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	The Don Juan of Molière is, unquestionably, a rake, but first and

	foremost he is a man of the world; before giving way to the

	irresistible inclination that attracts him to pretty women, he feels

	that he must conform to a certain ideal standard, he seeks to be the

	type of man that would be most admired at the court of a young king of

	gallantry and parts.

	
	The Don Juan of Mozart is already more true to nature, and less

	French, he thinks less of _what other people will say_; his first care

	is not for appearances, is not _parestre_, to quote d’Aubigné’s _Baron

	de Foeneste_. We have but two portraits of the Italian Don Juan, as he

	must have appeared, in that fair land, in the sixteenth century, in

	the dawn of the new civilisation.

	
	Of these two portraits, there is one which I simply cannot display,

	our generation is too straitlaced; one has to remind oneself of that

	great expression which I used often to hear Lord Byron repeat: “This

	age of cant.” This tiresome form of hypocrisy, which takes in no one,

	has the great advantage of giving fools something to say: they express

	their horror that people have ventured to mention this, or to laugh at

	that, etc. Its disadvantage is that it vastly restricts the field of

	history.

	
	If the reader has the good taste to allow me, I intend to offer him,

	in all humility, an historical notice of the second of thes’e Don

	Juans, of whom it is possible to speak in 1837; his name was Francesco

	Cenci.

	
	To render a Don Juan possible, there must be hypocrisy in society. A

	Don Juan would have been an effect without a cause in the ancient

	world; religion was a matter for rejoicing, it urged men to take their

	pleasure; how could it have punished people who make a certain

	pleasure their whole business in life? The government alone spoke of

	_abstinence_, it forbade things that might harm the state, that is to

	say the common interest of all, and not what might harm the individual

	actor.

	
	And so any man with a taste for women and plenty of money could be a

	Don Juan in Athens; no one would have made any objection; no one

	professed that this life is a vale of tears and that there is merit in

	inflicting suffering on oneself.

	
	I do not think that the Athenian Don Juan could arrive at the criminal

	stage as rapidly as the Don Juan of a modern monarchy; a great part of

	the latter’s pleasure consists in challenging public opinion, and he

	has made a start, in his youth, by imagining that he was only

	challenging hypocrisy.

	
	_To break the laws_ under a monarchy like that of Louis XV, to fire a

	shot at a slater and bring him crashing down from his roof, does not

	that prove that one moves in royal circles, has the best possible

	tone, and laughs at one’s judge, who is a _bourgeois? To laugh at the

	judge_, is not that the first exploit of every little incipient Don

	Juan?

	
	With us, women are no longer in fashion, that is why the Don Juan type

	is rare; but when it existed, such men invariably began by seeking

	quite natural pleasures, boasting the while of their courage in

	challenging ideas which seemed to them not to be founded on reason in

	the religion of their contemporaries. It is only later on, and when he

	is beginning to become perverted that your Don Juan finds an exquisite

	pleasure in challenging opinions which he himself feels to be just and

	rational.

	
	This transition must have been difficult and rare in an-[lee] cient

	times, and it is only when we come to the Roman Emperors, after

	Tiberius and Capri, that we find libertines who love corruption for

	its own sake, that is to say for the pleasure of challenging the

	rational opinions of their contemporaries.

	
	Thus it is to the Christian religion that I ascribe the possibility of

	the Satanic part played by Don Juan. It was this religion, doubtless,

	which taught the world that a poor slave, a gladiator had a soul

	absolutely equal in capacity to that of Cassar himself; we have,

	therefore, to thank it for having produced a delicacy of feeling. Not

	that I have any doubt that sooner or later such feelings would have

	grown up spontaneously in the human breast.  The _Aeneid_ is

	considerably more _tender_ than the _Iliad_.

	
	The theory held by Jesus was that of the Arab philosophers of His day;

	the only new thing introduced into the world as a result of the

	principles preached by Saint Paul is a body of priests absolutely set

	apart from their fellow citizens and having, indeed, diametrically

	opposite interests to theirs.  [Footnote: See Montesquieu, _Politique

	des Romains dans la religion_.]

	
	This body made it its sole business to cultivate and strengthen the

	_religious sense_; it invented privileges and habits to stir the

	hearts of all classes, from the uncultured shepherd to the jaded

	courtier; it contrived to stamp the memory of itself on the charming

	impressions of early childhood; it never allowed the slightest

	pestilence or general calamity to pass without profiting by it to

	intensify the dread and _sense of religion_, or at any rate to build a

	fine church, like the Salute at Venice.

	
	The existence of this body produced that admirable spectacle: Pope

	Saint Leo resisting without _physical force_ the savage Attila and his

	hordes of barbarians who had just overrun China, Persia and the Gauls.

	
	And so, religion, like that absolute power tempered by popular songs,

	which we call the French Monarchy, has produced certain singular

	things which the world might never, perhaps, have seen had it bean

	deprived of those two institutions.

	
	Among these several things, good or bad but all alike singular and

	curious, which would indeed have astonished Aristotle, Polybius,

	Augustus, and the other wise heads of antiquity, I have no hesitation

	in including the wholly modern character of Don Juan. He is, to my

	mind, a product of the _ascetic institutions_ of the Popes that came

	after Luther; for Leo X and his court (1506) followed more or less

	closely the religious principles of the Athenians.

	
	Molière’s Don Juan was performed early in the reign of Louis XIV, on

	the 15th of February, 1665; that monarch was not as yet devout,

	nevertheless the ecclesiastical censure ordered the scene of the

	_beggar in the forest_ to be omitted. These censors, to strengthen

	their positon, tried to persuade the young king, so prodigiously

	ignorant, that the word Jansenist was synonymous with Republican.

	[Footnote: Saint-Simon, _Mémoires de l’abbé Blache_.]

	
	The original is by a Spaniard, Tirso de Molina; [Footnote: This was

	the name adopted by a monk, a man of parts, Fray Gabriel Tellez. He

	belonged to the Order of Mercy, and we have several plays by him in

	which there are inspired passages, among others _El Timido a la

	Corte_. Tellez was the author of three hundred comedies, some seventy

	or eighty of which still survive. He died about 1610.] an Italian

	company played an imitation of it in Paris about the year 1664, and

	created a furore. It has probably been acted more often than any other

	comedy in the world.  This is because it contains the devil and love,

	the fear of hell and an exalted passion for a woman, that is to say

	the most terrible and the most attractive things that exist in the

	eyes of all men who have to any degree risen above the level of

	savagery.

	
	It is not surprising that the portrait of Don Juan was introduced into

	literature by a Spanish poet. Love fills a large place in the life of

	that nation; it is a serious passion there, and one that compels the

	sacrifice of every other passion to itself, including that, incredible

	as it may seem, of _vanity_! It is the same in Germany and in Italy.

	Properly speaking, France is the only country completely free from

	this passion, which makes these foreigners commit so many acts of

	folly: such as marrying a penniless girl, making the excuse that she

	is pretty and you are in love with her. Girls who lack beauty do not

	lack admirers in France; we are a cautious people. Otherwise they are

	reduced to entering religion, and that is why convents are

	indispensable in Spain. Girls have no dowry in that country, and this

	rule has maintained the triumph of love. In France has not love fled

	to the attics, taken refuge, that is, among the girls who do not marry

	by the intervention of the family lawyer?

	
	Nothing need be said of the Don Juan of Lord Byron, he is merely a

	Faublas, a good looking but insignificant young man, upon whom all

	sorts of improbable good fortune are heaped.

	
	So it is in Italy alone, and there only in the sixteenth century that

	this singular character could make his first appearance. It was in

	Italy and in the seventeenth century that a Princess said, as she

	sipped an ice with keen enjoyment on the evening of a hot day: “_What

	a pity, this is not a sin_!”

	
	This sentiment forms, in my opinion, the foundation of the character

	of a Don Juan, and, as we see, the Christian religion is necessary to

	it.

	
	As to which a Neapolitan writer exclaims: “Is it nothing to defy

	heaven, and to believe that at that very instant heaven may consume
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