would wonder to what we who remained faithful 
to God and our king have returned. The very voices of the 
people have changed.”

“Yes, it is a changed France,” said General D’Hubert. 
He seemed to have regained his calm. His tone was slightly 
ironic. “Therefore I cannot take your advice. Besides, how 
is one to refuse to be bitten by a dog that means to bite? 
It’s impracticable. Take my word for it— Feraud isn’t a man 
to be stayed by apologies or refusals. But there are other 
ways. I could, for instance, send a messenger with a word 
to the brigadier of the gendarmerie in Senlac. He and his 
two friends are liable to arrest on my simple order. It would 
make some talk in the army, both the organized and the 
disbanded— especially the disbanded. All canaille! All once 
upon a time the companions in arms of Armand D’Hubert. 
But what need a D’Hubert care what people that don’t exist 
may think? Or, better still, I might get my brother- in- law 
to send for the mayor of the village and give him a hint. No 
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more would be needed to get the three ‘brigands’ set upon 
with flails and pitchforks and hunted into some nice, deep, 
wet ditch— and nobody the wiser! It has been done only ten 
miles from here to three poor devils of the disbanded Red 
Lancers of the Guard going to their homes. What says your 
conscience, Chevalier? Can a D’Hubert do that thing to 
three men who do not exist?”

A few stars had come out on the blue obscurity, clear as 
crystal, of the sky. The dry, thin voice of the Chevalier spoke 
harshly: “Why are you telling me all this?”

The General seized the withered old hand with a strong 
grip. “Because I owe you my fullest confidence. Who could 
tell Adele but you? You understand why I dare not trust 
my brother- in- law nor yet my own sister. Chevalier! I have 
been so near doing these things that I tremble yet. You don’t 
know how terrible this duel appears to me. And there’s no 
escape from it.”

He murmured after a pause, “It’s a fatality,” dropped the 
Chevalier’s passive hand, and said in his ordinary conversa-
tional voice, “I shall have to go without seconds. If it is my 
lot to remain on the ground, you at least will know all that 
can be made known of this affair.”

The shadowy ghost of the ancien regime seemed to 
have become more bowed during the conversation. “How 
am I to keep an indifferent face this evening before these 
two women?” he groaned. “General! I find it very difficult 
to forgive you.”

General D’Hubert made no answer.
“Is your cause good, at least?”
“I am innocent.”
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This time he seized the Chevalier’s ghostly arm above 
the elbow, and gave it a mighty squeeze. “I must kill him!” 
he hissed, and opening his hand strode away down the road.

The delicate attentions of his adoring sister had secured 
for the General perfect liberty of movement in the house 
where he was a guest. He had even his own entrance through 
a small door in one corner of the orangery. Thus he was not 
exposed that evening to the necessity of dissembling his agi-
tation before the calm ignorance of the other inmates. He 
was glad of it. It seemed to him that if he had to open his lips 
he would break out into horrible and aimless imprecations, 
start breaking furniture, smashing china and glass. From the 
moment he opened the private door and while ascending the 
twenty- eight steps of a winding staircase, giving access to the 
corridor on which his room opened, he went through a hor-
rible and humiliating scene in which an infuriated madman 
with blood- shot eyes and a foaming mouth played inconceiv-
able havoc with everything inanimate that may be found in 
a well- appointed dining- room. When he opened the door 
of his apartment the fit was over, and his bodily fatigue was 
so great that he had to catch at the backs of the chairs while 
crossing the room to reach a low and broad divan on which 
he let himself fall heavily. His moral prostration was still 
greater. That brutality of feeling which he had known only 
when charging the enemy, sabre in hand, amazed this man 
of forty, who did not recognize in it the instinctive fury of his 
menaced passion. But in his mental and bodily exhaustion 
this passion got cleared, distilled, refined into a sentiment of 
melancholy despair at having, perhaps, to die before he had 
taught this beautiful girl to love him.
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That night, General D’Hubert stretched out on his 
back with his hands over his eyes, or lying on his breast with 
his face buried in a cushion, made the full pilgrimage of 
emotions. Nauseating disgust at the absurdity of the situa-
tion, doubt of his own fitness to conduct his existence, and 
mistrust of his best sentiments (for what the devil did he 
want to go to Fouché for?)— he knew them all in turn. “I am 
an idiot, neither more nor less,” he thought— “A sensitive 
idiot. Because I overheard two men talking in a cafe.  .  .  . 
I am an idiot afraid of lies— whereas in life it is only truth 
that matters.”

Several times he got up and, walking in his socks in 
order not to be heard by anybody downstairs, drank all the 
water he could find in the dark. And he tasted the torments 
of jealousy, too. She would marry somebody else. His very 
soul writhed. The tenacity of that Feraud, the awful per-
sistence of that imbecile brute, came to him with the tre-
mendous force of a relentless destiny. General D’Hubert 
trembled as he put down the empty water ewer. “He will 
have me,” he thought. General D’Hubert was tasting every 
emotion that life has to give. He had in his dry mouth the 
faint sickly flavour of fear, not the excusable fear before a 
young girl’s candid and amused glance, but the fear of death 
and the honourable man’s fear of cowardice.

But if true courage consists in going out to meet 
an odious danger from which our body, soul, and heart 
recoil together, General D’Hubert had the opportunity to 
practise it for the first time in his life. He had charged 
exultingly at batteries and at infantry squares, and ridden 
with messages through a hail of bullets without thinking 
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anything about it. His business now was to sneak out 
unheard, at break of day, to an obscure and revolting death. 
General D’Hubert never hesitated. He carried two pistols 
in a leather bag which he slung over his shoulder. Before 
he had crossed the garden his mouth was dry again. He 
picked two oranges. It was only after shutting the gate 
after him that he felt a slight faintness.

He staggered on, disregarding it, and after going a few 
yards regained the command of his legs. In the colourless 
and pellucid dawn the wood of pines detached its columns 
of trunks and its dark green canopy very clearly against the 
rocks of the grey hillside. He kept his eyes fixed on it steadily, 
and sucked at an orange as he walked. That temperamental 
good- humoured coolness in the face of danger which had 
made him an officer liked by his men and appreciated by 
his superiors was gradually asserting itself. It was like going 
into battle. Arriving at the edge of the wood he sat down 
on a boulder, holding the other orange in his hand, and 
reproached himself for coming so ridiculously early on the 
ground. Before very long, however, he heard the swishing 
of bushes, footsteps on the hard ground, and the sounds of 
a disjointed, loud conversation. A voice somewhere behind 
him said boastfully, “He’s game for my bag.”

He thought to himself, “Here they are. What’s this 
about game? Are they talking of me?” And becoming aware 
of the other orange in his hand, he thought further, “These 
are very good oranges. Leonie’s own tree. I may just as well 
eat this orange now instead of flinging it away.”

Emerging from a wilderness of rocks and bushes, Gen-
eral Feraud and his seconds discovered General D’Hubert 
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engaged in peeling the orange. They stood still, waiting till 
he looked up. Then the seconds raised their hats, while Gen-
eral Feraud, putting his hands behind his back, walked aside 
a little way.

“I am compelled to ask one of you, messieurs, to act for 
me. I have brought no friends. Will you?”

The one- eyed cuirassier said judicially, “That cannot 
be refused.”

The other veteran remarked, “It’s awkward all the same.”
“Owing to the state of the people’s minds in this part 

of the country there was no one I could trust safely with the 
object of your presence here,” explained General D’Hubert, 
urbanely.

They saluted, looked round, and remarked both 
together:

“Poor ground.”
“It’s unfit.”
“Why bother about ground, measurements, and so on? 

Let us simplify matters. Load the two pairs of pistols. I 
will take those of General Feraud, and let him take mine. 
Or, better still, let us take a mixed pair. One of each pair. 
Then let us go into the wood and shoot at sight, while you 
remain outside. We did not come here for ceremonies, but 
for war— war to the death. Any ground is good enough for 
that. If I fall, you must leave me where I lie and clear out. 
It wouldn’t be healthy for you to be found hanging about 
here after that.”

It appeared after a short parley that General Feraud was 
willing to accept these conditions. While the seconds were 
loading the pistols, he could be heard whistling, and was 
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seen to rub his hands with perfect contentment. He flung 
off his coat briskly, and General D’Hubert took off his own 
and folded it carefully on a stone.

“Suppose you take your principal to the other side of 
the wood and let him enter exactly in ten minutes from 
now,” suggested General D’Hubert, calmly, but feeling as if 
he were giving directions for his own execution. This, how-
ever, was his last moment of weakness. “Wait. Let us com-
pare watches first.”

He pulled out his own. The officer with the chipped 
nose went over to borrow the watch of General Feraud. They 
bent their heads over them for a time.

“That’s it. At four minutes to six by yours. Seven to by 
mine.”

It was the cuirassier who remained by the side of Gen-
eral D’Hubert, keeping his one eye fixed immovably on the 
white face of the watch he held in the palm of his hand. He 
opened his mouth, waiting for the beat of the last second 
long before he snapped out the word, “Avancez.”

General D’Hubert moved on, passing from the glaring 
sunshine of the Provencal morning into the cool and aro-
matic shade of the pines. The ground was clear between the 
reddish trunks, whose multitude, leaning at slightly different 
angles, confused his eye at first. It was like going into bat-
tle. The commanding quality of confidence in himself woke 
up in his breast. He was all to his affair. The problem was 
how to kill the adversary. Nothing short of that would free 
him from this imbecile nightmare. “It’s no use wounding 
that brute,” thought General D’Hubert. He was known as a 
resourceful officer. His comrades years ago used also to call 
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him The Strategist. And it was a fact that he could think in 
the presence of the enemy. Whereas Feraud had been always 
a mere fighter— but a dead shot, unluckily.

“I must draw his fire at the greatest possible range,” said 
General D’Hubert to himself.

At that moment he saw something white moving far 
off between the trees— the shirt of his adversary. He stepped 
out at once between the trunks, exposing himself freely; 
then, quick as lightning, leaped back. It had been a risky 
move but it succeeded in its object. Almost simultaneously 
with the pop of a shot a small piece of bark chipped off by 
the bullet stung his ear painfully.

General Feraud, with one shot expended, was getting 
cautious. Peeping round the tree, General D’Hubert could 
not see him at all. This ignorance of the foe’s whereabouts 
carried with it a sense of insecurity. General D’Hubert felt 
himself abominably exposed on his flank and rear. Again 
something white fluttered in his sight. Ha! The enemy was 
still on his front, then. He had feared a turning movement. 
But apparently General Feraud was not thinking of it. Gen-
eral D’Hubert saw him pass without special haste from one 
tree to another in the straight line of approach. With great 
firmness of mind General D’Hubert stayed his hand. Too 
far yet. He knew he was no marksman. His must be a wait-
ing game— to kill.

Wishing to take advantage of the greater thickness of 
the trunk, he sank down to the ground. Extended at full 
length, head on to his enemy, he had his person completely 
protected. Exposing himself would not do now, because the 
other was too near by this time. A conviction that Feraud 
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would presently do something rash was like balm to General 
D’Hubert’s soul. But to keep his chin raised off the ground 
was irksome, and not much use either. He peeped round, 
exposing a fraction of his head with dread, but really with 
little risk. His enemy, as a matter of fact, did not expect to 
see anything of him so far down as that. General D’Hubert 
caught a fleeting view of General Feraud shifting trees 
again with deliberate caution. “He despises my shooting,” he 
thought, displaying that insight into the mind of his antago-
nist which is of such great help in winning battles. He was 
confirmed in his tactics of immobility. “If I could only watch 
my rear as well as my front!” he thought anxiously, longing 
for the impossible.

It required some force of character to lay his pistols 
down; but, on a sudden impulse, General D’Hubert did this 
very gently— one on each side of him. In the army he had 
been looked upon as a bit of a dandy because he used to 
shave and put on a clean shirt on the days of battle. As a 
matter of fact, he had always been very careful of his per-
sonal appearance. In a man of nearly forty, in love with a 
young and charming girl, this praiseworthy self- respect may 
run to such little weaknesses as, for instance, being provided 
with an elegant little leather folding- case containing a small 
ivory comb, and fitted with a piece of looking- glass on the 
outside. General D’Hubert, his hands being free, felt in 
his breeches’ pockets for that implement of innocent van-
ity excusable in the possessor of long, silky moustaches. He 
drew it out, and then with the utmost coolness and promp-
titude turned himself over on his back. In this new attitude, 
his head a little raised, holding the little looking- glass just 
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clear of his tree, he squinted into it with his left eye, while 
the right kept a direct watch on the rear of his position. Thus 
was proved Napoleon’s saying, that “for a French soldier, the 
word impossible does not exist.” He had the right tree nearly 
filling the field of his little mirror.

“If he moves from behind it,” he reflected with satisfac-
tion, “I am bound to see his legs. But in any case he can’t 
come upon me unawares.”

And sure enough he saw the boots of General Feraud 
flash in and out, eclipsing for an instant everything else 
reflected in the little mirror. He shifted its position 
accordingly. But having to form his judgment of the 
change from that indirect view he did not realize that 
now his feet and a portion of his legs were in plain sight 
of General Feraud.

General Feraud had been getting gradually impressed 
by the amazing cleverness with which his enemy was keep-
ing cover. He had spotted the right tree with bloodthirsty 
precision. He was absolutely certain of it. And yet he had 
not been able to glimpse as much as the tip of an ear. As 
he had been looking for it at the height of about five feet 
ten inches from the ground it was no great wonder— but it 
seemed very wonderful to General Feraud.

The first view of these feet and legs determined a rush 
of blood to his head. He literally staggered behind his tree, 
and had to steady himself against it with his hand. The other 
was lying on the ground, then! On the ground! Perfectly 
still, too! Exposed! What could it mean? . . . The notion that 
he had knocked over his adversary at the first shot entered 
then General Feraud’s head. Once there it grew with every 
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second of attentive gazing, overshadowing every other 
supposition— irresistible, triumphant, ferocious.

“What an ass I was to think I could have missed him,” 
he muttered to himself. “He was exposed en plein— the 
fool!— for quite a couple of seconds.”

General Feraud gazed at the motionless limbs, the last 
vestiges of surprise fading before an unbounded admiration 
of his own deadly skill with the pistol.

“Turned up his toes! By the god of war, that was a shot!” 
he exulted mentally. “Got it through the head, no doubt, just 
where I aimed, staggered behind that tree, rolled over on his 
back, and died.”

And he stared! He stared, forgetting to move, almost 
awed, almost sorry. But for nothing in the world would he 
have had it undone. Such a shot!— such a shot! Rolled over 
on his back and died!

For it was this helpless position, lying on the back, 
that shouted its direct evidence at General Feraud! It 
never occurred to him that it might have been deliberately 
assumed by a living man. It was inconceivable. It was beyond 
the range of sane supposition. There was no possibility to 
guess the reason for it. And it must be said, too, that General 
D’Hubert’s turned- up feet looked thoroughly dead. General 
Feraud expanded his lungs for a stentorian shout to his sec-
onds, but, from what he felt to be an excessive scrupulous-
ness, refrained for a while.

“I will just go and see first whether he breathes yet,” 
he mumbled to himself, leaving carelessly the shelter of his 
tree. This move was immediately perceived by the resource-
ful General D’Hubert. He concluded it to be another shift, 
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but when he lost the boots out of the field of the mirror he 
became uneasy. General Feraud had only stepped a little 
out of the line, but his adversary could not possibly have 
supposed him walking up with perfect unconcern. General 
D’Hubert, beginning to wonder at what had become of 
the other, was taken unawares so completely that the first 
warning of danger consisted in the long, early- morning 
shadow of his enemy falling aslant on his outstretched 
legs. He had not even heard a footfall on the soft ground 
between the trees!

It was too much even for his coolness. He jumped up 
thoughtlessly, leaving the pistols on the ground. The irresist-
ible instinct of an average man (unless totally paralyzed by 
discomfiture) would have been to stoop for his weapons, 
exposing himself to the risk of being shot down in that posi-
tion. Instinct, of course, is irreflective. It is its very definition. 
But it may be an inquiry worth pursuing whether in reflec-
tive mankind the mechanical promptings of instinct are not 
affected by the customary mode of thought. In his young 
days, Armand D’Hubert, the reflective, promising officer, 
had emitted the opinion that in warfare one should “never 
cast back on the lines of a mistake.” This idea, defended and 
developed in many discussions, had settled into one of the 
stock notions of his brain, had become a part of his mental 
individuality. Whether it had gone so inconceivably deep as 
to affect the dictates of his instinct, or simply because, as he 
himself declared afterwards, he was “too scared to remember 
the confounded pistols,” the fact is that General D’Hubert 
never attempted to stoop for them. Instead of going back 
on his mistake, he seized the rough trunk with both hands, 
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and swung himself behind it with such impetuosity that, 
going right round in the very flash and report of the pistol- 
shot, he reappeared on the other side of the tree face to face 
with General Feraud. This last, completely unstrung by such a 
show of agility on the part of a dead man, was trembling yet. 
A very faint mist of smoke hung before his face which had an 
extraordinary aspect, as if the lower jaw had come unhinged.

“Not missed!” he croaked, hoarsely, from the depths of 
a dry throat.

This sinister sound loosened the spell that had fallen on 
General D’Hubert’s senses. “Yes, missed— à bout portant,” 
he heard himself saying, almost before he had recovered the 
full command of his faculties. The revulsion of feeling was 
accompanied by a gust of homicidal fury, resuming in its 
violence the accumulated resentment of a lifetime. For years 
General D ‘Hubert had been exasperated and humiliated by 
an atrocious absurdity imposed upon him by this man’s sav-
age caprice. Besides, General D’Hubert had been in this last 
instance too unwilling to confront death for the reaction of 
his anguish not to take the shape of a desire to kill. “And I 
have my two shots to fire yet,” he added, pitilessly.

General Feraud snapped- to his teeth, and his face 
assumed an irate, undaunted expression. “Go on!” he said, 
grimly.

These would have been his last words if General 
D’Hubert had been holding the pistols in his hands. But 
the pistols were lying on the ground at the foot of a pine. 
General D’Hubert had the second of leisure necessary to 
remember that he had dreaded death not as a man, but as a 
lover; not as a danger, but as a rival; not as a foe to life, but 
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as an obstacle to marriage. And behold! there was the rival 
defeated!— utterly defeated, crushed, done for!

He picked up the weapons mechanically, and, instead of 
firing them into General Feraud’s breast, he gave expression 
to the thoughts uppermost in his mind, “You will fight no 
more duels now.”

His tone of leisurely, ineffable satisfaction was too 
much for General Feraud’s stoicism. “Don’t dawdle, then, 
damn you for a cold- blooded staff- coxcomb!” he roared out, 
suddenly, out of an impassive face held erect on a rigidly 
still body.

General D’Hubert uncocked the pistols carefully. This 
proceeding was observed with mixed feelings by the other 
general. “You missed me twice,” the victor said, coolly, shift-
ing both pistols to one hand; “the last time within a foot or 
so. By every rule of single combat your life belongs to me. 
That does not mean that I want to take it now.”

“I have no use for your forbearance,” muttered General 
Feraud, gloomily.

“Allow me to point out that this is no concern of mine,” 
said General D’Hubert, whose every word was dictated by 
a consummate delicacy of feeling. In anger he could have 
killed that man, but in cold blood he recoiled from humili-
ating by a show of generosity this unreasonable being— a 
fellow- soldier of the Grande Armée, a companion in the 
wonders and terrors of the great military epic. “You don’t set 
up the pretension of dictating to me what I am to do with 
what’s my own.”

General Feraud looked startled, and the other contin-
ued, “You’ve forced me on a point of honour to keep my life 
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at your disposal, as it were, for fifteen years. Very well. Now 
that the matter is decided to my advantage, I am going to 
do what I like with your life on the same principle. You shall 
keep it at my disposal as long as I choose. Neither more nor 
less. You are on your honour till I say the word.”

“I am! But, sacré bleu! This is an absurd position for 
a General of the Empire to be placed in!” cried General 
Feraud, in accents of profound and dismayed conviction. “It 
amounts to sitting all the rest of my life with a loaded pistol 
in a drawer waiting for your word. It’s— it’s idiotic; I shall be 
an object of— of— derision.”

“Absurd?— idiotic? Do you think so?” queried General 
D’Hubert with sly gravity. “Perhaps. But I don’t see how 
that can be helped. However, I am not likely to talk at large 
of this adventure. Nobody need ever know anything about 
it. Just as no one to this day, I believe, knows the origin of 
our quarrel. . . . Not a word more,” he added, hastily. “I can’t 
really discuss this question with a man who, as far as I am 
concerned, does not exist.”

When the two duellists came out into the open, Gen-
eral Feraud walking a little behind, and rather with the air 
of walking in a trance, the two seconds hurried towards 
them, each from his station at the edge of the wood. Gen-
eral D’Hubert addressed them, speaking loud and distinctly, 
“Messieurs, I make it a point of declaring to you solemnly, in 
the presence of General Feraud, that our difference is at last 
settled for good. You may inform all the world of that fact.”

“A reconciliation, after all!” they exclaimed together.
“Reconciliation? Not that exactly. It is something much 

more binding. Is it not so, General?”
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General Feraud only lowered his head in sign of assent. 
The two veterans looked at each other. Later in the day, when 
they found themselves alone out of their moody friend’s ear-
shot, the cuirassier remarked suddenly, “Generally speaking, 
I can see with my one eye as far as most people; but this 
beats me. He won’t say anything.”

“In this affair of honour I understand there has been 
from first to last always something that no one in the army 
could quite make out,” declared the chasseur with the 
imperfect nose. “In mystery it began, in mystery it went on, 
in mystery it is to end, apparently.”

General D’Hubert walked home with long, hasty 
strides, by no means uplifted by a sense of triumph. He had 
conquered, yet it did not seem to him that he had gained 
very much by his conquest. The night before he had grudged 
the risk of his life which appeared to him magnificent, wor-
thy of preservation as an opportunity to win a girl’s love. He 
had known moments when, by a marvellous illusion, this 
love seemed to be already his, and his threatened life a still 
more magnificent opportunity of devotion. Now that his 
life was safe it had suddenly lost its special magnificence. 
It had acquired instead a specially alarming aspect as a 
snare for the exposure of unworthiness. As to the marvel-
lous illusion of conquered love that had visited him for a 
moment in the agitated watches of the night, which might 
have been his last on earth, he comprehended now its true 
nature. It had been merely a paroxysm of delirious conceit. 
Thus to this man, sobered by the victorious issue of a duel, 
life appeared robbed of its charm, simply because it was no 
longer menaced.
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Approaching the house from the back, through the 
orchard and the kitchen garden, he could not notice the 
agitation which reigned in front. He never met a single 
soul. Only while walking softly along the corridor, he 
became aware that the house was awake and more noisy 
than usual. Names of servants were being called out down 
below in a confused noise of coming and going. With some 
concern he noticed that the door of his own room stood 
ajar, though the shutters had not been opened yet. He had 
hoped that his early excursion would have passed unper-
ceived. He expected to find some servant just gone in; but 
the sunshine filtering through the usual cracks enabled 
him to see lying on the low divan something bulky, which 
had the appearance of two women clasped in each other’s 
arms. Tearful and desolate murmurs issued mysteriously 
from that appearance. General D’Hubert pulled open the 
nearest pair of shutters violently. One of the women then 
jumped up. It was his sister. She stood for a moment with 
her hair hanging down and her arms raised straight up 
above her head, and then flung herself with a stifled cry 
into his arms. He returned her embrace, trying at the same 
time to disengage himself from it. The other woman had 
not risen. She seemed, on the contrary, to cling closer to 
the divan, hiding her face in the cushions. Her hair was 
also loose; it was admirably fair. General D’Hubert recog-
nized it with staggering emotion. Mademoiselle de Val-
massigue! Adele! In distress!

He became greatly alarmed, and got rid of his sister’s 
hug definitely. Madame Leonie then extended her shapely 
bare arm out of her peignoir, pointing dramatically at the 
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divan. “This poor, terrified child has rushed here from home, 
on foot, two miles— running all the way.”

“What on earth has happened?” asked General 
D’Hubert in a low, agitated voice.

But Madame Leonie was speaking loudly. “She rang the 
great bell at the gate and roused all the household— we were 
all asleep yet. You may imagine what a terrible shock.  .  .  . 
Adele, my dear child, sit up.”

General D’Hubert’s expression was not that of a man 
who “imagines” with facility. He did, however, fish out of the 
chaos of surmises the notion that his prospective mother- 
in- law had died suddenly, but only to dismiss it at once. He 
could not conceive the nature of the event or the catastrophe 
which would induce Mademoiselle de Valmassigue, living 
in a house full of servants, to bring the news over the fields 
herself, two miles, running all the way.

“But why are you in this room?” he whispered, full of 
awe.

“Of course, I ran up to see, and this child . . . I did not 
notice it  .  .  . she followed me. It’s that absurd Chevalier,” 
went on Madame Leonie, looking towards the divan.  .  .  . 
“Her hair is all come down. You may imagine she did not 
stop to call her maid to dress it before she started . . . Adele, 
my dear, sit up. . . . He blurted it all out to her at half- past 
five in the morning. She woke up early and opened her shut-
ters to breathe the fresh air, and saw him sitting collapsed on 
a garden bench at the end of the great alley. At that hour— 
you may imagine! And the evening before he had declared 
himself indisposed. She hurried on some clothes and flew 
down to him. One would be anxious for less. He loves her, 
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but not very intelligently. He had been up all night, fully 
dressed, the poor old man, perfectly exhausted. He wasn’t 
in a state to invent a plausible story. . . . What a confidant 
you chose there! My husband was furious. He said, ‘We can’t 
interfere now.’ So we sat down to wait. It was awful. And 
this poor child running with her hair loose over here pub-
licly! She has been seen by some people in the fields. She 
has roused the whole household, too. It’s awkward for her. 
Luckily you are to be married next week. . . . Adele, sit up. 
He has come home on his own legs. . . . We expected to see 
you coming on a stretcher, perhaps— what do I know? Go 
and see if the carriage is ready. I must take this child home 
at once. It isn’t proper for her to stay here a minute longer.”

General D’Hubert did not move. It was as though he had 
heard nothing. Madame Leonie changed her mind. “I will go 
and see myself,” she cried. “I want also my cloak.— Adele—” 
she began, but did not add “sit up.” She went out saying, in a 
very loud and cheerful tone: “I leave the door open.”

General D’Hubert made a movement towards the 
divan, but then Adele sat up, and that checked him dead. 
He thought, “I haven’t washed this morning. I must look 
like an old tramp. There’s earth on the back of my coat and 
pine- needles in my hair.” It occurred to him that the situa-
tion required a good deal of circumspection on his part.

“I am greatly concerned, mademoiselle,” he began, 
vaguely, and abandoned that line. She was sitting up on 
the divan with her cheeks unusually pink and her hair, bril-
liantly fair, falling all over her shoulders— which was a very 
novel sight to the general. He walked away up the room, 
and looking out of the window for safety said, “I fear you 
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must think I behaved like a madman,” in accents of sincere 
despair. Then he spun round, and noticed that she had fol-
lowed him with her eyes. They were not cast down on meet-
ing his glance. And the expression of her face was novel to 
him also. It was, one might have said, reversed. Those eyes 
looked at him with grave thoughtfulness, while the exquisite 
lines of her mouth seemed to suggest a restrained smile. This 
change made her transcendental beauty much less mysteri-
ous, much more accessible to a man’s comprehension. An 
amazing ease of mind came to the general— and even some 
ease of manner. He walked down the room with as much 
pleasurable excitement as he would have found in walking 
up to a battery vomiting death, fire, and smoke; then stood 
looking down with smiling eyes at the girl whose marriage 
with him (next week) had been so carefully arranged by the 
wise, the good, the admirable Leonie.

“Ah! mademoiselle,” he said, in a tone of courtly regret, 
“if only I could be certain that you did not come here this 
morning, two miles, running all the way, merely from affec-
tion for your mother!”

He waited for an answer imperturbable but inwardly 
elated. It came in a demure murmur, eyelashes lowered with 
fascinating effect. “You must not be méchant as well as mad.”

And then General D’Hubert made an aggressive move-
ment towards the divan which nothing could check. That 
piece of furniture was not exactly in the line of the open 
door. But Madame Leonie, coming back wrapped up in a 
light cloak and carrying a lace shawl on her arm for Adele 
to hide her incriminating hair under, had a swift impression 
of her brother getting up from his knees.
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“Come along, my dear child,” she cried from the 
doorway.

The general, now himself again in the fullest sense, 
showed the readiness of a resourceful cavalry officer and the 
peremptoriness of a leader of men. “You don’t expect her 
to walk to the carriage,” he said, indignantly. “She isn’t fit. I 
shall carry her downstairs.”

This he did slowly, followed by his awed and respectful 
sister; but he rushed back like a whirlwind to wash off all 
the signs of the night of anguish and the morning of war, 
and to put on the festive garments of a conqueror before 
hurrying over to the other house. Had it not been for that, 
General D’Hubert felt capable of mounting a horse and 
pursuing his late adversary in order simply to embrace him 
from excess of happiness. “I owe it all to this stupid brute,” 
he thought. “He has made plain in a morning what might 
have taken me years to find out— for I am a timid fool. No 
self- confidence whatever. Perfect coward. And the Chev-
alier! Delightful old man!” General D’Hubert longed to 
embrace him also.

The Chevalier was in bed. For several days he was very 
unwell. The men of the Empire and the post- revolution 
young ladies were too much for him. He got up the day 
before the wedding, and, being curious by nature, took his 
niece aside for a quiet talk. He advised her to find out from 
her husband the true story of the affair of honour, whose 
claim, so imperative and so persistent, had led her to within 
an ace of tragedy. “It is right that his wife should be told. 
And next month or so will be your time to learn from him 
anything you want to know, my dear child.”
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Later on, when the married couple came on a visit to 
the mother of the bride, Madame la Générale D’Hubert 
communicated to her beloved old uncle the true story she 
had obtained without any difficulty from her husband.

The Chevalier listened with deep attention to the end, 
took a pinch of snuff, flicked the grains of tobacco from the 
frilled front of his shirt, and asked, calmly, “And that’s all it 
was?”

“Yes, uncle,” replied Madame la Générale, opening her 
pretty eyes very wide. “Isn’t it funny? C’est insensé— to think 
what men are capable of !”

“H’m!” commented the old emigre. “It depends what 
sort of men. That Bonaparte’s soldiers were savages. It is 
insensé. As a wife, my dear, you must believe implicitly what 
your husband says.”

But to Leonie’s husband the Chevalier confided his 
true opinion. “If that’s the tale the fellow made up for his 
wife, and during the honeymoon, too, you may depend on 
it that no one will ever know now the secret of this affair.”

Considerably later still, General D’Hubert judged the 
time come, and the opportunity propitious to write a let-
ter to General Feraud. This letter began by disclaiming all 
animosity. “I’ve never,” wrote the General Baron D’Hubert, 
“wished for your death during all the time of our deplorable 
quarrel. Allow me,” he continued, “to give you back in all 
form your forfeited life. It is proper that we two, who have 
been partners in so much military glory, should be friendly 
to each other publicly.”

The same letter contained also an item of domestic 
information. It was in reference to this last that General 
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Feraud answered from a little village on the banks of the 
Garonne, in the following words:

“If one of your boy’s names had been Napoleon— or 
Joseph— or even Joachim, I could congratulate you on the 
event with a better heart. As you have thought proper to 
give him the names of Charles Henri Armand, I am con-
firmed in my conviction that you never loved the Emperor. 
The thought of that sublime hero chained to a rock in the 
middle of a savage ocean makes life of so little value that I 
would receive with positive joy your instructions to blow 
my brains out. From suicide I consider myself in honour 
debarred. But I keep a loaded pistol in my drawer.”

Madame la Générale D’Hubert lifted up her hands in 
despair after perusing that answer.

“You see? He won’t be reconciled,” said her husband. 
“He must never, by any chance, be allowed to guess where 
the money comes from. It wouldn’t do. He couldn’t bear it.”

“You are a brave homme, Armand,” said Madame la 
Générale, appreciatively.

“My dear, I had the right to blow his brains out; but 
as I didn’t, we can’t let him starve. He has lost his pension 
and he is utterly incapable of doing anything in the world 
for himself. We must take care of him, secretly, to the end 
of his days. Don’t I owe him the most ecstatic moment of 
my life? . . . Ha! ha! ha! Over the fields, two miles, run-
ning all the way! I couldn’t believe my ears!  .  .  . But for 
his stupid ferocity, it would have taken me years to find 
you out. It ’s extraordinary how in one way or another 
this man has managed to fasten himself on my deeper 
feelings.”
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Dueling: Napoleon’s Double Standard

Napoleon meets his match

Sidney Smith is a brave officer. He displayed considerable ability in the treaty for the evacuation of Egypt by the 
French. He took advantage of the discontent which he found to prevail amongst the French troops at being so 
long away from France, and other circumstances. He manifested great honor in sending immediately to Kleber 
the refusal of Lord Keith to ratify the treaty, which save the French army; if he had kept it a secret seven or eight 
days longer, Cairo would have been given up to the Turks, and the French army necessarily obliged to surrender to 
the English. He also showed great humanity and honor in all his proceedings towards the French who felt into his 
hands. He landed at Havre, for some ‘sotttice’ of a bet he had made, according to some, to go to the theatre; others 
said it was for espionage; however that may be, he was arrested and confined in the Temple as a spy; and at one 
time it was intended to try and execute him. Shortly after I returned from Italy he wrote to me from his prison, to 
request that I would intercede for him; but, under the circumstances in which he was taken, I could do nothing for 
him. He is active, intelligent, intriguing, and indefatigable; but I believe that he is ‘mezzo pazo.’

The chief cause of the failure at Acre was that he took all my battering train, which was on board of several 
small vessels. Had it not been for that, I would have taken Acre in spite of him. He behaved very bravely, and 
was well seconded by Phillipeaux, a Frenchman of talent, who had studied with me as an engineer. There was a 
Major Douglas also, who behaved very gallantly. The acquisition of five or six hundred seamen as gunners was a 
great advantage to the Turks, whose spirits they revived, and whom they showed how to defend the fortress. But 
he committed a great fault in making sorties, which cost the lives of two or three hundred brave fellows without 
the possibility of success. For it was impossible he could succeed against the number of the French who were 
before Acre. I would lay a wage that he lost half of his crew in them. He dispersed Proclamations amongst my 
troops, which certainly shook some of them, and I in consequence published an order, stating that he was read, 
and forbidding all communication with him. Some days after he sent, by means of a flag of truce, a lieutenant or a 
midshipman with a letter containing a challenge to me to meet him at some place he pointed out in order to fight 
a duel. I laughed at this, and sent him back an intimation that when he brought Marlborough to fight me I would 
meet him. 

Not withstanding this, I like the character of the man.

—From Voices from St. Helena by Napoleon Bonaparte (1769–1821). The Sir Sidney Smith he is referring to 
is the British Admiral Sir Sidney Smith who, at various stages of both their careers, thwarted the great French 
commander and thus gained his respect. Of Smith, Napoleon once said, “That man made me miss my destiny.” 

Don’t Ask Don’t Tell

The defeat of Junot by the English at Vimiero and the capitulation of Cintra were a blow to Napoleon, and although 
he went to Spain himself, and by his presence brought a transient success to the French arms, he had not been 
there more than two months when he heard from a clerk, a paid spy in the War Office of Vienna, that Austria was 
preparing for war. He left at once for Paris, and after his departure the tide of misfortune rose again over the armies 
of France. The quarrels and jealousies amongst his marshals and generals were not only a scandal but a public 



danger, and excited the indignation of Napoleon, who forbade his officers to fight duels with each other.
Two young officers, disregarding this order, fought a duel in the front of their battalion, amidst a shower of 

enemy’s bullets. Their colonel sent them under arrest to the citadel of Burgos. Shortly afterwards the regiment 
was reviewed at Madrid by the Emperor, who ordered the colonel to present him the officers recommended for 
promotion in the place of those killed. Amongst those presented was one of the young sous-lieutenants, who had 
received a sword-cut on the cheek in the unlucky duel. The Emperor, on seeing him, remembered the story, and 
asked in a stern voice—

“Where did you receive that wound?”
“Sire,” replied the young man, laying his finger on his cheek, “I got it here.”
Pleased with the quickness and presence of mind shown in his answer, the Emperor smiled and said—
“Your colonel proposes you for the rank of lieutenant; I grant it you, but be more discreet in the future, or I 

shall cashier you.”

—from A Queen of Napoleon’s Court: The Life-Story of Dèsirèe Bernadotte by Catherine Bearne. Bearne was 
author to several popular biographies and fictional histories of the French Revolution. The cult of dueling was obviously 
alive-and-well in Napoleon’s armies, despite provisions against the act.

The troops grow restless

I left Paris on the 20th of May 1805. On the 5th of June following I delivered my credentials to the Senate of 
Hamburg, which was represented by the Syndic Doormann and the Senator Schutte. M. Reinhart, my predecessor, 
left Hamburg on the 12th of June. 

The reigning Dukes of Mecklenburg-Schwerin and Brunswick, to whom I had announced my arrival as 
accredited Minister to them, wrote me letters recognising me in that character. General Walmoden had just signed 
the capitulation of Sublingen with Marshal Mortier, who had the command in Hanover. The English Government 
refused to ratify this, because it stipulated that the troops should be prisoners of war. Bonaparte had two motives 
for relaxing this hard condition. He wished to keep Hanover as a compensation for Malta, and to assure the means 
of embarrassing and attacking Prussia, which he now began to distrust. By advancing upon Prussia he would 
secure his left, so that when convenient he might march northward. Mortier, therefore, received orders to reduce 
the conditions of the capitulation to the surrender of the arms, baggage, artillery, and horses. England, which 
was making great efforts to resist the invasion with which she thought herself threatened, expended considerable 
sums for the transport of the troops from Hanover to England. Her precipitation was indescribable, and she paid 
the most exorbitant charges for the hire of ships. Several houses in Hamburg made fortunes on this occasion. 
Experience has long since proved that it is not at their source that secret transactions are most readily known. The 
intelligence of an event frequently resounds at a distance, while the event itself is almost entirely unknown in the 
place of its occurrence. The direct influence of political events on commercial speculations renders merchants 
exceedingly attentive to what is going on. All who are engaged in commercial pursuits form a corporation united 
by the strongest of all bonds, common interest; and commercial correspondence frequently presents a fertile field 
for observation, and affords much valuable information, which often escapes the inquiries of Government agents. 

I resolved to form a connection with some of the mercantile houses which maintained extensive and frequent 
communications with the Northern States. I knew that by obtaining their confidence I might gain a knowledge of 
all that was going on in Russia, Sweden, England, and Austria. Among the subjects upon which it was desirable 
to obtain information I included negotiations, treaties, military measures—such as recruiting troops beyond the 



amount settled for the peace establishment, movements of troops, the formation of camps and magazines, financial 
operations, the fitting-out of ships, and many other things, which, though not important in themselves, frequently 
lead to the knowledge of what is important. 

I was not inclined to place reliance on all public reports and gossiping stories circulated on the Exchange 
without close investigation; for I wished to avoid transmitting home as truths what might frequently be mere 
stock-jobbing inventions. I was instructed to keep watch on the emigrants, who were exceedingly numerous in 
Hamburg and its neighborhood, Mecklenburg, Hanover, Brunswick, and Holstein; but I must observe that my 
inspection was to extend only to those who were known to be actually engaged in intrigues and plots. 

I was also to keep watch on the state of the public mind, and on the journals which frequently give it a wrong 
direction, and to point out those articles in the journals which I thought censurable. At first I merely made verbal 
representations and complaints, but I could not always confine myself to this course. I received such distinct and 
positive orders that, in spite of myself, inspection was speedily converted into oppression. Complaints against the 
journals filled one-fourth of my dispatches. 

As the Emperor wished to be made acquainted with all that was printed against him, I sent to Paris, in May 
1805, and consequently a very few days after my arrival in Hamburg, a pamphlet by the celebrated Kotzebue, 
entitled ‘Recollections of my Journey to Naples and Rome’. This publication, which was printed at Berlin, was full 
of indecorous attacks and odious allusions on the Emperor. 

I was informed at that time, through a certain channel, that the Emperor Alexander had solicited General 
Moreau to enter his service, and take the command of the Russian infantry. He offered him 12,000 roubles to 
defray his travelling expenses. At a subsequent period Moreau unfortunately accepted these offers, and died in the 
enemy’s ranks. 

On the 27th of June M. Bouligny arrived at Hamburg. He was appointed to supersede M. d’Ocariz at Stockholm. 
The latter minister had left Hamburg on the 11th of June for Constantinople, where he did not expect to stay three 
months. I had several long conversations with him before his departure, and he did not appear to be satisfied with 
his destination. We frequently spoke of the King of Sweden, whose conduct M. d’Ocariz blamed. He was, he said, 
a young madman, who, without reflecting on the change of time and circumstances, wished to play the part of 
Gustavus Adolphus, to whom he bore no resemblance but in name. M. d’Ocariz spoke of the King of Sweden’s 
camp in a tone of derision. That Prince had returned to the King of Prussia the cordon of the Black Eagle because 
the order had been given to the First Consul. I understood that Frederick William was very much offended at this 
proceeding, which was as indecorous and absurd as the return of the Golden Fleece by Louis XVII. to the King of 
Spain was dignified and proper. Gustavus Adolphus was brave, enterprising, and chivalrous, but inconsiderate and 
irascible. He called Bonaparte Monsieur Napoleon. His follies and reverses in Hanover were without doubt the 
cause of his abdication. On the 31st of October 1805 he published a declaration of war against France in language 
highly insulting to the Emperor. 

Fouche overwhelmed me with letters. If I had attended to all his instructions I should have left nobody 
unmolested. He asked me for information respecting a man named Lazoret, of the department of Gard, a girl, 
named Rosine Zimbenni, having informed the police that he had been killed in a duel at Hamburg. I replied that 
I knew but of four Frenchmen who had been killed in that way; one, named Clement, was killed by Tarasson; a 
second, named Duparc, killed by Lezardi; a third, named Sadremont, killed by Revel; and a fourth, whose name 
I did not know, killed by Lafond. This latter had just arrived at Hamburg when he was killed, but he was not the 
man sought for. 

Lafond was a native of Brabant, and had served in the British army. He insulted the Frenchman because he 



wore the national cockade—A duel was the consequence, and the offended party fell. M. Reinhart, my predecessor 
wished to punish Lafond, but the Austrian Minister having claimed him as the subject of his sovereign, he was not 
molested. Lafond took refuge in Antwerp, where he became a player. 

During the first months which succeeded my arrival in Hamburg I received orders for the arrest of many 
persons, almost all of whom were designated as dangerous and ill-disposed men. When I was convinced that the 
accusation was groundless I postponed the arrest. The matter was then forgotten, and nobody complained. 

A title, or a rank in foreign service, was a safeguard against the Paris inquisition. Of this the following is an 
instance. Count Gimel, of whom I shall hereafter have occasion to speak more at length, set out about this time for 
Carlsbad. Count Grote the Prussian Minister, frequently spoke to me of him. On my expressing apprehension that 
M. de Gimel might be arrested, as there was a strong prejudice against him, M. Grote replied, “Oh! there is no fear 
of that. He will return to Hamburg with the rank of an English colonel.” 

On the 17th of July there appeared in the Correspondent an article exceedingly insulting to France. It had 
been inserted by order of Baron Novozilzow, who was at Berlin, and who had become very hostile to France, 
though it was said he had been sent from St. Petersburg on a specific mission to Napoleon. The article in question 
was transmitted from Berlin by an extraordinary courier, and Novozilzow in his note to the Senate said it might 
be stated that the article was inserted at the request of His Britannic Majesty. The Russian Minister at Berlin, M. 
Alopaeus, dispatched also an ‘estafette’ to the Russian charge d’affaires at Hamburg, with orders to apply for the 
insertion of the article, which accordingly appeared. In obedience to the Emperor’s instructions, I complained of it, 
and the Senate replied that it never opposed the insertion of an official note sent by any Government; that insults 
would redound against those from whom they came; that the reply of the French Government would be published; 
and that the Senate had never deviated from this mode of proceeding. 

I observed to the Senate that I did not understand why the Correspondent should make itself the trumpet of M. 
Novozilzow; to which the Syndic replied, that two great powers, which might do them much harm, had required 
the insertion of the article, and that it could not be refused. 

The hatred felt by the foreign Princes, which the death of the Duc d’Enghien had considerably increased; 
gave encouragement to the publication of everything hostile to Napoleon. This was candidly avowed to me by the 
Ministers and foreigners of rank whom I saw in Hamburg. The King of Sweden was most violent in manifesting the 
indignation which was generally excited by the death of the Due d’Enghien. M. Wetterstadt, who had succeeded 
M. La Gerbielske in the Cabinet of Stockholm, sent to the Swedish Minister at Hamburg a long letter exceedingly 
insulting to Napoleon. It was in reply to an article inserted in the ‘Moniteur’ respecting the return of the Black 
Eagle to the King of Prussia. M. Peyron, the Swedish Minister at Hamburg, who was very far from approving 
all that his master did, transmitted to Stockholm some very energetic remarks on the ill effect which would be 
produced by the insertion of the article in the ‘Correspondent’. The article was then a little modified, and M. 
Peyron received formal orders to get it inserted. However; on my representations the Senate agreed to suppress it, 
and it did not appear. 

—from The Memoirs of Napoleon Bonaparte as recorded by Louis Antoine Fauvelet de Bourrienne (1769 –1834). 
With long layovers between troop movements, duels were common among Napoleon’s soldiers, both among themselves 
as well as with the natives of the inhabited countries. Bourriene was a childhood friend of Napoleon and a top aide of 
the Emperor during his reign, though historians have questioned his accounts,



Reading I

The Fencing-Masters and The Duelists 

by Captain Elzear Blaze

In all regiments, there is a man whom the soldiers respect at least as much as their colonel, and this man is 
the fencing-master. He has several lieutenants who, under the name of assistants, exercise a part of that moral 
authority which the great master delegates to them. On my arrival in the regiment, I requested M. Malta . . . to give 
me lessons in his art which I knew very imperfectly, and he taught me by rule how one should go about it to kill his 
man without ever being killed. For, as M. Jourdain’s master has so well put it: “The whole secret of fencing consists 
of two things: in giving and not receiving. Now, so as not to receive, turn the sword of your adversary from the line 
of your body, which only depends on a little motion of the wrist, either inward, or outward.”

M. Malta… who, I believe, had never read the “Bourgeois Gentilhomme,” made use of exactly the same language, 
which might prove, were it necessary, that Moliere was well acquainted with the human heart. He was a good 
eccentric; I am speaking of M. Malta . . . the things of which he boasted most, and which he regarded as claims 
to glory, were precisely those that a man of honor would have been ashamed to confess. He had sought a quarrel 
with all the most famous of his time, and he had killed them by the dozen. . . . I believe that he exaggerated the 
number of the dead somewhat; however, if one spoke in his presence of some celebrated fighter, I can affirm that 
his greatest desire was to measure himself with him. I was tractable at his lessons and he appeared very well pleased 
with my progress. “Lieutenant,” said he to me one day, “if you continue this way, in two months I shall teach you 
politeness.” By this he meant that he would teach me the salute and all the presences of courtesy that ordinarily 
precede a fencing match.

When we had reached the point where I could learn politeness, M. Malta . . . always urged me to make big eyes 
while saluting: “Lieutenant, open your eyes, . . . more . . . still more. . . . When you salute, you must open your eyes 
like the crystals of a watch; you must show that you’re present.” When we wished to arouse his anger, we praised 
before him the fencing-masters of the other regiments; then M. Malta . . . would shrug his shoulders as a sign of 
contempt, and always ended by saying: “Not one of those people would be worthy of sweeping my fencing-hall.”

Among his assistants, Dupre, a drummer, held a very distinguished place; he was his coadjutor, his successor, the 
heir-apparent of that great office. In the taverns, Dupre made the firstcomer buy him a drink, or else he invited the 
reluctant individual to follow him on the field to refresh themselves with sword blows; it was his favorite expression. 
Never did more insolent and blustering personage wear the shako on his ear.

“You see that cuirassier drinking alone,” said Dupre one day to his comrade l’Etoile, “wait a bit, I am going to 
demolish him.”

“Be careful! should he fall on you, you would be crushed.”
“My sword will compel him to fall on his back.”
And Dupre, approaching, seizes the glass of the man with the jacket of steel and drinks down its contents 

without stopping to breathe. It is but right to tell you that a fighting footsoldier always prefers to pick a quarrel 
with a horseman; the horseman is his natural enemy. Among the men on horseback, he will choose the cuirassier, 
especially if the latter is very tall and stout; if he kills him, the act deserves greater praise.

“Comrade, you are making a mistake.”
“Rather it is you who do not see clearly.”



“You take me for someone else.”
“Not at all, my dear, it is done on purpose.”
“Then you are trying to pick a quarrel with me?”
“Of course; look, he is beginning to notice it.”
“If I put you in my boot, it will serve you as a guard-room.”
“Yes, but you have to put me in it first, and you will be dead before that happens.”
“Mille tonnerres!” 
“No noise, my friend, softly, let us not shout;
between Frenchmen there is a way of settling matters; come this way to show me your boot.”
“And my sword at the same time.”
Five minutes after, the cuirassier was dead.
However, one fine day Dupre found his master: the sword of a young recruit ran him through. The news was 

brought to us; everybody was delighted to hear it; everyone said that the blackguard had only what he deserved. 
Nevertheless the surgeon-major betook himself on the field of battle; he wanted to withdraw the steel from the 
wound to apply a dressing; the thing was at first considered impossible, because the weight of the body in falling, 
had bent the point of the sword. It was necessary to call the armorer who straightened it. The operation was a long 
one; the wretched fellow must have suffered horribly; nothing, however, appeared on his face; on the contrary, 
while jesting with those present, he urged the surgeon to do his duty well. The sword was withdrawn, the wound 
bandaged; Dupre remained two months in the hospital and then ... he came out more of a blackguard than ever. 
One hundred thousand good people would have died of such a wound. Dupre did not. Besides, it is remarkable 
that all these fighters were ordinarily very bad soldiers; the man who, counting on his strength, seeks to pick a 
quarrel with the weak, is necessarily a coward. On the days of battles, these blusterers always had a new pretext for 
remaining behind; they were to be seen only the following day.

A recruit in their place would have received la savate, but the reason they offered and always at the point of the 
sword closed the mouth of the whole company.

The drummer is in general a duelist, a fencingmaster or at least an assistant master. The drummer is quarrelsome, 
hard to get along with, a banterer, always ready to draw his sword; he is the Paris gamin in uniform. Carrying no 
gun, having a sword as a sole weapon; he caresses it, polishes it, handles it as long as the day lasts, and when the 
occasion comes to draw, the blade does not stick in the scabbard. Not only is he clever in handling the broadsword, 
but he also knows how to handle the small sword. When he travels, look at the top of his knapsack: two capped 
foils, rolled up in his cape, present to the amateur their sharpened points adorned with two corks to prevent 
rusting.

As long as he is in the garrison, the drummer-assistant carries an orderly’s short saber, he has to; should he lose 
it, he would be compelled to buy another at the regiment store. But as soon as a campaign is begun, he throws far 
away from him that vulgar blade to put in its place an awl which he is very careful to mount en quarte. It is by this 
token that one recognizes all the fiends of a regiment; they all have the handle of the orderly’s sword, but a blade 
as long as an ell at every step strikes their right heel. Indeed, it is not comfortable in marching, but one must suffer 
some inconvenience if one wishes to affect a ferocious air. They make themselves feared, or at least they think so, 
and that’s a great pleasure for these gentlemen.

I have seen fencing-masters fight together seriously, without motive, without hatred, without a reason capable 
of causing a duel. They fought to try their strength; one of them was killed; the other strutted about adding one 
more triumph to his past exploits. I have seen two of these who in a match, quarreling over a denied pass, of 



common accord left their foils for their swords, and fought in the presence of fifty spectators who allowed them 
to do it. “You will not deny that one!” said the victor as he ran his adversary through. It would be truly difficult 
to deny a sword thrust which pierced your chest. A fencingmaster had placed over his door this singular sign: 
“Fighting here from ten to four.” It was very convenient for the amateurs: they were always sure to find a champion 
ready to face them.

One day I was crossing the bridge of Stettin; I was on my way to the faubourg Lastadie; there I met an assistant, 
he was a sapper, a drunken, quarrelsome fellow; he combined all these qualities in one person; to-day such a 
person is called a pluralist. Our man had been drinking as usual, he was speaking to himself, zigzagging, and, to 
use a soldiers’ expression, he was on bad terms with equilibrium and was making scallops.

“How!” he was saying while pulling out the hair of his long beard, “shall I not find out of the whole garrison a 
good fellow to face me? not one who will permit me to cut a button-hole in the middle of his stomach? Formerly I 
should have found a hundred ready to take sword in hand; to-day not one; you are all soldiers of the pope. If I were 
the Emperor, I would put you before a cannon and set it off to teach you manners.”

“Well! what’s the matter, friend? “ asked one of his comrades whom he met fishing at the end of the bridge.
“What’s the matter? you ask me what’s the matter? Well, I’ll tell you what’s the matter. It is that for the past two 

hours I have been looking for some good fellow willing to be freshened up by a few sword thrusts, and I have found 
none; I provoke them all and not one gets angry.”

“If you wish it, I am ready to do you that service.”
“Good, that’s what I call speaking! I had always said that one could count on you. Let me embrace you. You are 

a Frenchman, you are a friend; that’s the kind of a comrade to have.”
“Wait, let me take in my line, and I’m with you.”
“Ah! the good fellow! he is a grenadier! We shall go yonder in that small wood, near the road to Dam; we shall 

be alone; no one will disturb us; it will be very comfortable, we shall fight as we please. Your sword is sharp, is it 
not?” “Don’t worry!”

“Good, mine cuts better than the razors of the company’s barber.”
“That’s the way it should be. Let’s be off.”
I thought it was a joke and that the fisherman, being in full possession of his senses, had only agreed with the 

drunkard so as to take him home. Nothing of the sort; in the evening I heard that the combat had taken place 
seriously, and that my jolly dogs, both wounded in the face, had returned to the barracks, arm in arm, each one 
proclaiming the other his best friend.

I know that the public will not believe me; if they had the occasion to study the ways of garrisons and of guard-
houses, they would see things more startling than this. But let us go farther up in military hierarchy; I am going to 
tell you about a scene of which I was a witness in Paris. An officer of my company has a quarrel one evening on the 
boulevard with a captain who lived at Courbevoie. The discussion becomes heated and they make an appointment 
for the next day at the Bois de Boulogne. It was almost midnight, the captain was going to leave us, when we 
called his attention to a storm which was about to break. He replies that at this hour he would not be admitted in a 
rooming-house: “I am going to hire a cabriolet,” he adds; “besides, I am not afraid of the storm.” Then his adversary 
approaches and says to him:

“Stay here, you will sleep with me, I offer you a half of my bed. We shall leave together for the Bois de Boulogne, 
it will be much more convenient, neither one will have to wait for the other.”

“I accept. But we shall fight.”
“Would I otherwise have offered you half of my bed?”



Our two men went to bed together, talked of politics, maneuvers, love affairs, and the next morning, after 
having eaten some cold chicken and drunk a bottle of champagne, they merrily went to try and cut each other’s 
throats. One of them was gravely wounded, but did not die.

I have known many officers who were a prey to duellomania; they thought themselves obliged to have an affair 
of honor every month.

We also had generals who had the same tastes; to kill a man in a duel was a pastime with them. They did not 
digest the less well on that account, and they only slept the better; it was with them as it is with us when we kill a 
few partridges. A general whom I do not wish to name was fighting a pistol duel with a young lawyer. “You are the 
offended party, monsieur, fire first, it is your right, but try to aim straight, for if you miss me, you are a dead man.” 
The young man fired. “Imbecile! your bullet is in the trees, and mine is going to hit the third button of your coat, 
it will go through your heart, you will not suffer.” As the cat which prolongs the agony of a mouse held in its paws, 
the general took a long and careful aim. “Yes,” he said, “it is too bad to die at thirty, with fine prospects, fame at the 
bar, a mistress. ... I understand your regrets . . . you should not have crossed my path. Come, say good-bye.” A shot 
was heard: the young man was dead.

At Ragusa, thirty officers were assembled at a general’s; while lunching, duels were discussed, pistol shooting; 
each cited some remarkable feat. One killed sparrows on the fly, another split bullets on the blade of a knife. The 
general sees a grenadier passing in the street and calls him in. On entering, the soldier puts in his pocket a short 
pipe which a moment before he held in his mouth. “Keep your pipe,” says the general; “ continue to smoke, stand 
in the position of a soldier without weapons, still, head high, attention! Turn to the right! Don’t move!” At this 
moment the general takes a pistol, fires and breaks the pipe in the smoker’s mouth.

“Here is a louts with which to drink. Gentlemen, this is what I call shooting with a pistol.”
“Thank you, general,” said the astounded grenadier; “ another time, I shall not smoke when coming to your 

house.”
M. Hemere, the man of the mill, he who consulted Laborie’s map with so much success, was a consummate 

fighter. Of a very small size, of a teasing disposition, he thought that people were always making game of him; the 
least gesture was misunderstood; always asking for an explanation, he obtained it sometimes; but, very often, these 
quarrels without motive, thanks to the intervention of the witnesses, ended on the field by an explanation and 
without recourse to the sword.

To finish with M. Hemere, I shall say that owing to his continual teasing and getting angry at trifles, he found 
someone who meant business. The poor devil died in a duel, on the eve of the battle of Wagram.

During the forty days which preceded that great day, the entire army was working at the fortifications of 
the island of Lobau. Our soldiers were paid at the rate of fifty centimes a day. A young officer of engineers, in 
charge of the inspection of the works, seeing that the grenadiers rested too long, reproached them for it. The latter 
immediately went to complain to their captain of the manner in which M. Problem had treated them. It is thus that 
they designate the officers of engineers of whom they think very little.

The captain, furious that someone else should dare to lecture his grenadiers, curls up his moustache and hastens 
to the officer to ask an explanation of his language. He was one of those brave fellows who speak only of killing and 
cutting in two, one of those men, in short, who, to use the expression of Moliere, are all sword thrusts and whom 
our soldiers call dealers in sudden deaths. 

“Monsieur, you have dared to say that my grenadiers . . .”
“Do not work. Yes, monsieur, and that’s the truth.”
“I shall teach you, my little greenhorn, to hold your tongue.”



“Greenhorn! Greenhorn!”
“Yes, greenhorn, recruit, and I shall prove it to you presently.”
“I say, captain! Do you imagine that you frighten me with your great moustachios? You no doubt think yourself 

very terrible because you haven’t shaved for two weeks? But learn, monsieur, that if I wished, I myself could go 
without shaving.”

“Ah! you pretend to make fun of me! We shall see if you will be in a humor to jest when I shall have run you 
through.”

“Softly, monsieur! If we should come to that, I hope to be there.”
“No explanation: on guard!”
“On guard, I am willing; but I wish to say something: I am cool, you are angry, the match would be unequal; 

let us wait until to-morrow.”
“To-morrow? to-morrow, you will have been dead twenty-four hours, I shall already have eaten your liver, I 

shall have digested your conscience. On guard! I want my grenadiers to bury you under your fortifications, then 
they’ll work with a will.”

“You wish it, monsieur, I am ready.”
The young pupil of the Polytechnic School and the moustachiod captain draw their swords and the fight begins 

in the midst of the laborers who are delighted to leave the shovel and pick for an instant and see the vexatious 
overseer punished.

At the captain’s first lunge, the officer of engineers warded the blow; his sword falling on the hand of his 
adversary, touched the little finger which was almost cut off.

“You are wounded, monsieur,” he said to him; “we shall stop right here, if it suits you.”
“Ah! scoundrel! do you not know that coups de manchette are not allowed?”
“Monsieur, I am Ignorant of everything, it is the first time I fight; I strike wherever I can, do the same.”
“Ah! Recruit, I am going to give you a lesson which you’ll remember!”
“Monsieur, you are wounded; I have too much advantage over you, let us postpone this affair.”
“On guard, scoundrel, on guard!”
“Here I am!”
After a few thrusts and parries, the captain received a wound which, beginning at the top of the thigh, stopped 

only at the knee. He was compelled to cease the combat, but nothing can be compared to the anger he felt at having 
been wounded twice by a young man without a moustache! a greenhorn! a recruit!

“I shall have my revenge,” he said to him; “I’ll fix you later; I’ll look for you; were you at the devil’s, and we shall 
see . . . recruit, if coups de manchette will still be in your favour.”

They carried away the captain, who was ill a long time: finally he recovered; but during the moments of fever 
which he suffered, he was continually heard repeating: “A recruit, a d greenhorn! a dirty coup de manchette!!” 

At Dantzig a captain had just received from the quartermaster the arrears of his pay, in the neighborhood of 
1,500 francs. He was on his way home, but recalling that he was on guard duty, and that it was time to report at 
the barracks, he gives the bag of ecus to his lieutenant: “Since you are going home,” said he to him, “and we are 
neighbors, be kind enough to give this money to my wife.”

The lieutenant immediately goes to the lady’s home, and on entering lays on the table the bag of money. He 
talks, makes himself agreeable, and from one thing to another, he makes a declaration of love. Spurned at first, he 
does not lose courage, he plays the lover well, the passionate man; he becomes excited, he throws himself at the feet 
of his captain’s wife. No sacrifice will be too great to make her listen to his plea. He would give his life for a quarter 



of an hour’s happiness. “I have just received a year’s pay, and if you wish these 1,500 francs, they are yours.”
Many women would have considered the proposition very impertinent: this one judged it differently; her 

husband gave her for the purchase of her dresses only what was absolutely necessary, and although very pretty, 
she always found herself thrown into the shade at all receptions. The demon of coquetry caused her to see in that 
1,500 francs dresses, hats, lace collars and flounces, trifles which women love above all things. In turn she might 
now shine; with a few falsehoods and cunning her husband would suspect nothing. The lieutenant took advantage 
of this moment of hesitation, he became pressing and the lady surrendered.

The next day, the captain, on coming off guard, meets the young officer, they have a dispute over service 
matters, harsh words are spoken, and each returns home.

On reaching his house, the captain was in an angry mood.
“What’s the matter, my dear?”
“That rascal, he’ll hear from me!”
“Who?”
“My lieutenant; I have just put him under arrest for two weeks.” “What for?”
“You will know it later. Where are the 1,500 francs?”
“What?” says the wife, thunderstruck. “Didn’t he give you 1,500 francs?” He asked, shouting like a madman. 

“What do you mean?”
“Not another word! Did he give them to you, yes or no?”
“There they are!” said the wife falling at the knees of her husband. “Mercy, forgive me! he took advantage of a 

moment of weakness…”
“What’s that you say?”
“That he is a wretch to have told you.”
If the captain was angry on entering, imagine the fit which followed when he had discovered this strange secret 

in this equally strange manner. There was an explanation, the woman confessed everything so as to obtain her 
pardon, having already admitted too much to permit of her retracting. These 1,500 francs asked for by her husband 
had led her to believe that the lieutenant was a babbler.

“He will die by my hand only,” she said.
“Leave him to me, I am going to punish him, and after that we shall settle our score.”
The offended husband rushed to his rival’s quarters; they go on the field, swords are drawn; two minutes later 

the captain was dead.

—From Recollections of An Officer of Napoleon’s Army by Captain Elzèar Blaze. In a genre of literature dominated 
by Generals and higher ranking commanders, this military memoir was written by a man who spent most of his career 
in the trenches. Alternately criticized and celebrated for its sentimental nature, Blaze’s memoir remains an uncommon 
document.



Napoleon Crossing The Alps by Jacques-Louis David (1748–1825).



Reception of Conrad’s Napoleonic Tale

Unmatched Sardonic Wit

A Set of Six (1908) is Conrad’s next collection of stories. As the name implies it consists of six tales— “Gaspar 
Ruiz,” “The Informer,” “The Brute,” “An Anarchist,” “The Duel,” and “II Conde.” The first, “Gaspar Ruiz,” is a story 
of the South American wars of Independence at the beginning of the nineteenth century. Gaspar Ruiz is the son 
of a peasant. He is quite an illiterate, but a man of gentle nature and of great strength. Pressed into the army of 
liberation, he is captured by the Spaniards and made to fight in their ranks. Falling again into the hands of the 
liberators he is condemned to death as a traitor, and only escapes by the merest of chances. He is nursed back to 
life by a Spanish girl, whose aristocratic father, ruined by the rebellion, has been driven crazy. He falls in love with 
her, and she instills into his heart her undying hatred of the liberators. For long he is successful, but at last he is 
overwhelmed.

“The Informer” is an anarchist tale. It is related by Mr X, a famous epicurean and a coldly cynical hater of 
society. He explains how they (the anarchists in London) became aware that in their secret meetings some spy 
must always have been present because their most guarded plans were constantly in the knowledge of the police. 
So, disguised as policemen, he and some comrades raid the house of their own associates, and in the excitement 
of the arrests discover the informer. He is a fanatic, a sincere man, and impervious to every outside emotion but 
that of passionate love. It is through this, in his desire to protect a girl who poses as an advanced anarchist (she is 
the real centre of the story), that he gives himself away. In the sudden discovery of the ruse he commits suicide.

“The Brute” is a tragic tale of the sea—the tale of the ship Apse Family that kills a man on every voyage. It is 
the Apse Family that is “the brute,” a ship deadly and comfortable. This is a story told in the tap-room of The Three 
Cows by a man who had sailed on her, and whose brother, Charley, had been her chief mate at the same time. On 
that voyage there had been no accident. In Sidney Charley gets engaged to the skipper’s niece, Maggie Colchester, 
who is with them for the trip, and in his great happiness he takes the strictest care that no disaster shall spoil the 
homeward passage. And, indeed, all goes well till they are actually in the Thames. And then, in the hideous irony 
of fate, Maggie Colchester is pulled overboard by the anchor and drowned.

“An Anarchist” recounts the experiences of a convict who has escaped on to the mainland from the French 
penal colony off the South American coast. The convict, now engaged in looking after a steamlaunch, tells the story 
with the innocence and resignation of a simple peasant. As a workman in Paris, with good wages, he gave a dinner 
to some of his friends to celebrate his twenty-fifth birthday. All of them drink and then two other men begin to 
suggest to him that the lives of poor people are unbearable. He listens with maudlin and violent sympathy. And the 
result of it is that he makes a disturbance and is imprisoned. When he comes out the anarchists again throw around 
him their webs. Unable to make a living now, he falls in with their designs. He is caught with a bomb in his hand, 
and being considered a dangerous criminal, is deported to Cayenne. The story of his life there and of his escape in 
an open boat with two other wretches, his two original tempters, is graphically recited. When, at length, they are 
within hail of a ship, he shoots them both dead, and thus revenges himself upon them for all his sufferings. “The 
Duel” is much the longest story in the book, but it is one of the easiest to summarize. It is a tale of the Napoleonic 
wars, and concerns two men, D’Hubert and Feraud. When the story opens they are both lieutenants in the French 
army stationed in Strasbourg. A trifling disagreement, which is only the irritation of Feraud at being called out of 
a lady’s presence by D’Hubert, who was but obeying superior orders, leads to a duel, and subsequently to a whole 
series of duels lasting over a period of fourteen years or so. The kindly and indulgent D’Hubert is everlastingly 



pursued by the challenges of the emotional Feraud. And, finally, D’Hubert, by a stratagem, when he has looked 
only for immediate death in the latest of the duels, brings it all to a close by giving back to Feraud the life that he 
has forfeited. But this takes place when they are both generals, the hundred days a thing of the past, and the wars 
of Napoleon already a memory.

“Il Conde” is the last of the episodes in A Set of Six. It is the story of a foreign Count, a refined, elderly aristocrat, 
who is driven out of Naples forever by the brutal behavior of a young man. Il Conde, a man of cultured and 
sensitive mind, would sometimes go of an evening to listen to the band in the gardens of the Villa Nazionale. It was 
there, while wandering in the shady paths, that he is accosted by a young man who asks for a light. Il Conde puts 
his hands into his pockets to find a match, and on glancing up he sees that the young man is holding a sharp knife 
to his stomach. In a grating and menacing voice he demands his money. Il Conde has to disgorge. Later on that 
same evening he meets him again in a restaurant, and again the man threatens him with foul and insolent words. 
Such a pit of infamy, opening like this at his very feet and full of nameless horrors for the future, so undermines the 
old man’s peace of mind that he leaves Naples, never to return—although he knows well enough that there alone 
can he find the climate in which he can survive the chills of winter.

The six tales of this book present a striking change in Conrad’s technique. Their atmosphere of romance tends 
to the inward contemplation of a mood rather than the piling up of substantial effect. They are, in many externals, 
very unlike this earlier work. For, of his previous tales, “Amy Foster,” alone, is of the genre of A Set of Six. And, in 
fact, they do not gleam with the exuberance of poetical emotion—they are restrained, low-toned, and woven of 
a close mesh. They are the work of an artist who makes his points out of subtleties rather than out of romantic 
flights. Of the individual stories, “Gaspar Ruiz” is hardly convincing—especially in its later phases; “The Informer” 
is sardonically icy; “The Brute,” “An Anarchist,” and “Il Conde” are pathetic, exciting, and beautifully proportioned; 
“The Duel “ is a work of wide imaginative impulse—a wonderful reconstruction of the Napoleonic atmosphere. 
This story is the most remarkable in the book—the comparison between D’Hubert and Feraud is capital, and the 
whole idea, if slightly fantastic, shows, at any rate, a grip of human foibles and jealousy which is really entertaining. 
As a sustained effort in Conrad’s sardonic later style “The Duel” is unmatched.

—From Joseph Conrad: A Study by Richard Curle (1883–1968). Curle was a prolific writer who wrote extensively 
on the life and work of Joseph Conrad.

Hold your laughter, please

Conrad’s personality, as he reveals it in his books, is not that of the disillusioned materialist. His stories, to be sure, 
lack that exuberance of sheer glory in living that emanates from the hearty spirit of the Romancer. His books are 
never joyous; they leave you always thoughtful, sometimes even depressed. His is the humor of the serious man. 
We never find him joining in the merriment, and creating it for others. He stands aside as the observer. His eyes 
smile, but he seldom laughs outright. The only unreflectively funny incident in any of his books is the landing of 
Almayer’s pony in A Personal Record; but that passage alone is sufficient to refute the assertion that Conrad has no 
humor. It is a delicious fragment of pure comedy, and full of sympathy with the pony. But this is the only instance 
of open drollery in Conrad. The Duel, to be sure, is a comedy tale, but it is fantastic and whimsical rather than 
broadly funny. His humor is of a kind more subtle than good-natured jollity. In the perception of inexplicable and 
omnipresent incongruities Conrad sees manifested the all-enveloping mystery of life.

—From Joseph Conrad: His Romantic Realism by Ruth M. Stauffer (1885—1965). Stauffer’s book on Conrad was 



a groundbreaking reconciliation between two formerly opposing views of Conrad’s legacy, namely whether he was a 
romantic or a realist.

Advertisement

A Set of Six, by Joseph Conrad, is a collection of short stories with plots of diverse character and scenes that are laid 
in many lands. The titles are “Gasper Ruiz—A Romantic Tale;” “The Informer—An Ironic Tale;” “The Brute— An 
Indignant Tale;” “An Anarchist—A Desperate Tale;” “The Duel—A -Military Tale,” and “II Conde—A Pathetic Tale.” 
As the sub-titles suggest, every form of human emotion sways the men and women who dominate the stories, and 
they are portrayed with that vividness and realism that has made the author famous. In the Introduction, Conrad 
explains that “The Duel,” the longest story in the collection, appeared originally in book form under the title “The 
Point of Honor,” and has been included in the present collection by the publishers at the author’s earnest request. 
So far it is his only attempt to write historical fiction, and to see it dropped out of its proper place in the present 
volume “would have been very painful to my parental feelings,” he adds. Undoubtedly the collection represents the 
author at his best, and in view of the high literary quality of all his work, it is saying much to say that he has never 
surpassed the stories herein included. 

Net, $1.25. (Doubleday, Page & Company.)

—From The Bookseller: Newsdealer and Stationer. January 1st 1915



Reading II

Dueling in France

by C. Stein

In the days when every man who had the slightest pretensions to calling himself a gentleman wore a sword, 
personal encounters were, of course, of very frequent occurrence in France. No reason was too slight to furnish 
an excuse for calling upon any man to draw and defend himself, and the clash of steel was a familiar sound at all 
public resorts for amusement, or indeed anywhere except in the most sedate assemblies. But, though duels were 
then sometimes carried out with dignity and circumstance, the greater proportion of the fights were more in the 
nature of chance medley. There were no special rules for their conduct, they were fought out at once without any 
deliberation and not infrequently either without witnesses or only in the presence of spectators who assumed 
little responsibility for fair play. Many lives were lost and much blood was shed, and the custom became a public 
reproach. Many attempts were made by kings and rulers to check dueling, but they had very little effect and that 
only temporary. When every district had its own parliament and its own code of law it was easy in most instances 
for a bloodstained man to escape from the consequences of his offence, and the affair in which he had been 
engaged generally blew over after he had been a few months in retirement. As elsewhere, towards the end of the 
eighteenth century, the necessity was felt in France for greater regularity in conducting affairs of honor, and it more 
and more became the custom to place all arrangements connected with them in the hands of temoiiis or seconds, 
who undertook that, generally speaking, combatants met under equal conditions, with equal weapons, and that 
honor might be declared satisfied after certain limits had been reached without necessarily pushing the fight to a 
fatal conclusion. It does not appear however that any definite code of dueling law was ever formulated, as was done 
in Ireland, and the actual arrangements for each meeting were left very much to the discretion of the combatants 
and their friends.

In the old Royal Army of France, before the Revolution, duels were very frequent, in fact there was a perfect 
mania for them. Officers, non-commissioned officers and men fought for the most trivial reasons. In each 
regiment there were several bretteurs, who were ever ready to challenge anyone who might be supposed to dispute 
the preeminence in the use of the small sword. The story is told of Marshal Augereau, then a sousofficier in the 
Carabiniers, that, being on leave in Paris, the celebrated fencing master Saint George saw him pass one day and 
remarked to the bystanders “ there goes one of the best swordsmen of France.” A sous-officier of dragoons named 
Belair who believed that he was de la premiere force at once wrote to Augereau and challenged him, unless Augereau 
would acknowledge Belair as his superior. This Augereau promptly declined to do, and the two had a meeting in 
the Champs-Elysees, in which he ran Belair through the body. The defeated man recovered after a time and left 
the service, but was unfortunate in life. Being reduced with his family nearly to starvation, he bethought himself 
of applying for assistance to his old opponent, who had meantime forced his way to the highest honors. Augereau 
recognised him at once, supplied him with money, sent two of his sons to school and put him into a good civil 
appointment—a kindly action on the part of the great soldier. Augereau fought many duels but the most dramatic 
was one in which he represented his regiment. At that time there sometimes existed between corps a longstanding 
quarrel, so longstanding indeed that the origin had in most cases been quite forgotten. There was a quarrel of this 
sort between the carabiniers and the gendarmes of Luneville, and, when the two regiments met at Compiegne, 
they at once wished to show that they were not less ready to fight than their predecessors, and there was every 



probability of a succession of bloody encounters. The senior officers felt that they had no power altogether to stop 
an inveterate custom, but, in order to prevent too much bloodshed, they managed to arrange that there should 
only be one duel, each of the regiments to be represented by its chosen champion. Augereau was selected to 
represent the carabiniers, and his adversary from the gendarmes was a first-rate fencer, a duellist by profession, 
who had on the two previous days killed two sergeants of the Gardes Francaises. A pretext for fighting had to be 
found and Augereau betook himself to a cafi where this bully was to be met, and seated himself at a table to await 
his arrival. The gendarme arrived and, as soon as the champion of the carabiniers was pointed out to him, he sat 
down insolently on Augereau’s table, with his back close to Augereau’s face. Augereau had just been served with 
some coffee and he carefully poured the boiling liquid into the slit at the back of the gendarme’s leather breeches. 
This was sufficient and more than sufficient, and the champions went at once to the fighting ground, followed by 
a crowd of their comrades. On their way, the ferocious gendarme, thinking to cow the man whom he considered 
as already his victim, asked him facetiously ‘‘ Do you wish to be buried in the town or in the country?” “I prefer 
the country,” replied Augereau, “ I have always loved fresh air.” “Well,” said the gendarme, addressing his second, 
“you can lay this gentleman beside the two whom I finished yesterday and the day before.” This bombast made 
no impression on Augereau and the duel began. The gendarme had met his match and, losing his head because 
his first attacks were coolly and scientifically foiled, tried to force the fighting. Augereau remained unmoved and, 
profiting by his adversary’s violence, passed his sword through him, saying “You, at any rate, shall be buried in the 
country.”

Duels continued during the Consulate and the Empire and, despite Napoleon’s stern edicts against them, they 
were nearly as frequent as at an earlier date. Napoleon himself was deceived on one occasion as to a duel and its 
results. Among several officers of marked gallantry who had been recommended for “the cross,” was one with an 
empty sleeve. The Emperor, according to his custom, enquired of each what were his claims to distinction, and, 
coming to the one-armed man, asked him where he had been wounded. “Sire, I left my arm at Ulm” was the reply. 
“The cross is granted,” said the Emperor, little knowing that, however otherwise deserving the officer might be, he 
had not lost his arm in action but in a duel fought at Ulm. If he had known the real facts, he would certainly not 
have been so gracious.

Young soldiers in the Imperial army were generally called upon by their older comrades to give proof of 
their spirit before they could take an assured position in their corps. Sometimes these encounters were checked 
as soon as the tyro had shown that he possessed necessary pluck; sometimes they were pushed to extremities. 
Capitaine Coignet tells how he was induced to seek a quarrel in his early days of soldiering and found himself on 
the ground. He had made a vigorous attack upon his adversary, when his second, an old maitre d’armes, struck up 
the contending swords and told the combatants to embrace. After this trial he was “reconnu pour tin bon grenadier.” 
Commandant Parquin’s first duel was more serious. He had been very early made a corporal, and, having found 
fault with an old soldier, he was promptly invited to prove that he was the better man of the two. Of course Parquin 
should have punished the man for insolence, but he considered it better as an untried youngster to accept the 
challenge. Unfortunately for him, though he wounded his man, he also was badly hurt and spent six weeks in 
hospital, but he gained the reputation of being “un crane,” with whom no liberties could be taken.

Augereau has been mentioned as a duellist, but his duels ceased when he was promoted from the ranks. Some 
of the most distinguished of Napoleon’s officers, however, continued to show a thirst for blood during their whole 
service. General Fournier Sarloveze bore an evil reputation till his death, and though a brilliant cavalry leader, he 
was even in the French army little liked or trusted. He was an extraordinary pistol shot and swordsman and thus 
entered upon every combat with all the chances in his favour. His cold-blooded ferocity was something to shudder 



at. It was currently reported that in a duel with a very young officer whom he had insulted, Fournier lost the toss for 
first shot and, after his adversary had fired, finding himself untouched, he deliberately walked up to the young man 
and, saying “Je plains ta mere,” shot him dead. General Junot was considered to be the best pistol shot in France, 
but he was engaged in very few affairs. He was of a kindly nature, provoking nobody, and probably his shooting 
reputation made other people somewhat loath to provoke him.

Count Montrond was a personage well-known in the best society even before the First Revolution. Under 
Napoleon he was employed in several missions that required address, perhaps not burdened with a too delicate 
sense of honor, and later he visited England and was received at the best clubs and indeed by the Duke of York. He 
was an inveterate gambler and, though the fact was never brought home to him, he was supposed often to correct 
fortune. In his youth, at the court of Marie Antoinette, an officer of the Guards, a certain Mons. de Champagne 
who was playing cards with him said, “Sir, you are cheating.” Montrond threw the cards in Champagne’s face and 
said with the complete coolness which he always preserved “ Very possibly, but I don’t choose that any one should 
tell me so.” They fought the next day and Montrond was severely wounded and laid up for some months. As soon 
as he recovered he again called out

Mons. de Champagne and on this second occasion, though again himself severely wounded, he managed to 
kill his man. So much determination to avenge any question of his personal honor proved that he was a dangerous 
man to interfere with, and people were very chary of taking notice of his very suspicious luck at cards. Talleyrand 
said of him “// vit sur son mort.” 

Dueling has been carried far in France, much farther in fact than in any other European country, for there it 
has not been confined to men alone, but the fair sex have also, it is said, asserted their right to settle their quarrels 
at the rapier’s point. Not content with practising fencing, which is perhaps hardly a womanly form of exercise, 
they have wished to utilise their skill in a practical manner. We have all seen in London shop-windows two prints 
“Before” and “After the duel,” representing this phase of Parisian life. Whether they were really true to fact is not 
for us to say, but certainly there have been reports that such incidents have occurred. If ladies have met with 
deadly weapons in their hands, however, within the last quarter of a century they have done nothing original, for 
it is recorded that Madame Lasalle, the mother of Napoleon’s most famous cavalry general, killed at Wagram, who 
was one of the most beautiful and fascinating ladies at Metz, was confined in a convent by a lettre de cachet on the 
application of her husband, because she had fought a duel with another lady as a consequence of some rivalry in 
a love affair. We may perhaps believe that the spirited dame was put under mild restraint by her husband, not so 
much on account of the duel as on account of the love affair.

On more than one occasion it was proved that in the armies of France and her enemies the customs of the days 
of chivalry were not forgotten and individual champions from opposing armies fought in view of their comrades. 
A case in point happened during Moreau’s famous retreat through the Black Forest. In the army of Archduke 
Charles there was a particularly formidable and efficient corps of hussars commanded by Colonel Schwartz, a well-
known swordsman. In many encounters with the 20th Chasseurs a cheval the Austrian hussars had suffered from 
the undaunted courage and skill in arms of Capitaine Kermann, an Alsatian officer. One day, when the French and 
Austrians were within a short distance of each other, Colonel Schwartz was seized with the desire to measure his 
strength with the gallant Frenchman of whose deeds he had so often heard, and, riding out in front of his regiment 
“en parlementain,” he challenged Kermann to single combat with the sabre. He was told that unfortunately Kermann 
had been on the previous day wounded in the right arm and was then in hospital. As Schwartz was turning his 
horse away, a non-commissioned officer named Popineau, who belonged to Kermann’s squadron, galloped from 
the French ranks and said to the Austrian “My captain will infinitely regret that his wound prevents him from 



having the pleasure of accepting your invitation, but, if you will meet me, I am quite ready to take his place.” “Your 
audacity pleases me,” replied Schwartz, drawing his sword, and the two combatants began a furious encounter, 
while both armies looked on. Unfortunately for Schwartz, he found he had to do with the best maitre d’armes in 
the chasseurs, and, while his attack was coolly parried, he received in return a severe cut across the face. “Go to 
the ambulance, Colonel, and get yourself cured,” said Popineau, “and when you have recovered I will give you your 
revenge on foot in front of your regiment, or I will kill you to teach you manners.” For this and other gallant deeds, 
Popineau was awarded a carbine of honor, the only available reward before the Emperor instituted the Legion of 
Honor. A carbine of honor in the cavalry and a musket of honor in the infantry were accompanied with double 
pay and other privileges.

Even boys at school had their duels and, as they wore no swords, they were obliged to have recourse to improvised 
weapons. Baron Marbot tells how his brother died from the effects of a wound received in one of these duels. He 
had conceived it necessary to fight with one of his schoolfellows at the Ecole Militaire de Fontainebleau, and the 
weapons used were the limbs of compasses fastened on to walking sticks. Young Marbot was run through the arm, 
but would probably have recovered, had not the Emperor paid a visit of inspection to the school. The poor boy did 
not wish to acknowledge his injury, and carried a heavy musket throughout the day under the broiling sun. His 
wound was aggravated and he died from its effects. Robert Louis Stevenson makes the plot of his delightful novel 
“St. Ives” turn upon the fatal result of a duel fought between two French prisoners of war in Edinburgh Castle, 
when the weapons employed were the blades of scissors fastened to sticks. The same idea in finding a substitute 
for more legitimate deadly weapons has often been adopted and, even in our own day, the favourite weapon of a 
West Indian negro in a riot is a razor fastened to a stick. It was for this reason that the soldiers in our West Indian 
regiments were not for a long time, and possibly are not even now, allowed to possess razors, so that they should 
not be able to arm themselves if they became excited.

Readers of Charles Lever’s novels, and it is to be feared that they are not as numerous in the present generation 
as they were in the last, will remember the many dueling stories that he lays in French scenes. It may be thought 
that he has drawn upon his vivid imagination for many of these exciting incidents, but every one of them is literally 
true to fact both in the facility with which they came about and in the characteristics of the encounters. And here 
it may be permitted to remark en passant how very correct is the impression of the life of the period he portrays 
which is given by Lever. Of course he combines his incidents in a somewhat improbable manner, a privilege of all 
novelists, but there is not a single incident in any of his books that may not be paralleled from the records of real 
life, and indeed many of them are the stories of real incidents very slightly disguised. He has told what a number 
of duels were fought after the restoration of the Bourbons between the Royal officers and the officers of the old 
Imperial army, and he has not painted the manners of the time in any too lurid colors. Duels were fought for the 
most frivolous causes; if one man looked at another it was enough, cards were exchanged and a deadly meeting 
followed the next morning, and very often even so much decent delay was not allowed, but the affair came off 
at once in the daytime and sometimes even at night. The story of a retort made by an officer of the King’s Swiss 
Guards to a provocative Frenchman has often been told, but it may bear repetition as illustrating the feelings of the 
time. The Swiss was quietly eating an ice at Tortoni’s cafe, when the Frenchman, bent on insult, suddenly addressed 
him: “I would not, like you, serve any country for the sake of money—Frenchmen only serve to gain honor.” “Very 
true,” replied the Swiss, “we both of us serve in order to acquire what we do not possess.” A duel was inevitable, 
and was fought at once with swords by the light of the street lamps. The Frenchman was run through the body, but 
fortunately his wound was not fatal. It was, very naturally, considered to be in the highest degree dishonorable to 
wear any form of protection in an affair of honor. In a duel with swords the combatants generally stripped to their 



shirts in order to show that they wore nothing that could turn a sword’s point; but when pistols were used it was 
left to personal honor (not always to be depended upon) that a man should only wear his ordinary clothes without 
any additional safeguard. In “Charles O’Malley” Lever tells of the consternation among English officers when a 
duellist is found to be wearing “a vest of chain-mail armour fitting close to the skin and completely pistol proof.” 
And this was paralleled in real life in a duel fought by Admiral Baron de la Susse in 1816, when he was a young man 
very popular in society. At a ball given in the Faubourg St. Honore, de la Susse accidentally, when waltzing, came 
in contact with a looker-on who exclaimed “Such clumsy people should not be allowed to waltz.” An exchange of 
cards followed, and the gentlemen met the next day in the Bois de Boulogne. La Susse’s adversary won the toss and 
fired deliberately, but without effect. La Susse then fired in turn and his adversary fell. The seconds rushed up to 
render assistance, when much to their astonishment, they found that the bullet had only struck a concealed cuirass. 
La Susse invited the fallen hero to get up, as if he intended to have another shot at him, but contented himself with 
a kick on a spot where the cuirass was not. The kick was received without remonstrance and the matter ended.

The maitres d’amies in the French army have been mentioned. They were the fencing masters of their corps, and 
were to be found not only in cavalry who were armed with the sword, but also in infantry; for fencing, if only as a 
useful kind of physical exercise, has always been taught in the French army. There was some small additional pay 
attached to their position, but their best profits were gained from the fees which they received from their pupils. 
The maitres d’armcs were, and it is understood still are, very fine swordsmen and most excellent instructors. In 
the old days of the French army however, the maitres d’armcs were generally inveterate duelists. Their very skill 
tempted them to pit themselves against rival professors, and their pride was to prove practically that they were 
invincible. Lever, in “Tom Burke,” sketches the character admirably in Francois the voltigeur maitre d’armes:—

“‘How many duels, Francois, did you tell us the other evening that you fought in the 22nd?’
“‘Seventy-eight,’ replied the little man, “Not to speak of two affairs, which, I am ashamed to confess, were with 

the broadsword; but they were fellows from Alsace, and they knew no better.’“ And again, describing the way of 
getting up a quarrel:—

“Little Piccotin knew how to treat such as well as any one. Methinks I see him approaching his man with a 
slide and a bow, and then taking off his cap, I hear him say in his mildest tone,’ Monsieur assuredly did not intend 
that stare and that grimace for me. I know I must have deceived myself; monsieur is only a fool; he never meant 
to be impertinent.’ Then, parbleu, what a storm would come on, and how cool Piccotin the whole time— how 
scrupulously timid he would be of misspelling the gentleman’s name, or misplacing an accent over it. How delicately 
he would enquire his address, as if the curiosity was only pardonable; and then with what courtesy he would take 
his leave, retiring half-a-dozen paces before he ventured to turn his back on the man he was determined to kill 
next morning.” And yet these men were gallant soldiers who were among the many who fought well for France and 
contributed not a little to her immense military glory, and it is possible that the recklessness of life, the result of the 
duels that they did so much to encourage, may have had some influence in stimulating the many acts of military 
devotion which are recorded in French history.

A characteristic of many of what may be called professional duelists in France must not be passed unnoticed—
their swagger and bravado on the ground. They no doubt hoped and expected that they would shake the nerves of 
their opponents, besides encouraging themselves by the thoughts of their own prowess. The conduct of Augereau’s 
antagonist in his most famous duel has been noticed. Then there is the story of an English officer in the Army 
of occupation who had been grossly insulted by a French colonel. When he came on the ground, to fight the 
necessary duel, accompanied by his second, he found the colonel boasting of the number of officers of all nations 
whom he had killed and saying” to make the list complete I will now kill an Englishman.” While the ground was 



being measured the Colonel turned to his adversary and went on, “ My little man, you will soon be finished with, 
for I shoot particularly straight.” “I don’t shoot so very badly myself ” coolly replied the English officer as he took 
his place. The signal to fire was given, and the colonel’s bullet passed through the Englishman’s whiskers, while he 
himself fell dead without a groan, a bullet in his heart.

—from Baily’s Magazine of Sport’s and Pastimes. Volume LXXX. 1903. This popular sporting magazine ran from 
1860 to 1926. Subjects as diverse as the solider as sportsman to how to mange foxes were addressed. As to this article’s 
author, C. Stein, we were unable to obtain any biographical information.



Napoleon On The Battlefield of Preussisch-Eylau by Jean-Antoine Gros (1771–1835).



The History of Conrad’s Duel: Dupont vs. Fournier

But of all the duels on record, that between two officers of the French army, named Fournier and Dupont, is the 
most remarkable. It began in 1794 and ended in 1813, having lasted nineteen years. It originated at Strasbourg, 
where Fournier had challenged and killed a young man named Blum. Great indignation was felt against him in the 
city; so much so, indeed, that General Moreau, giving a ball’ at his quarters on the day of Blum’s funeral, thought it 
advisable to exclude Fournier: accordingly he gave the necessary directions to his aide-de-camp, Captain Dupont. 
In the course of the evening, Fournier presented himself, but was refused admittance by Dupont. The consequence 
was a challenge to the latter from Fournier. They met and fought with swords, and Fournier was severely wounded, 
but he exclaimed as he fell, “That’s the first touch,” and promised Dupont that he would soon have another. In a 
month he got well: they fought again, and this time Dupont was grievously wounded, exclaiming as he fell, “That’s 
the second touch: as soon as possible for the finish.” When Dupont recovered, they fought again, and both parties 
were slightly wounded. They then drew up a formal agreement to fight whenever they were within a hundred 
miles of each other, each party to go half-way, unless prevented by the exigencies of the service. They crossed 
swords frequently pursuant to this agreement, but never seriously injured each other; and they always shook hands 
before fighting. They also corresponded amicably. At length they were both made generals and sent to Switzerland. 
Dupont arrived late at night at a little village where there was no inn: not a light to be seen, except at the window 
of a small cottage. He went to it and knocked, and the door was opened by Fournier. They at once drew their 
swords and set to, conversing amicably as they fought. Dupont presently drove his sword through Fournier’s neck 
and pinned him to the wall, and would have held him there till he capitulated, but that some officers, hearing the 
scuffle, came in and separated them. Fournier recovered from the wound. Sometime afterward, Dupont thought 
of marrying, but the obstacle to his doing so was his agreement with Fournier. How was he to get rid of it? He 
resolved to go to Fournier, state the case and ask him to settle the business with pistols. Fournier, being one of the 
most extraordinary shots ever known, was astonished, and asked Dupont if he was mad; but the latter proposed 
that they should go into a little wood near Neuilly, armed each with a pair of horse-pistols, and having gone out 
of sight of each other, they should track each other as they best could, and fire at convenience. This having been 
agreed to, they adjourned to the wood and separated. After much dodging, they caught sight of each other behind 
two trees. To stir was certain death to either; so, after waiting a few minutes, Dupont raised the tail of his coat as if 
stooping down. Instantly a ball from Fournier passed through it. Soon after this Dupont held out his hat with his 
right hand and presented his barrel, as though taking aim. The second ball from Fournier went through the hat. 
Dupont now stepped forward with both pistols cocked, and told Fournier that he would not take his life, but that 
he must never cross his path again, for if he did he (Dupont) should claim the right of putting his two bullets into 
his (Fournier’s) brains.

And thus ended this long-protracted affair. Surely, none but Frenchmen would have carried on such a tragi-
comedy for so long a time.

—from “The Satisfaction Usual Among Gentlemen” by Joseph J. Reed in Lippincott’s Magazine of Literature, Science 
and Education from 1869. Though the actual number of duels is disputed, most historians agree that the two men 
fought over thirty times, culminating in the pistol duel that is famously depicted in Conrad’s novella and the Ridley 
Scott film, The Duellists. Joseph J. Reed was a historian and journalist.

The real names of the men that Conrad based his fictional Feraud and D’Hubert on were François Louis Fournier 
Sarlovèze (1773–1827) and Pierre Dupont de l’Étang (1765–1840).



Illustration: General François Louis Fournier Sarlovèze by Antoine-Jean Gros (1771–1835). The historical basis 
for Feraud.



The Duelist’s Supplement

The Code Duello: 

A Diverse Anthology for Personal Use

Pistol duel between Francois Dubois and Charles-Augustin Sainte-Beuve, 1830.



The Viking Holmganga

“What kind of duel dost thou wish us to have,” asked Ketil of Ivar, “the Holmganga or the Einvigi? Thou art the 
challenged man, and thou has the right to choose which of the two thou wilt have.”

Ivar answered: “I choose the Holmganga, for there is more honor and fame in this than in the other; and when 
I left Gotland for Upsalir, to participate in the games, it was to win more fame than I had before. There are two 
alternatives before me: the one, to get bravely the victory in fighting against thee; the other, to fall with valor; and 
that is better than to live with shame and dishonor.”

“But,” said Ketil, “why dost thou choose the Holmganga instead of the Einvingi? Thou art young and 
inexperienced, and in the Holmganga there are difficult rules, but none in the Einvingi.”

Ivar answered: “I shall not fight better in the Einvigi, and I will risk the Holmganga, and in all be on equal 
footing with thee. Though much younger than thyself, and of less experience, I am not afraid of the Holmganga 
rules. I have handled the sword many a time, though I have never done so in a duel. My foster-father taught me 
well its use, and the rules of dueling also.”

Then the laws of the Holmganga were recited by Sigurd, this being obligatory before a duel took place.
“This is,” said he, “the Holmganga law: The cloak must be ten feet from one end to the other, with loops in the 

corners, and in these pegs must be put down. The one who makes the preparations must go towards the pegs, hold 
his earlobes, and, bending over, stand with his feet apart, seeing the sky between them. Three squares each one 
foot wide, must be marked around the cloak. Outside the squares must be placed four poles, called hazel poles. The 
place is called a hazelled field when it is prepared thus. Each man must have three shields, and when these are made 
useless he must stand upon the cloak, and thereafter defend himself with his weapons. He who has been challenged 
is to strike first. If one is wounded so that the blood falls upon the cloak, he is not obliged to fight any longer. If 
either steps with one of his feet outside the boundary, it is held that he has retreated; and if he steps outside with 
both feet, he is held to have fled, and is accounted vanquished.

“Have you, Ketil and Ivar, taken heed of the Holmganga law which I have just recited to you?” asked Sigurd in 
conclusion.

“Thou hast recited well and correctly the laws of the Holmganga, Sigurd,” replied Ivar.
As customary in the Holmganga, one man held the shield before each of the combatants. The one who received 

most wounds was to pay an indemnity for being released from the fight, for it was the law of the Holmganga that if 
he who challenged another man, in order to get something, gained the victory, he should have the prize for which 
he had challenged; if he was defeated, he should release himself with as much property as had been agreed upon; 
if he fell, he should forfeit all his property, and he who killed him was to take all the inheritance.

It was the custom of duelists not to draw their swords on the place of the Holmganga, but let the sword hang 
on the arm, so that it should be ready at once, when wanted. At the outset Ketil said to Ivar: “It seems to me that 
the sword that thou carries is longer than the laws of the Holmganga allow.”

“Thou canst measure my sword,” replied Ivar, “and thou wilt find that it is of the proper length, and according 
to the regulation.”

Then Ivar said to Hjalmar: “Foster-brother, thou must hold the shield before me.”
Hjalmar replied: “I have done that for no one before, my beloved foster-brother. Rather ask me to go into 

Holmganga against Ketil, for I am afraid thou risketh too much. I do not want to part from thee, and hope the 
Nornir have fated us to die the same day.”

Ivar thanked his foster-brother, but said that what he asked could not be granted.



Hjalmar answered: “In case of the death, none of us would go back unless thou art avenged, for we foster-
brothers have sworn to avenge each other’s death.”

Then he advanced towards Ivar, and took the three shields that he was to hold before him, and handed two of 
them to Sigurd and Sigmund; then he said to Ivar: “Foster-brother, let us hope that victory will be thine; but thou 
hast to fight against one of the greatest champions of our land, a man very skilled in the handling of the sword and 
of the axe.”

“Now it is better to stand by one’s word, and not to be the first to ask for peace,” Ketil said.
“Thou art right,” replied Ivar. Then he sang: “Lovely maid of Svithjod, today I fight for thee; I will come to thee 

victorious, Randalin; today Ketil will die.”
Ketil began to shout fiercely, and the berserk frenzy came upon him. He bit the rim of his shield, and looked 

like a wild beast; foam came from his moth, but after a while he became himself again.
Ivar and Ketil, after shaking hands, went inside the boundaries of the dueling place, and placed themselves on 

the squares that were marked on the cloak.
First Ivar sang: “Thou, Ketil, wilt today lodge with Odin.”
And Ketil sang back: “I do not put my trust in Odin, but before night though, Ivar, wilt be among the dead.”
Hjalmar held the shield of Ivar, and Bodmod that of Ketil, his father. Ivar had the sword Hrotti, and when 

it struck Ketil’s shield, it was as if lightning came from it. Ketil, seeing the sparks said: I should not have fought 
against thee if I had known that thou hadst Hrotti with thee. It is most likely, as my father said, that we brothers are 
to be short-lived, except the one of us who is named after him.”

Heedless of this complaint, Ivar struck at Ketil’s sheild, and dealt blow after blow so quickly, that Ketil could 
not strike him, having to shelter himself behind his shield-bearer; then Ivar drew back to get room to wield his 
sword and aim a blow at Ketil, but Ketil was too quick for him, and Ivar’s shield was cut asunder. New shields were 
provided, and these were equally cut to pieces. Each side had now spoiled two shields, both combatants had only 
one shield left, and the fight was to be decisive.

Thus followed the fiercest of combats. Ketil sang: “There is courage in Ketil. My sword Hviting is sharp; it will 
belie the word of Odin. I tell thee, Ivar, it is unsafe to trust him; use thy arms and hands well before we part, for 
soon thou art to fall.”

Ivar replied: “Soon, Ketil, wilt thou fall to the ground.”
Here Ketil drew back with a swift motion, to wield his sword more easily, and deal a death blow at Ivar. But 

Ivar sprang towards him just at this instant, and struck him a blow which almost cleft his shoulder in two, and he 
staggered outside the mark, and fell mortally wounded.

Thereupon Ketil died, having fought and fallen valiantly. According to ancient custom, a large bull was led 
forward, and sacrificed by Ivar as the victor.

Ivar then went back to Dampstadir, and the Sviar to Upsalir to tell Randalin of the great victory of Ivar, who on 
account of his deed obtained still greater renown than before.

—From Ivar The Viking by Paul du Chailu (1835—1903). The French-American traveler and anthropologist, du 
Chailu, wrote his Viking era novel using primary sources, with the purpose of accurately describing Norse culture. 

The two forms of dueling described above are very different from each other:
Einvigi is a combat duel involving choice of any weapon, on any type of terrain and there are no rules governing 

its conduct. Einvigi is essentially a glorified brawl with weapons meant to settle disputes.
Holmganga, or “Island walk,” is governed by a series of rules and provisions that set it somewhat apart from both 



a typical code duello (which dealt primarily with “points of honor”) and the more traditional trial by combat that 
originated with the Norse’s Germanic ancestors. The Holmganga was used to settle disputes about property as well 
as insults or betrayals. The term literally translates as “To walk on an island,” which probably denotes its origins of 
being held on islands. Since these were typically fatal affairs, the geographic constraints of an island made it the perfect 
dueling ground. Two men would go onto the island and only one would come off. The use of a large ox hide or “cloak” 
as the physical parameters of the contest, as described in Ivar The Viking, replaced the island in later instances of 
Holmganga, or when an island was not readily available.



Egill Skallagrimsson engaging in Holmganga with Berg-Önundr, painting by Johannes Flintoe (1787–1870).



The French Code Duello

The French admit three sorts of offenses: 

First. A simple offense.  
Second. An offense of an insulting nature. 
Third. An offense with personal acts of violence. 

In these cases they have established the following rules, which, indeed, so long as dueling is tolerated, may be 
considered most judicious, and such as should regulate the arrangement of all quarrels.

Rule 1. If, in the course of a discussion, an offense is offered, the person who has been offended is the injured party. 
If this injury is followed by a blow, unquestionably the party that has been struck is the injured one. To return 
one blow by another of a more serious nature severely wounding, for instance, after a slap in the face does not 
constitute the person who received the second blow, however severe it may have been, the party originally insulted. 
In this case, satisfaction may be demanded by the party that was first struck. Such a case must be referred to the 
chances of a meeting. 

Rule 2. If an insult follows an impolite expression, if the aggressor considers himself offended, or if the person who 
has received the insult considers himself insulted, the case must also be referred to a meeting. 

Rule 3. If, in the course of a discussion, during which the rules of politeness have not been transgressed, but in 
consequence of which, expressions have been made use of which induce one of the party to consider himself 
offended, the man who demands satisfaction cannot be considered the aggressor, or the person who gives it the 
offender. This case must be submitted to the trial of chance. 

Rule 4. But if a man sends a message without a sufficient cause, in this case he becomes the aggressor; and the 
seconds, before they allow a meeting to take place, must insist upon a sufficient reason being manifestly shown. 

Rule 5. A son may espouse the cause of his father, if he is too aged to resent an insult, or if the age of the aggressor 
is of great disparity; but a son cannot espouse the quarrel of his father if he has been the aggressor. 

Rule 6. There are offenses of such a galling nature, that they may lead the insulted party to have recourse to acts of 
violence. Such acts ought invariably to be avoided, as they can only tend to mortal combat. 

Rule 7. The offended party has the choice of arms. (This is a point of such vital importance, that it is impossible to 
be too careful in ascertaining, coolly and deliberately, from which of the parties the insult originated. To name a 
duel, refers to time and place.)

Rule 8. When the offense has been of a degrading nature, the offended has the right to name both the arms and 
the duel. 

Rule 9. When the offense has been attended by acts of violence, the offended party has the right to name his duel, 
his arms, the distance, and may insist upon the aggressor not using his own arms, to which he may have become 
accustomed by practice; but in this case the offended party must also use weapons in which he is not practiced. 

Rule 10. There are only three legal arms; the sword, the saber, the pistol. The saber may be refused even by the 
aggressor, especially if he is a retired officer; but it may be always objected to by a civilian. 



Rule 11. When a challenge is sent, or a meeting demanded, the parties have a mutual right to the name and address 
of each other.

Rule 12. The parties should immediately after seek their seconds, sending to each other the names and addresses 
of their seconds. (This is a point of great importance. It sometimes happens that a man who has insulted another 
will select as his second some notorious ruffian, who will, to use the common expression, “fix a quarrel” on him, 
and endeavor to fight for his principal. Not long ago a fellow advertised himself in the public papers to fight for any 
person who might require his services.-Millingen.)

Rule 13. Honor can never be compromised by the offending party admitting that they were in the wrong. If the 
apology of the offending party is deemed sufficient by the seconds of the offended; if the seconds express their 
satisfaction, and are ready to affirm this opinion in writing; or if the offender has tendered a written apology, 
considered of a satisfactory nature; in such a case the party that offers to apologize ceases to be the offender; and 
if his adversary persists, the arms must be decided by drawing lots. However, no apology can be received after 
a blow. An amicable arrangement of a quarrel should take place before the parties meet on the ground, unless 
circumstances prevent a prior interview. Howbeit, if when upon the ground, and even when armed, one of the 
parties thinks proper to apologize, and the seconds of the offended party are satisfied, it is only the party that 
tenders the apology upon whom any future unfavorable reflections can be cast. 

Rule 14. If the seconds of the offending party come to the ground with an apology, instead of bringing forward 
their principal, it is only to them that blame can be attached, as the honor of their principal was placed in their 
hands. 

Rule 15. No challenge can be sent by collective parties. If anybody or society of men have received an insult, they 
can only send an individual belonging to it, to demand satisfaction. A message collectively sent may be refused; 
but the challenged party may select an antagonist, or leave the nomination to chance. 

Rule 16. All duels should take place during the forty-eight hours that have succeeded the offense, unless it is 
otherwise stipulated by the seconds. (This rule is of importance. Forty-eight hours may be considered a fair time to 
reflect upon the painful necessity of a hostile meeting; and there is, in general, reason to suppose that a challenge, 
sent long after a provocation, has been the result of the interference of busy friends.-Millingen.)

Rule 17. In a duel with pistol or saber, two seconds to each combatant are indispensable; one will suffice when the 
sword is used. 

Rule 18. It is the duty of the seconds to decide upon the necessity of the duel, and to state their opinions to their 
principals. After having consulted with them in such a manner as not to allow any chance of avoiding a duel to 
escape, they must again meet, and exert their best endeavors to settle the business amicably. If they fail in this 
attempt, they must then decide upon arms, time, place, distance, and mode of fighting; and at the same time they 
must endeavor to come to some arrangement regarding any difficulties that might arise, when the parties are on 
the ground. 

Rule 19. Seconds are not witnesses; and each second should have a witness. 

Rule 20. No second or witness shall become a principal on the spot. Any insult received by them constitutes a fresh 
offense. 



Rule 21. The seconds should not remain more than ten minutes on the ground without a combat. 

Rule 22. The seconds in a duel with swords, may request that the offended party shall be allowed to ward off a lunge 
with the left hand. This, however, may be refused by the seconds of the aggressor.

Rule 23. The seconds of the aggressor may, if they think proper, refuse to fire by signal, if the aggressor had not 
struck his antagonist. 

Rule 24. The seconds must determine whether the combatants in sword duels shall be allowed to take breath. 

Rule 25. The seconds will also decide (without acquainting their principals of this decision), whether the parties 
are to be separated after the first wound. In this arrangement they will be guided by the nature of the quarrel. 

Rule 26. They will also decide whether a fencing-glove, or any other article to wrap round the hand, is to be 
allowed; a string (Sword-knot.) or common glove, are always allowed.

Rule 27. The seconds are never to let their principals know that they are of opinion that the nature of the insult 
received is such as to render a mortal combat necessary. 

Rule 28. The seconds may refuse the sword, if the principal is unable to use it from any infirmity, unless the 
offended party has received a personal injury. 

Rule 29. The second of a person blind of one eye, may object to the pistol, unless the aggressor has struck him. 

Rule 30. The sword or saber may be declined by the seconds of a person with only one leg or arm. 

Rule 31. The seconds of a young man shall not allow him to fight an adversary above sixty years of age, unless this 
adversary had struck him; and in this case his challenge must be accepted in writing. His refusal to comply with 
this rule is tantamount to a refusal to give satisfaction, and the young man’s honor is thereby satisfied. 

Rule 32. If any unfair occurrence takes place in a duel, it is the duty of the seconds to commit the circumstance to 
paper, and follow it up before the competent tribunals, when they are bound in honor to give true evidence. 

Rule 33. It is the ditty of seconds to separate the combatants the very moment that the stipulated rules are 
transgressed. 

Rule 34. A father, a brother, a son, or any relative in the first degree, cannot serve as a second fox or against his 
relative. 

Rule 35. In sword duels the seconds will mark the standing-spot of each combatant, leaving a distance of two feet 
between the points of their weapons. The standing ground to be drawn for by lots. 

Rule 36. The swords must be measured to ascertain that they are of equal length; in no instance must a sword with 
a sharp edge or a notch be allowed. 

Rule 37. The combatants will be requested to throw off their coats, and to lay bare their breasts, to show that they 
do not wear any defense that could ward off a thrust. A refusal to submit to this proposal is to be considered a 
refusal to fight. 

Rule 38. The offended party can always use his own weapons, if they are considered of a description fitting the 



combat. If, on comparing arms, the swords should be found to differ, the choice must be decided by chance, unless 
the disproportion is of a material nature. 

Rule 39. When the hand is wrapped up in a handkerchief, an end of it is not allowed to hang down. Should the 
party refuse to draw it up, the seconds may insist that he throws it off altogether, and is only allowed a sword knot. 
If fencing gloves are allowed, and one party declines their use, the other is not to be deprived of them; but if only 
one glove has been brought to the ground, it cannot be used. 

Rule 40. When the combatants are on the ground, the seconds are to explain to them all the stipulated arrangements, 
that they may not deviate from them on plea of ignorance. This being done, the signal of attack is given in the word 
“Allez”; but if before this signal the parties have already crossed swords, the signal is not necessary; but the first 
who advanced without it is liable to censure. 

Rule 41. The seconds shall hold a sword or a cane, bearing the point downward, and, standing close to each 
combatant, be prepared to stop the combat the moment that the rules agreed upon are transgressed. 

Rule 42. Unless previously stipulated, neither of the combatants shall be allowed to turn off the sword of his 
adversary with the left hand; should a combatant persist in thus using his left hand, the seconds of his adversary 
may insist that the hand shall be confined behind his back. 

Rule 43. In a sword duel the combatants are allowed to raise themselves, to stoop, to vault to the right or to the 
left, and turn round each other. 

Rule 44. When one of the combatants exclaims that he is wounded, or a wound is perceived by his second, the 
combat is to be stopped. With the consent of the wounded man the combat may be renewed. 

Rule 45. If the wounded man, although the combat is ordered to be stopped, shall continue to press upon his 
adversary with precipitation; this act is tantamount to his desire to continue the conflict, but he must be stopped 
and reprimanded. If, under similar circumstances, the combatant that is not wounded continues to press on his 
antagonist, although ordered to stop by the seconds, he must be immediately checked by them, and considered as 
having infringed the stipulated rules. 

Rule 46. When a second raises his sword or cane, it must be considered as the signal to stop; in such cases, the 
other second shall cry out “stop,” when the parties must recede one step, still remaining in guard. 

Rule 47. In pistol duels, the nearest distance should be fifteen paces. The sight of the pistol should be fixed, and not 
more than fifteen lines difference be allowed in the length of the barrel. It is also desirable that the barrel should 
not be rifled, and that the pistols should be of a similar description. 

Rule 48. The stand of each combatant to be decided by lot. 

Rule 49. It is desirable that the same pair of pistols be used by both parties. 

Rule 50. The seconds shall load the pistol with most scrupulous care, and in the presence of each other. If one pair 
of pistols is used, each second will use a similar charge, by allowing the other to try the charge with a ramrod, or 
by loading in the presence of four witnesses.* (* “The trial by ramrod is an uncertain mode, as the depth of the 
charge will vary according to the wadding; a regular powder measure is the only method that cause cure a fair 
proceeding,” etc .Millingen.)



Rule 51. The combatants must be placed on the ground by their respective seconds; if thirty-five paces have been 
fixed upon, the offended party has the right to the first fire; if only fifteen paces are marked, the first fire must be 
decided by drawing lots. 

Rule 52. The seconds have a right to ascertain that the principals do not carry any defense about their persons. A 
refusal to submit to this examination is to be considered as a refusal to fight. 

Rule 53. The seconds of both parties shall stand together; having taken their ground, they first command, “Make 
ready,” which is followed by the word “ Fire.” 

Rule 54. A miss-fire is considered a shot, unless stipulation to the contrary has been made. 

Rule 55. If one of the party is wounded, he may fire upon his antagonist, but not after the expiration of two minutes. 

Rule 56. When both parties have fired without effect, the pistols are to be re-loaded, in the same manner as before.

Rule 57. In the pistol duel d’volonte, the seconds are to mark out the ground, at a distance of thirty-five to forty 
paces; two lines are then to be traced between these two distances, leaving an interval of from twenty to fifteen 
paces, thus each combatant can advance ten paces. 

Rule 58. The ground being taken, one of the seconds, drawn by lot, gives the word, “March.” 

Rule 59. The combatants then advance upon each other, if they think proper, holding their pistols vertically while 
advancing; but they may level the weapons and take aim on halting, although they may not fire at the time, but 
continue to march on unto the line of separation, marked with a cane, or a handkerchief, where they must stop 
and fire. But, although one of the parties may thus advance to the limits, his antagonist is not obliged to move on, 
whether he has received the fire of his antagonist, or reserved his own. 

Rule 60. The moment one of the combatants has fired, he must halt upon the spot, and stand firmly, to receive the 
fire of his adversary, who is not, however, allowed more than one minute to advance and fire, or to fire from the 
ground he stands on. 

Rule 61. The wounded party is allowed one minute to fire upon his antagonist, from the moment he is hit; but if 
he has fallen on the ground, he will be allowed two minutes to recover. 

Rule 62. In this form of duel, a pair of pistols may be allowed each combatant; but this is only allowed when one 
of the parties has received a blow. In these cases, a pistol of a different pair is to be given to each combatant. The 
affair cannot be considered terminated, unless the four pistols have been discharged. 

Rule 63. When four pistols are used, if one of the party is wounded, the contest must cease, and the wounded man 
not be allowed to fire, as it is evident that his antagonist who might remain with a loaded pistol, would have an 
unfair advantage over him, in a cool, deliberate fire. 

Rule 64. When one of the parties is wounded, the affair must be considered ended, even though the wounded 
party should express his wish to proceed, unless the seconds consider him in a fit state to continue the combat. 

Rule 65. In the pistol duel called a marche interronpre, a distance of forty-five or fifty paces is measured, and two 
lines are traced and marked between the distance of fifteen to twenty paces; thus the combatants may advance 
fifteen paces. 



Rule 66. On the word “March,” the combatants may advance in a zigzag step, not exceeding two paces. They may 
take aim without firing, and, while advancing, stop when they choose, and advance again; but once having fired, 
both parties must halt on the spot. 

Rule 67. The combatant who has not fired may now fire, but without advancing, and the party who has fired must 
firmly stand the fire of his antagonist, who for that purpose is allowed half a minute; if he allows a longer time to 
elapse, he must be disarmed by the seconds. 

Rule 68. In the pistol duel called a ligne parallel, two parallel lines are traced by the seconds, fifteen paces from each 
other, and from thirty-five to twenty-five paces in length. 

Rule 69. The combatants are placed at the extremity of each line, fronting each other. 

Rule 70. The seconds stand behind their principals, in a situation that may not expose them to the fire of the 
parties. The signal is given by the word “March.” 

Rule 71. The combatants then advance, not upon each other, but in the direction of the line that has been traced 
for them; and therefore, whether one of the adversaries has advanced or not, he will find himself placed fifteen 
paces from the other.

Rule 72. The champion who fires must stop; but he may halt without firing, take aim, and continue to advance. 

Rule 73. In the pistol duel called au signal, the signal is to be given by the second of the offended party, by three 
claps on the hand, three seconds being counted between each clap, which will take up nine seconds; or two seconds 
which will take up six seconds. In other cases the seconds draw lots for giving the signal. 

Rule 74. The combatants, when they have received their arms, are to walk, but to keep the muzzles of their 
pistols pointing to the ground; at the first signal they will raise their arms, take aim at the second signal, and fire 
simultaneously at the third. 

Rule 75. If one of the combatants fires before the third signal, or half a second after it, he is to be considered as a 
dishonorable man, and, if his antagonist is killed, an assassin. And if he fires before the signal without effect, his 
opponent has a right to take as much time as he thinks proper, to level at him and shoot him. 

Rule 76. If one of the parties has fired agreeably to the stipulated signal, and his antagonist has dishonorably 
reserved his fire, it is the duty of the seconds, at all risk and peril, to rush upon him and disarm him. In this case, 
the party who has observed the rules, has a right to demand another duel of a different form. 

Rule 77. The second who is to give the signal, should warn the combatants of the nature of the signal, in a loud and 
audible voice, in the following words: “Recollect, gentlemen, that honor demands that you should only fire upon 
the third signal being given; that you are not to raise your arm until the first signal, and not to fire until the third. 
I am now going to give the signals, which will consist of three claps of the hand.” 

Rule 78. In the duel with sabers, the seconds should endeavor to have it fought with short sabers, these arms being 
less fatal than long ones.

Rule 79. The ground taken, the antagonists are to be placed opposite each other, at the distance of one foot from 
their saber points. 



Rule 80. In general these duels are fought with cuffgloves; but, otherwise, the parties may wrap a handkerchief 
round their hand and wrist, provided that no end is allowed to hang down. 

Rule 81. In regiments, the regimental saber is to be the one selected, provided that they are of the same length, and 
mounted in the same manner. The same precautionary steps are to be adopted as in the sword duel, to ascertain 
that no defense is worn by either party. 

Rule 82. The signal of “Allez” having been given, the combatants advance upon each other, and either give point 
or cut; vaulting, advancing, or retreating at pleasure. 

Rule 83. To strike an adversary when disarmed, to seize his arm, his body, or his weapon, is a foul proceeding. A 
combatant is disarmed when his saber is either wrenched from him or dropped. 

Rule 84. In saber duels in which the point of the arm is not to be used, sabers without a point are to be chosen. To 
give point and kill an adversary by the infringement of this rule, is to be considered an assassination. These duels 
should always be considered as terminated on the first loss of blood.

In addition to these regular duels, the French have what they call duels exceptionnels; in which cases, which are of 
very rare occurrence, the combat may take place either on foot or on horseback, with carbine, musket, or pistol; 
but no one is obliged in honor to accept such challenged, and the conditions of the combat are to be specified in 
writing before it can take place.

In the combat on horseback the seconds are also to be mounted, and the combatants placed at twenty-five 
paces’ distance from each other; with the carbine, at sixty paces; with the musket and on foot, at one hundred 
paces, and advance to sixty: the parties fire and reload at will, until they reach the limits pointed out.

In many instances the French place the combatants back to back, to face about and fire at the given signal.
Duels are occasionally fought in which only one pistol is loaded; in which case it is no easy matter to procure 

a second. The following is the murderous practice:—Arrived on the ground, the seconds of the parties withdraw 
at least to a distance of fifty paces from the sport fixed upon for the assassination. They load one pistol, but prime 
them both; they then beckon the combatants to come for their pistols. The second who is to load the weapons, and 
who has been selected by lot, gives them to the other second, who places them in the hands of the principals, the 
choice having been also decided by chance; the second holding both pistols behind his back, and the parties crying 
right or left. This being done, the two seconds who had delivered the arms, and who are armed themselves, advance 
within three paces of the combatants; the other seconds stand at a distance of twenty paces.

The seconds then read to the combatants the stipulation of the meeting, and give to each of them the end of a 
handkerchief to hold, after having made them strip off their coats, and ascertained that they wear no defense. 

The signal is given by one clap of the hand: if the party having the unloaded pistol fires before the signal, or 
rather burns priming, his adversary has a right to blow out his brains; but if the lucky drawer of the loaded pistol 
fires before the signal, and kills his antagonist, he is an assassin, and the seconds are bound to prosecute him before 
the competent tribunals.

The French practice another mode of dueling with pistols, which may be considered as less calculated to cause 
a fatal result. This they call Duel à marche non interrompue et à ligne parallèle. 

Arrived on the ground, two parallel lines of thirty-five paces in length are traced at a distance of twenty-
five paces: the standing is drawn by lot, as well as the choice of arms, which must be unknown to the parties. 
The combatants are then placed by their seconds at the extremity of each line, facing each other. At the word 
“March,” the combatants advance on the traced line; in following which they cannot approach each other nearer 



than twenty-five paces. They are not allowed to halt, but must advance simultaneously: they are also to fire without 
stopping, and, after firing, to march on to the extremity of their line. If one of the parties is wounded before firing, 
he has only the time to fire which his opponent may take in reaching the limits prescribed. If neither of the parties 
are hit, the duel must terminate without further proceedings.

The preceding rules, which are founded upon long experience, in this fatal practice, have been sanctioned by 
twenty-five general officers, eleven peers of France, and fifty officers of rank. The Minister of War, who could not, 
consistently with his public duties, affix his signature to the document, gave his approbation in an official letter, and 
the majority of the prefects equally sanctioned the regulation.

—From The History of Dueling by J.G. Millingen. John Gideon Millingen (1782–1862) was a Paris educated surgeon 
in the British army as well as a prolific writer. His two-volume history of dueling is one of the most comprehensive 
works on the subject. 

The French version of the Code Duello is a foundational one. It encompasses the excesses and eccentricities that 
define the act of dueling as well as a methodical care to prevent a duel from devolving into a fight. There is a thin red 
line in there somewhere. 



Illustration: The Fencing Lesson, ink and water color by Johann Gottfried Schadow (1764–1850). Depicts 
Napoleon Bonaparte dueling with Gerhard Leberecht Von Blucher. A British sailor is judging the match. Although 

he banned dueling in his armies, Napoleon publicly admired the daring exploits of his officers in duels.



The Irish Code Duello

The practice of Dueling and Points of Honor settled at Clonmell Summer Assizes, 1777, by the Gentlemen Delegates 
of Tipperary, Galway, Mayo, Sligo, and Roscommon and prescribed for general adoption throughout Ireland.

Rule 1. The first offense requires the first apology, though the retort may have been more offensive than the insult. 
Example: A tells B he is impertinent, etc. B retorts that he lies; yet A must make the first apology because he gave 
the first offense, and then (after one fire) B may explain away the retort by a subsequent apology. 

Rule 2. But if the parties would rather fight on, then after two shots each (but in no case before), B may explain 
first, and A apologize afterward.

N.B. The above rules apply to all cases of offenses in retort not of stronger class than the example.

Rule 3. If a doubt exists who gave the first offense, the decision rests with the seconds; if they won’t decide, or can’t 
agree, the matter must proceed to two shots, or to a hit, if the challenger requires it.

Rule 4. When the lie direct is the first offense, the aggressor must either beg pardon in express terms; exchange 
two shots previous to apology; or three shots followed up by explanation; or fire on till a severe hit be received by 
one party or the other.

Rule 5. As a blow is strictly prohibited under any circumstances among gentlemen, no verbal apology can be 
received for such an insult. The alternatives, therefore -- the offender handing a cane to the injured party, to be 
used on his own back, at the same time begging pardon; firing on until one or both are disabled; or exchanging 
three shots, and then asking pardon without proffer of the cane. 

If swords are used, the parties engage until one is well blooded, disabled, or disarmed; or until, after receiving a 
wound, and blood being drawn, the aggressor begs pardon.

N.B. A disarm is considered the same as a disable. The disarmer may (strictly) break his adversary’s sword; but if 
it be the challenger who is disarmed, it is considered as ungenerous to do so.

In the case the challenged be disarmed and refuses to ask pardon or atone, he must not be killed, as formerly; but 
the challenger may lay his own sword on the aggressor’s shoulder, then break the aggressor’s sword and say, “I spare 
your life!” The challenged can never revive the quarrel -- the challenger may.

Rule 6. If A gives B the lie, and B retorts by a blow (being the two greatest offenses), no reconciliation can take 
place till after two discharges each, or a severe hit; after which B may beg A’s pardon humbly for the blow and then 
A may explain simply for the lie; because a blow is never allowable, and the offense of the lie, therefore, merges in 
it. (See preceding rules.)

N.B. Challenges for undivulged causes may be reconciled on the ground, after one shot. An explanation or the 
slightest hit should be sufficient in such cases, because no personal offense transpired.

Rule 7. But no apology can be received, in any case, after the parties have actually taken ground, without exchange 
of fires.

Rule 8. In the above case, no challenger is obliged to divulge his cause of challenge (if private) unless required by 



the challenged so to do before their meeting.

Rule 9. All imputations of cheating at play, races, etc., to be considered equivalent to a blow; but may be reconciled 
after one shot, on admitting their falsehood and begging pardon publicly.

Rule 10. Any insult to a lady under a gentleman’s care or protection to be considered as, by one degree, a greater 
offense than if given to the gentleman personally, and to be regulated accordingly.

Rule 11. Offenses originating or accruing from the support of ladies’ reputations, to be considered as less 
unjustifiable than any others of the same class, and as admitting of slighter apologies by the aggressor: this to be 
determined by the circumstances of the case, but always favorable to the lady.

Rule 12. In simple, unpremeditated recontres with the smallsword, or couteau de chasse, the rule is—first draw, 
first sheath, unless blood is drawn; then both sheath, and proceed to investigation.

Rule 13. No dumb shooting or firing in the air is admissible in any case. The challenger ought not to have challenged 
without receiving offense; and the challenged ought, if he gave offense, to have made an apology before he came on 
the ground; therefore, children’s play must be dishonorable on one side or the other, and is accordingly prohibited.

Rule 14. Seconds to be of equal rank in society with the principals they attend, inasmuch as a second may either 
choose or chance to become a principal, and equality is indispensible.

Rule 15. Challenges are never to be delivered at night, unless the party to be challenged intend leaving the place of 
offense before morning; for it is desirable to avoid all hot-headed proceedings.

Rule 16. The challenged has the right to choose his own weapon, unless the challenger gives his honor he is no 
swordsman; after which, however, he can decline any second species of weapon proposed by the challenged.

Rule 17. The challenged chooses his ground; the challenger chooses his distance; the seconds fix the time and 
terms of firing.

Rule 18. The seconds load in presence of each other, unless they give their mutual honors they have charged 
smooth and single, which should be held sufficient.

Rule 19. Firing may be regulated -- first by signal; secondly, by word of command; or thirdly, at pleasure -- as may 
be agreeable to the parties. In the latter case, the parties may fire at their reasonable leisure, but second presents 
and rests are strictly prohibited.

Rule 20. In all cases a miss-fire is equivalent to a shot, and a snap or non-cock is to be considered as a miss-fire.

Rule 21. Seconds are bound to attempt a reconciliation before the meeting takes place, or after sufficient firing or 
hits, as specified.

Rule 22. Any wound sufficient to agitate the nerves and necessarily make the hand shake, must end the business 
for that day.

Rule 23. If the cause of the meeting be of such a nature that no apology or explanation can or will be received, the 
challenged takes his ground, and calls on the challenger to proceed as he chooses; in such cases, firing at pleasure 
is the usual practice, but may be varied by agreement.



Rule 24. In slight cases, the second hands his principal but one pistol; but in gross cases, two, holding another case 
ready charged in reserve.

Rule 25. Where seconds disagree, and resolve to exchange shots themselves, it must be at the same time and at 
right angles with their principals, thus:

If with swords, side by side, with five paces interval.

N.B. All matters and doubts not herein mentioned will be explained and cleared up by application to the committee, 
who meet alternately at Clonmel and Galway, at the quarter sessions, for that purpose.

—As stated, the Irish Code Duello was determined in 1777, mainly to limit the number of lethal duels that were taking 
place in Ireland. The influence of this particular duello was great, as it was a simplified text in comparison to the more 
expansive French code. It became the standard dueling code in much of Europe and England, as well as the Americas, 
where it was also the precedent for the first U.S. code duello.



“And Adam had power over all the beasts of the earth.” Drawing by James Gillroy (1756–1815). Gillroy is one of 
the most celebrated cartoonists and political caricaturists of all time. He is best known for his relentless lampooning 
of King George III. In the illustration above he is satirizing a duel between Scottish parliamentarian William Adam 
and the Right Honorable Charles James Fox, Privy Council. The two politicians’ bouts of verbal sparring culminated 

in a duel in which neither man died.



The Code Duello of The Southern United States

The Code of Honor 

by John Lyde Wilson

To The Public

The man who adds in any way to the sum of human happiness is strictly in the discharge of a moral duty. When 
Howard visited the victims of crime and licentiousness, to reform their habits and ameliorate their condition, the 
question was never asked whether he had been guilty of like excesses or not? The only question the philanthropist 
would propound, should be, has the deed been done in the true spirit of Christian benevolence? Those who know 
me, can well attest the motive which has caused the publication of the following sheets, to which they for a long 
time urged me in vain. Those who do not know me, have no right to impute a wrong motive; and if they do, I had 
rather be the object, than the authors of condemnation. To publish a CODE OF HONOR, to govern in cases of 
individual combat, might seem to imply, that the publisher was an advocate of dueling, and wished to introduce 
it as the proper mode of deciding all personal difficulties and misunderstandings. Such implication would do me 
great injustice. But if the question be directly put to me, whether there are not cases where duels are right and 
proper, I would unhesitatingly answer, there are. If an oppressed nation has a right to appeal to arms in defense 
of its liberty and the happiness of its people, there can be no argument used in support of such appeal, which will 
not apply with equal force to individuals. How many cases are there, that might be enumerated, where there is no 
tribunal to do justice to an oppressed and deeply wronged individual? If he be subjected to a tame submission to 
insult and disgrace, where no power can shield him from its effects, then indeed it would seem, that the first law 
of nature, self-preservation, points out the only remedy for his wrongs. The history of all animated nature exhibits 
a determined resistance to encroachments upon natural rights,—nay, I might add, inanimate nature, for it also 
exhibits a continual warfare for supremacy. Plants of the same kind, as well as trees, do not stop their vigorous 
growth because they overshadow their kind; but, on the contrary, flourish with greater vigor as the more weak 
and delicate decline and die. Those of different species are at perpetual warfare. The sweetest rose tree will sicken 
and waste on the near approach of the noxious bramble, and the most promising fields of wheat yield a miserable 
harvest if choked up with tares and thistles. The elements themselves war together, and the angels of heaven have 
met in fierce encounter. The principle of self-preservation is co-extensive with creation; and when by education we 
make character and moral worth a part of ourselves, we guard these possessions with more watchful zeal than life 
itself, and would go farther for their protection. When one finds himself avoided in society, his friends shunning 
his approach, his substance wasting, his wife and children in want around him, and traces all his misfortunes and 
misery to the slanderous tongue of the calumniator, who, by secret whisper or artful innuendo, has sapped and 
undermined his reputation, he must be more or less than man to submit in silence. 

The indiscriminate and frequent appeal to arms, to settle trivial disputes and misunderstandings, cannot be 
too severely censured and deprecated. I am no advocate of such dueling. But in cases where the laws of the country 
give no redress for injuries received, where public opinion not only authorizes, but enjoins resistance, it is needless 
and a waste of time to denounce the practice. It will be persisted in as long as a manly independence, and a lofty 
personal pride in all that dignifies and ennobles the human character, shall continue to exist. If a man be smote on 
one cheek in public, and he turns the other, which is also smitten, and he offers no resistance, but blesses him that 



so despitefully used him, I am aware that he is in the exercise of great Christian forbearance, highly recommended 
and enjoined by many very good men, but utterly repugnant to those feelings which nature and education have 
implanted in the human character. If it was possible to enact laws so severe and impossible to be evaded, as to 
enforce such rule of behavior, all that is honorable in the community would quit the country and inhabit the 
wilderness with the Indians. If such a course of conduct was infused by education into the minds of our youth, 
and it became praiseworthy and honorable to a man to submit to insult and indignity, then indeed the forbearance 
might be borne without disgrace. Those, therefore, who condemn all who do not denounce dueling in every case, 
should establish schools where a passive submission to force would be the exercise of a commendable virtue. I 
have not the least doubt, that if I had been educated in such a school, and lived in such a society, I would have 
proved a very good member of it. But I much doubt, if a seminary of learning was established, where this Christian 
forbearance was inculcated and enforced, whether there would be many scholars. 

I would not wish to be understood to say, that I do not desire to see dueling to cease to exist entirely, in society. 
But my plan for doing it away, is essentially different from the one which teaches a passive forbearance to insult 
and indignity. I would inculcate in the rising generation a spirit of lofty independence; I would have them taught 
that nothing was more derogatory to the honor of a gentleman, than to wound the feelings of any one, however 
humble. That if wrong be done to another, it was more an act of heroism and bravery to repair the injury, than to 
persist in error, and enter into mortal combat with the injured party. This would be an aggravation of that which 
was already odious, and would put him without the pale of all decent society and honorable men. I would strongly 
inculcate the propriety of being tender of the feelings, as well as the failings, of those around him. I would teach 
immutable integrity, and uniform urbanity of manners. Scrupulously to guard individual honor, by a high personal 
self respect, and the practice of every commendable virtue. Once let such a system of education be universal, and 
we should seldom hear, if ever, of any more dueling. 

The severest penal enactments cannot restrain the practice of dueling, and their extreme severity in this State, 
the more effectually shields the offenders. The teaching and preaching of our eloquent Clergy, may do some service, 
but is wholly inadequate to suppress it. Under these circumstances, the following rules are given to the public, and 
if I can save the life of one useful member of society, I will be compensated. I have restored to the bosoms of many, 
their sons, by my timely interference, who are ignorant of the misery I have averted from them. I believe that nine 
duels out of ten, if not ninety-nine out of a hundred, originate in the want of experience in the seconds. A book of 
authority, to which they can refer in matters where they are uninformed, will therefore be a desideratum. How far 
this code will be that book, the public will decide. 

THE AUTHOR 

Rules For Principals and Seconds In Dueling

Chapter I. The Person Insulted, Before Challenge Sent 

1. Whenever you believe that you are insulted, if the insult be in public and by words or behavior, never resent 
it there, if you have self-command enough to avoid noticing it. If resented there, you offer an indignity to the 
company, which you should not. 

2. If the insult be by blows or any personal indignity, it may be resented at the moment, for the insult to the 



company did not originate with you. But although resented at the moment, you are bound still to have satisfaction, 
and must therefore make the demand. 

3. When you believe yourself aggrieved, be silent on the subject, speak to no one about the matter, and see your 
friend, who is to act for you, as soon as possible. 

4. Never send a challenge in the first instance, for that precludes all negotiation. Let your note be in the language 
of a gentleman, and let the subject matter of complaint be truly and fairly set forth, cautiously avoiding attributing 
to the adverse party any improper motive. 

5. When your second is in full possession of the facts, leave the whole matter to his judgment, and avoid any 
consultation with him unless he seeks it. He has the custody of your honor, and by obeying him you cannot be 
compromitted. 

6. Let the time of demand upon your adversary after the insult, be as short as possible, for he has the right to 
double that time in replying to you, unless you give him some good reason for your delay. Each party is entitled to 
reasonable time, to make the necessary domestic arrangements, by will or otherwise, before fighting. 

7. To a written communication you are entitled to a written reply, and it is the business of your friend to require it. 

SECOND’S DUTY BEFORE CHALLENGE SENT. 

1. Whenever you are applied to by a friend to act as his second, before you agree to do so, state distinctly to your 
principal that you will be governed only by your own judgment,—that he will not be consulted after you are in full 
possession of the facts, unless it becomes necessary to make or accept the amende honorable, or send a challenge. 
You are supposed to be cool and collected, and your friend’s feelings are more or less irritated. 

2. Use every effort to soothe and tranquilize your principal; do not see things in the same aggravated light in 
which he views them; extenuate the conduct of his adversary whenever you see clearly an opportunity to do so, 
without doing violence to your friend’s irritated mind. Endeavor to persuade him that there must have been some 
misunderstanding in the matter. Check him if he uses opprobrious epithet towards his adversary, and never permit 
improper or insulting words in the note you carry. 

3. To the note you carry in writing to the party complained of, you are entitled to a written answer, which will 
be directed to your principal and will be delivered to you by his adversary’s friend. If this be not written in the 
style of a gentleman, refuse to receive it, and assign your reason for such refusal. If there be a question made as to 
the character of the note, require the second presenting it to you, who considers it respectful, to endorse upon it 
these words: “I consider the note of my friend respectful, and would not have been the bearer of it, if I believed 
otherwise.” 

4. If the party called on, refuses to receive the note you bear, you are entitled to demand a reason for such refusal. 
If he refuses to give you any reason, and persists in such refusal, he treats, not only your friend, but yourself, with 
indignity, and you must then make yourself the actor, by sending a respectful note, requiring a proper explanation 
of the course he has pursued towards you and your friend; and if he still adheres to his determination, you are to 
challenge or post him. 

5. If the person to whom you deliver the note of your friend, declines meeting him on the ground of inequality, 
you are bound to tender yourself in his stead, by a note directed to him from yourself; and if he refuses to meet 



you, you are to post him. 

6. In all cases of the substitution of the second for the principal, the seconds should interpose and adjust the 
matter, if the party substituting avows he does not make the quarrel of his principal his own. The true reason 
for substitution, is the supposed insult of imputing to you the like inequality which if charged upon your friend, 
and when the contrary is declared, there should be no fight, for individuals may well differ in their estimate of an 
individual’s character and standing in society. In case of substitution and a satisfactory arrangement, you are then 
to inform your friend of all the facts, whose duty it will be to post in person. 

7. If the party, to whom you present a note, employ a son, father or brother, as a second, you may decline acting 
with either on the ground of consanguinity. 

8. If a minor wishes you to take a note to an adult, decline doing so, on the ground of his minority. But if the adult 
complained of, had made a companion of the minor in society, you may bear the note. 

9. When an accommodation is tendered, never require too much; and if the party offering the amende honorable, 
wishes to give a reason for his conduct in the matter, do not, unless offensive to your friend, refuse to receive it; by 
so doing you may heal the breach more effectually. 

10. If a stranger wishes you to bear a note for him, be well satisfied before you do so, that he is on an equality with 
you; and in presenting the note state to the party the relationship you stand towards him, and what you know and 
believe about him; for strangers are entitled to redress for wrongs, as well as others, and the rules of honor and 
hospitality should protect him. 

Chapter II. The Party Receiving a Note Before Challenge. 

1. When a note is presented to you by an equal, receive it, and read it, although you may suppose it to be from one 
you do not intend to meet, because its requisites may be of a character which may readily be complied with. But if 
the requirements of a note cannot be acceded to, return it, through the medium of your friend, to the person who 
handed it to you, with your reason for returning it. 

2. If the note received be in abusive terms, object to its reception, and return it for that reason; but if it be respectful, 
return an answer of the same character, in which respond correctly and openly to all interrogatories fairly 
propounded, and hand it to your friend, who, it is presumed, you have consulted, and who has advised the answer; 
direct it to the opposite party, and let it be delivered to his friend. 

3. You may refuse to receive a note, from a minor, (if you have not made an associate of him); one that has been 
posted; one that has been publicly disgraced without resenting it; one whose occupation is unlawful; a man in 
his dotage and a lunatic. There may be other cases, but the character of those enumerated will lead to a correct 
decision upon those omitted. 

If you receive a note from a stranger, you have a right to a reasonable time to ascertain his standing in society, 
unless he is fully vouched for by his friend. 

4. If a party delays calling on you for a week or more, after the supposed insult, and assigns no cause for the delay, if 
you require it, you may double the time before you respond to him; for the wrong cannot be considered aggravated; 
if borne patiently for some days, and the time may have been used in preparation and practice. 



Second’s Duty of the Party Receiving a Note Before Challenge Sent. 

1. When consulted by your friend, who has received a note requiring explanation, inform him distinctly that he 
must be governed wholly by you in the progress of the dispute. If he refuses, decline to act on that ground. 

2. Use your utmost efforts to allay all excitement which your principal may labor under; search diligently into 
the origin of the misunderstanding; for gentlemen seldom insult each other, unless they labor under some 
misapprehension or mistake; and when you have discovered the original ground or error, follow each movement 
to the time of sending the note, and harmony will be restored. 

3. When your principal refuses to do what you require of hi, decline further acting on that ground, and inform the 
opposing second of your withdrawal from the negotiation. 

Chapter III. Duty of Challenger and His Second Before Fighting. 

1. After all efforts for a reconciliation are over, the party aggrieved sends a challenge to his adversary, which is 
delivered to his second. 

2. Upon the acceptance of the challenge, the seconds make the necessary arrangements for the meeting, in which 
each party is entitled to a perfect equality. The old notion that the party challenged, was authorized to name the 
time, place, distance and weapon, has been long since exploded; nor would a man of chivalric honor use such a 
right, if he possessed it. The time must e as soon as practicable, the place such as had ordinarily been used where 
the parties are, the distance usual, and the weapons that which is most generally used, which, in this State, is the 
pistol. 

3. If the challengee insist upon what is not usual in time, place, distance and weapon, do not yield the point, and 
tender in writing what is usual in each, and if he refuses to give satisfaction, then your friend may post him. 

4. If your friend be determined to fight and not post, you have the right to withdraw. But if you continue to act, and 
have the right to tender a still more deadly distance and weapon, and he must accept. 

5. The usual distance is from ten to twenty paces, as may be agreed on; and the seconds in measuring the ground, 
usually step three feet. 

6. After all the arrangements are made, the seconds determine the giving of the word and position, by lot; and he 
who gains has the choice of the one or the other, selects whether it be the word or the position, but he cannot have 
both. 

Chapter IV. Duty of Challengee and Second After Challenge Sent. 

1. The challengee has no option when negotiation has ceased, but to accept the challenge. 

2. The second makes the necessary arrangements with the second of the person challenging. The arrangements are 
detailed in the preceding chapter. 

Chapter V. Duty of Principals and Seconds on the Ground. 



1. The principals are to be respectful in meeting, and neither by look or expression irritate each other. They are to 
be wholly passive, being entirely under the guidance of their seconds. 

2. When once posted, they are not to quit their positions under any circumstances, without leave or direction of 
their seconds. 

3. When the principals are posted, the second giving the word, must tell them to stand firm until he repeats the 
giving of the word, in the manner it will be given when the parties are at liberty to fire. 

4. Each second has a loaded pistol, in order to enforce a fair combat according to the rules agreed on; and if a 
principal fires before the word or time agreed on, he is at liberty to fire at him, and if such second’s principal fall, 
it is his duty to do so. 

5. If after a fire, either party be touched, the duel is to end; and no second is excusable who permits a wounded 
friend to fight; and no second who knows his duty, will permit his friend to fight a man already hit. I am aware 
there have been many instances where a contest has continued, not only after slight, but severe wounds, had been 
received. In all such cases, I think the seconds are blamable. 

6. If after an exchange of shots, neither party be hit, it is the duty of the second of the challengee, to approach the 
second of the challenger and say: “Our friends have exchanged shots, are you satisfied, or is there any cause why 
the contest should be continued?” If the meeting be of no serious cause of complaint, where the party complaining 
had in no way been deeply injured, or grossly insulted, the second of the party challenging should reply: “The point 
of honor being settled, there can, I conceive, be no objection to a reconciliation, and I propose that our principals 
meet on middle ground, shake hands, and be friends.” If this be acceded to by the second of the challengee, the 
second of the party challenging, says: “We have agreed that the present duel shall cease, the honor of each of you 
is preserved, and you will meet on middle ground, shake hands and be reconciled.” 

7. If the insult be of a serious character, it will be the duty of the second of the challenger, to say, in reply to the 
second of the challengee: “We have been deeply wronged, and if you are not disposed to repair the injury, the 
contest must continue.” And if the challengee offers nothing by way of reparation, the fight continues until one or 
the other of the principals is hit. 

8. If in cases where the contest is ended by the seconds, as mentioned in the sixth rule of this chapter, the parties 
refuse to meet and be reconciled, it is the duty of the seconds to withdraw from the field, informing their principals, 
that the contest must be continued under the superintendence of other friends. But if one agrees to this arrangement 
of the seconds, and the other does not, the second of the disagreeing principal only withdraws. 

9. If either principal on the ground refuses to fight or continue the fight when required, it is the duty of his second 
to say to the other second: “I have come upon the ground with a coward, and do tender you my apology for an 
ignorance of his character; you are at liberty to post him.” The second, by such conduct, stands excused to the 
opposite party. 

10. When the duel is ended by a party being hit, it is the duty of the second to the party so hit, to announce the 
fact to the second of the party hitting, who will forthwith tender any assistance he can command to the disabled 
principal. If the party challenging, hit the challengee, it is his duty to say he is satisfied, and will leave the ground. 
If the challenger be hit, upon the challengee being informed of it, he should ask through his second, whether he is 
at liberty to leave the ground which should be assented to. 



Chapter VI. Who Should Be on the Ground. 

1. The principals, seconds, one surgeon and one assistant surgeon to each principal; but the assistant surgeon may 
be dispensed with. 

2. Any number of friends that the seconds agree on, may be present, provided they do not come within the degrees 
of consanguinity mentioned in the seventh rule of Chapter I. 3. Persons admitted on the ground, are carefully to 
abstain by word or behavior, from any act that might be the least exceptionable; nor should they stand near the 
principals or seconds, or hold conversations with them. 

Chapter VII. Arms, and Manner of Loading and Presenting Them. 

1. The arms used should be smooth-bore pistols, not exceeding nine inches in length, with flint and steel. Percussion 
pistols may be mutually used if agreed on, but to object on that account is lawful. 

2. Each second informs the other when he is about to load, and invites his presence, but the seconds rarely attend 
on such invitation, as gentlemen may be safely trusted in the matter. 

3. The second, in presenting the pistol to his friend, should never put it in his pistol hand, but should place it in 
the other, which is grasped midway the barrel, with muzzle pointing in the contrary way to that which he is to fire, 
informing him that his pistol is loaded and ready for use. Before the word is given, the principal grasps the butt 
firmly in his pistol hand, and brings it round, with the muzzle downward, to the fighting position. 

4. The fighting position, is with the muzzle down and the barrel from you; for although it may be agreed that you 
may hold your pistol with the muzzle up, it may be objected to, as you can fire sooner from that position, and 
consequently have a decided advantage, which ought not to be claimed, and should not be granted. 

Chapter VIII. The Degrees of Insult, and How Compromised 

1. The prevailing rule is, that words used in retort, although more violent and disrespectful than those first used, 
will not satisfy,—words being no satisfaction for words. 

2. When words are used, and a blow given in return, the insult is avenged; and if redress be sought, it must be from 
the person receiving the blow. 

3. When blows are given in the first instance and not returned, and the person first striking, be badly beaten or 
otherwise, the party first struck is to make the demand, for blows do not satisfy a blow. 

4. Insults at a wine table, when the company are over-excited, must be answered for; and if the party insulting have 
no recollection of the insult, it is his duty to say so in writing, and negative the insult. For instance, if the man say: 
“you are a liar and no gentleman,” he must, in addition to the plea of the want of recollection, say: “I believe the 
party insulted to be a man of the strictest veracity and a gentleman.” 

5. Intoxication is not a full excuse for insult, but it will greatly palliate. If it was a full excuse, it might be well 
counterfeited to wound feelings, or destroy character. 

6. In all cases of intoxication, the seconds must use a sound discretion under the above general rules. 



7. Can every insult be compromised? is a mooted and vexed question. On this subject, no rules can be given that 
will be satisfactory. The old opinion, that a blow must require blood, is not of force. Blows may be compromised in 
many cases. What those are, much depend on the seconds. 

—Quoted in full above is the entire text of The Code of Honour by John Lyde Wilson (1784- 1849). Wilson was 
Governor of South Carolina from 1822–1824 and a noted southern vigilante, who sanctioned atrocities such as 
lynching and the burning of U.S. Post Offices that had delivered abolitionist mail in South Carolina. He was an ardent 
duelist, and believed that his rendering of the Code Duello, as well as the practice of dueling itself, would prevent 
fatalities and help keep the peace. 



Illustration: Photograph of a matched pair of engraved and gilded muzzle loading percussion lock dueling pistols. 
The pistols are currently located in the Philadelphia Museum of Art.



Queensbury Rules

1. To be a fair stand-up boxing match in a 24-foot ring, or as near that size as practicable.

2. No wrestling or hugging (clinching) allowed.

3. The rounds to be of three minutes duration, and one minute’s time between rounds.

4. If either man falls through weakness or otherwise, he must get up unassisted, 10 seconds to be allowed 
him to do so, the other man meanwhile to return to his corner, and when the fallen man is on his legs the 
round is to be resumed and continued until the three minutes have expired. If one man fails to come to 
the scratch in the 10 seconds allowed, it shall be in the power of the referee to give his award in favour 
of the other man.

5. A man hanging on the ropes in a helpless state, with his toes off the ground, shall be considered down.

6. No seconds or any other person to be allowed in the ring during the rounds.

7. Should the contest be stopped by any unavoidable interference, the referee to name the time and place as 
soon as possible for finishing the contest; so that the match must be won and lost, unless the backers of 
both men agree to draw the stakes.

8. The gloves to be fair-sized boxing gloves of the best quality and new.

9. Should a glove burst, or come off, it must be replaced to the referee’s satisfaction.

10. A man on one knee is considered down and if struck is entitled to the stakes.

11. That no shoes or boots with spikes or sprigs be allowed.

12. The contest in all other respects to be governed by revised London Prize Ring Rules.

—Named for John Douglas, Marquis of Queensbury, who endorsed this brief but enduring set of rules guiding 
gentlemanly pugilism, also known as boxing. The boxing code was written by John Graham Chambers (1843–1883) 
in 1865 and published two years later, with the Marquis’ endorsement. It replaced the “London Prize Ring Rules.” It is 
in the “Queensbury Rules” that the first provision for boxing gloves is stated. The requisite of gloves helped soften the 
appearance of boxing and thus helped it become the popular sport it is today, bringing the duel further into the realm 
of sport.



Illustration: Boxing match aboard the USS Texas. The match was fought while the ship was on battle fleet 
maneuvers off Panama in 1923.



Rules for an Alternative to Dueling

Define The Field of Contest

First things first—define the parameters of the contest. The two options are: 1) Single combat with the winner of 
one match being the victor, or 2) A best of three, with the winner of two out of the three matches being the victor. 
Best of seven matches, while heard of occurring from time to time, are considered tedious and preferably avoided. 

Taking Positions

With thumbs held perfectly erect, the two principals will face one another and with either the right or left hand’s 
fingertips (hand choice is the right of the challenged combatant) clasp the other’s hand. The grip is to be tight 
but not pain inducing. Using fingernails to dig at or wound the opponents hand is strictly forbidden and instant 
disqualification.

Honors and Declaration

Both combatants now in their positions, it is up to the challenger to begin the contest. With a series of four thumb 
bows, each made simultaneously by the contestants. The cadence of the four bows is to follow the ritual invocation 
proclaimed by the challenger, which reads:

“One, two, three four.
I declare thumb war.”

Upon the final utterance the combat is begun. 

Rules of The Match

Neither contestant is allowed to move their arms or utilize any bodily strength other than what is to be found in 
their thumb. Any overt movements of the legs, arms or torso that result in a pin instantly disqualifies the pin and 
both contestants must start over.

Definition of Victory

The match will continue as long as necessary. Thumb War is a contest without use for watch or clock.
Victory is defined by one combatant pinning the thumb of the other combatant to the top of their hand. 
There may be argument about the moment of victory, so it is best to have at least one second, preferably 

familiar with both combatants, who can then represent both parties. In this case the second will make rulings on 
any claims of a pin. Without a second, both contestants must agree upon the pin.

As Thumb War is a physical contest of strength and endurance, the victor is typically quite apparent.

Victor’s Declaration

Upon winning the match or series, the victorious thumb wrestler declares their victory with another invocation, 



which reads:

“One, two, three, four
I won Thumb War.”

—From the mind of the Illuminations series editor, who would like to provide readers with a less lethal alternative 
contest to settle any modern day “Points of Honour’.



German Dueling society, 1908. Note the man being treated for a head wound. Burns Archive.



Illuminations

for

The Duel × 5

&

The Duelist’s Supplement

The Duel by Giacomo Casanova, with Illuminations for Casanova’s The Duel and a selection from The Duelist’s 
Supplement—Duels, Duelists and Dueling Grounds.

The Duel by Anton Chekhov, with Illuminations for Anton Chekhov’s The Duel and a selection from The 
Duelist’s Supplement—Against The Duel: Writing In Protest of Dueling.

The Duel by Joseph Conrad, with Illuminations for Joseph Conrad’s The Duel and a selection from The Duelist’s 
Supplement—The Code Duello: A Diverse Anthology for Personal Use

The Duel by Heinrich von Kleist, with Illuminations for Heinrich von Kleist’s The Duel and a selection from The 
Duelist’s Supplement—The Art of Dueling: How To Shoot and Slash Your Way To Satisfaction. 

The Duel by Aleksandr Kuprin, with Illuminations for Aleksandr Kuprin’s The Duel and a selection from The 
Duelist’s Supplement—The Other Duel: Fiction and Poetry Concerning Duels.




